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to be no other than an emissary of 
the Cardinal, a certain Lady de Win¬ 
ter, or Milady, as M. Biiraas persists 
in calling her. She it was who cut 
the diamonds off Buckingham’s dress, 
and informed the Cardinal of the same. 
Throughout the whole book she plays 
the part of a sort of Mephistopheles in 
petticoats, doing evil for evil’s sake ; 
and finally, when in prison in Kngland, 
gains over a fanatical young oliicer 
named Felton, who is set to guard 
]ier, and working on him by the power 
of her charms and an artfully devised 
story, instigates him to tlie murder of 
Buckingham, avIio is ,at Portsmoiith 
fitting out an armament for the relief 
of La Rochelle, then besieged by 
Richelieu. She escapes to France, 
but there falls into the hands of her 
deadly enemy, D’Artagnau, and of 
her first husband, Athos, otherwise 
Count de la Fere. Her punishment 
is one of the last and most striking 
scenes in the book, wliich concludes 
■with the capture of La Rochelle, 
leaving D’Artagnan a lieutenant of 
mousquetaires, and, to all appearance, 
on the high-road to further prefer¬ 
ment. Some account of liis future 


[Jan. 

fortune is promised us by Monsieur 
Dumas; and, however alarming a 
continuation to a book in eight vo¬ 
lumes may sound, we cannot help 
■vvishing he may keep his promise. 
There is leas occasion to be alarmed 
at the length of a six or eight volume 
book from his hands, than at that of a 
three volume one from those of many 
other writers; and moreover one must 
take into account the ingenuity of 
French publishers, who manage to 
have the type spread out over tlie 
largest possible amount of white pa¬ 
per. The system of putting little in 
a page, and diminishing that little by 
the iilterpolation of huge and appa- 
vcTitly olyectless blank spaces, hiis 
readied its height in Paris; and, al¬ 
though an imposition on the public, 
it perhaps renders a book lighter and 
pleasanter to read. Light reading 
and pleasant reading Monsieur Du¬ 
mas’ romance assuredly is; and we 
can wish our readers no better jias- 
time, during the long evenings of this 
wintry season, than the perusal of the 
feats and fortunes of the Trow il/oiw- 
quetaires. 


The Three Guardemen, 
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MARSTON ; OR) THE MEMOIRS OF A STATESMAN. 

Part XV, 

Have I not in my timo heard lions roar? 

Have I not heard the soa, puft up with wind, 

Rage like an angry boar chafed with Hweat ? 

Have 1 not heuid great ordnance in the iieldi 
And Ileaveii'b artillery thunder in the skies ? 

Have I not in the pitched battle heard 

Loud 'larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets clang ? ’* 

SUAKBPKARX. 


Valencieknks was now captured. 
The sagacity of my friend, the French 
engineer, had not been deceived. The 
explosion of the three great mines, an 
operation from its magnitude aj^nost 
iKJW to war, and in its effects irre¬ 
sistible, had thrown ojieu the fortress. 
The garrison bad done their work 
gallantly, and tJie result was a capi¬ 
tulation, hastened by the outcry of 
the faiiiishiug inhabitants. I hastened 
to the quarters of my regiment, was 
received with all cordiality, had the 
honour of an interview with the royal 
duke, who, at all times affable, was 
now in peculiar good-humour, and 
who led me into a Jong detail of such 
public opinions as might be gathered 
from my intercourse with the garri¬ 
son. At the close of our interview 
ho gave me a note, wliicli was to be 
forwarded to the adjutant-general. I 
made my bow, and retired. 

All in the camp was festivity. A 
gi*eat achievement had been accom¬ 
plished, and the barriers of Franco 
were broken clown. But in tlic midst 
of national triumph, 1 felt a depres¬ 
sion which rendered me wholly inca¬ 
pable of sharing it. The wounds of 
the spirit are not to be healed like 
those of the frame; and with the re¬ 
collection of the noble creature whom 
I had lost, bitterness mingled in every 
sound, and sight, and exultation. 
My first request would have been 
for leave of absence, that I might fol¬ 
low her, if she were still in France, or 
in the world. But tlic bustle at head¬ 
quarters told me that some move¬ 
ment was about to take place; and, 
under those circumstances, to ask for 
leave was impossible. Still I con¬ 
tinued making every imaginable en¬ 
quiry, dispatching letters, and seeing 
postmasters, to obtain intelligence of 


the route which Clotilde had'taken. 
After tracing her for the first few 
leagues, all tidings were lost; and I 
had only to trust to that hope which 
was a part of my sanguine nature, 
and which was sustained by a kind of 
consciousness that a being so superior 
could not be flung away in the 
clnuiccs which visit the multitude. 

AVhilc I was thus ])Oudcnng and 
perplexed, I was sumiuoiicd to attend 
one of the principal oilicers of his 
royal highness’s staff. “We are send¬ 
ing despatches of some importance to 
London,'’ said he, “audit is the wish 
of the comiuaiider-in-cliief that you 
should take them. I have the plea¬ 
sure to tell you, that” he feels an in¬ 
terest in you from the opportunities 
which you have had of distinguishing 
yoUrsclf in the campaign, and that he 
has appointed you an extra aide-de- 
camp. Your service begins soon,” 
added my informant Avith a smile, 
“ fur you must sot off to-night. The 
despatch mentioning the capitulation 
of tlie fortress was, of course, sent off 
at once; but as the commission, in 
those cases, is given by routine, it 
is desirable to liavc some one in Lon¬ 
don capable of explaining the ‘ cx- 
]>lanatiou,’ or pcrliaj)s taking the 
place of the ‘ honourable,’ or ‘ right 
liouour.lble’ personage who has been 
made tlic official bearer of the de¬ 
spatch. His royal liighness is satisfied, 
from his conversation with you, that 
you will be perfectly fit for this pur¬ 
pose ; and here is the despatch, with 
which you are to make all expedition 
to the IIorse-Guai’ds.” 

After giving my orders for the jour¬ 
ney, I hastened to take leave of the 
man whom I most honoured and es¬ 
teemed, my unfailing friend Guiscard. 
To my surprise, he received the in- 
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tclligence of my appointment with 
scarcely a word of congratulation. 
Little os I myself was now excitable 
by any thing in the shape of human 
fortune, I was chagrined by his obsti¬ 
nate gravity. lie observed it, and 
started from his seat. Come,’* said 
he, “ let us take a walk, and get out 
of the sight of mankind, if we can.^ 
He took my arm, and we strayed 
along the banks of the Scheldt, where, 
however, his purpose was unobtain¬ 
able, for the whole breadth of the 
river was covered with the provision 
barges of the troops. The bargemen 
were enjoying the fine July evening 
in the national style—swilling the 
worst beer that ever punished the 
taste for that barbarian beverage, and 
filling the fresh breeze with the fumes 
of tobacco, worthy of the beer. Guis- 
card stopped to gaze at them. 

“ I envy those fellows,” said he. 
“ Not merely for their escaping all 
care, and being able to extract eri- 
joyraent out of their execrable drink 
and pipes, but from their being ex¬ 
empt from all contact with port¬ 
folios.” 

“ But such enjoyment is only that 
of tlie swine.” 

“ Well, and is not that of the swine 
perfect ?—and wJiat would you have 
more than perfection ? ” 

A huge herd of those creatures, 
basking along the miry edge of the 
river, helped his illustration. “Mr 
Marston, you have not been for the 
last month on the staff of the com¬ 
mander-in-chief of the allied armies, 
or you would not look so incredulous. 
Sir, man’s senses may be as suit¬ 
able for his purposes, as those of the 
animals w'hich we see wallowing 
there.** I stared, waiting for the 
conclusion. He proceeded. “ But 
man has drawbacks on his natural 
faculties, which they have not. Pos¬ 
sibly nature intended that we should 
be as happy as they. But make nine- 
tenths of them hewers of wood and 
drawers of water—send some of them 
' to dungeons—enforce a conscription 
among the rest, and send them to use 
their tusks upon each other, and the 
most complacent of them would rebel: 
ov, as the last trial of temper, put the 
meekest of the race into a cabinet of 
princes and general - officers, them¬ 
selves controlled by a cabinet five bnn- 


dred miles off; and if they do not 
growl as I do no^, I shall give up all 
my knowledge of quadruped nature.” 

“ Why, Guiscard* what isthematter 
with you to-night? Have we not 
gained om* point? You are like the 
Thracians,, who always mourned at 
the birth of a child.*’ 

“ And the Thracians were perfectly 
right, if the child were to be reared a 
diplomatist. You talk of success!” 
Our path had led to where a view of 
Valenciennes opened on us through 
the trees ; and its shattered ramparts 
and curtains, the trees felled along its 
glacis, and its bastions stripped and 
broken by our cannon-balls, certainly 
presented a rueful spectacle. The 
Austrian flag was flying on tlie citadel. 

“ There,” said he, “ is our prize. 
It is not worth the loading of a single 
gun ; but it has cost us more millions 
to ruin than it took francs to build it— 
it has cost us the conquest of France j 
and will cost Europe the war, which 
we might have extinguished three 
months ago if we had but left it be¬ 
hind. I acknowledge that I speak in 
the bitterness of my heart; delay has 
ruined every thing. Our march to 
Paris, and our march to Gcorgium 
Sidus, will now be finished on the 
same day.” 

I attempted to laugh off his predic¬ 
tions, but he was intractable. “ The 
business,” said he, “ is all over. That 
fiag is tlie signal of European Jeal¬ 
ousy—the apple of discord. You arc 
going to England; and, if you have 
any regard for my opinion, tell your 
friends there to withdraw their troops 
as soon as they can. That flag, which 
pretends to partition France, will unite 
it as one man. Our sages here arc 
actually about to play its game. Or¬ 
ders have come to divide the army. 
What folly 1 What incenceivable in¬ 
fatuation 1 In the very face of the 
most fantastic and furious population 
of mankind, whom the most trivial 
success inflames into enthusiasts; they 
are going to break up their force, and 
seek adventures by brigades and bat¬ 
talions.” 

He stamped the ground with indig- 
nation ; but, suddenly recovering his 
calmness, he turned to me with bis 
grave smile. “ I am ashamed, Mar¬ 
ston, of thus betraying a temper which 
time ought to have cooled. But, after 
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all, what is public life but a bur 
lesqae; a thing of ludicrous disap¬ 
pointment 5 a tragedy, with a farce 
always at hand to relieve the tedium 
and the tinsel; the fall of kingdoms 
made laughable by the copper lace of 
the stage wardrobe?” 

“ Do you object to our duke ?" 

“ Not in the least. He is person¬ 
ally a gallant fellow ; and if be wants 
experience, so must every man at one 
time or other. His only error, hither¬ 
to, has been his condescending to 
come at all with so small a force un¬ 
der his command. No English army 
should ever plant its foot upon the 
Continent with less than fifty thou¬ 
sand men on its muster-roll. The 
duke’s being put at the head of your 
troops—only a division after all— 
seems to me the only wise thing that 
has been done. It was a declaration 
of the heartiness of your alliance; 
and I honour your country for the 
distinctness of the avowal. Your 
king gives his son, as your country 
gives her soldiers, and your people 
give their money. The whole was 
manly, magnanimous, or, as tho high¬ 
est panegyric, it was English all over.” 

This language at once put an end 
to all my reserve. I shook his hand 
in the spirit of old friendship; and, on 
our parting, extracted a promise of 
keeping up our communication on all 
possible opportunities. We had al¬ 
ready separated, when I heard my 
name called again, and Guiscard re¬ 
turned. “ I had forgotten,” said he, 

“ to tell you what I was most anxious 
to say. If I had seen no other prospect 
for you, I should be the last man to 
make you discontented with your pro¬ 
fession. My only request is, that 
when you once more tread on English 
ground, you willseriously insider whe¬ 
ther you will continue in the army. If 
I know you at all, I think that you 
would not be altogether satisfied with 
wearing your epaulettes at ^reviews 
and parades. And, if I am not en¬ 
tirely mistaken, you will have nothing 
else for the next dozen years. Your 
army are moving homewards already. 
You are now in the secret.” 

“ But is the campaign absolutely 
coming to an end ? Are the hopes of 
attacking the French so suddenly 
given up? Is France always to 
baffle us?” was my vexed question. 


“As to the fate of France, you 
should consult a prophet, not a Prus¬ 
sian engineer—and one terribly tired 
of his trade besides,” was the reply. 
We parted; but the conversation was 
not lost upon me. 

By midnight I was on my journey. 
My route lay through the Flemish 
provinces, which had now recovered 
all their luxuriance, if not derived ad¬ 
ditional animation from the activity 
which every where follows the move¬ 
ments of a successful army. Troops 
marching to join the general advance 
frequently and strikingly diversified 
the scene. Huge trains of the com¬ 
missariat were continually on the road. 
The little civic authorities were doubly 
conscious of the dignity of functions 
which brought them into contact with 
soldiership, from the quartermaster 
up to the general. But tlic contrast 
of the tumult wliich I left behind with 
the quietness of the scenes around me— 
the haste, the anxiety, and the rest- 
iSssncss of a huge camp, with the calm 
of the fields, with the regularity which 
seemed to govern all the operations of 
farming life, and with the grave opu¬ 
lence of the old mansions, which seem¬ 
ed to be formed for the natural recep¬ 
tacles of the wealth of^lemish fields— 
at once refreshed me after the mental 
fever in which I had tossed so long, 
and perliaps impressed on me more 
deeply the parting advice of my friend 
the philosopher. 

But, from the moment wheni touched 
British ground, the whole sleepy tran¬ 
quillity which gathers over every man 
in the quietude of Flanders, where man 
seems to have followed the same plough 
from the deluge, had utterly vanished. 

I was in the midst of a nation in a 
ferment. The war was the universal 
topic; party was in full life. From 
the inn at Dover up to the waiting- 
room at the Horse-Guards, 1 heard 
nothing but politics. The conduct of 
our army—the absurdity of every thing 
that had been done, or left undone— 
the failures of the Allies—the fanati¬ 
cism of theFrench— the hopes of popu¬ 
lar liberty on one side, and the indigna¬ 
tion of established power on the other 
—came rushing round me in a chaos 
of discordant conceptions, that for the 
time bewildered me. How simple 
was the gossip of the camp to this 
heterogeneous mass of struggling to- 



78 Marston; or. the Memoirs of a Statesman. Part XV^ [Jfin. 


pica! How fltraightforwai'd was even 
the wild haranguing of the Palais 
Royal to the thousand reports and 
protests, remonstrances and replica¬ 
tions, of the whole ringing and raging 
public mind of England ! This was 
the age of pamphictearing. Every 
sage who could, or could not, write, 
flung his pamphlet hi the teeth of 
the party whoso existence he conceived 
to be ruinous to his country, or per¬ 
haps prejudicial to his own prospect 
of a sinecure. Tlie journals printed 
their colnnius in gall; the satirists 
dipped theirpens in concentrated acid; 
the popular harangners dashed the oil 
of vitriol of contempt in each other’s 
faces. The confusion, the collision, 
the uproar, was indescribable. 

But my whole experience of public 
life has told me, tliat however the po¬ 
pular opinion may be wrong, the pub¬ 
lic opinion is right; and 1 felt that 
the nation was already adverse to the 
conduct of the campaign. 'J'hc utmost 
skill of the cabinet was required fo 
prevent a dangerous reaction. The 
member of administration with whom 
my chief intercourse officially existed, 
was the same manly and kiud-natiivcd 
individual to whom I liad formerly 
been indebted for so much civility; 
and, as if j^rond of his own work, his 
civility now took the form of friend¬ 
ship. Ill news came from abroad ; 
and I expressed my iinpaticnce of re- 
inainingwith tlie pen in inyhand, when 
I should liave worn my sword. To 
all iny suggestions on the subject, the 
good-Iuimoured answer was, thai my 
services were still necessary at home. 
At length, on my mnking a decided 
request that I should be pennittert to 
return to my regiment, lie told me in 
confidence that the campaign was 
probably at an end ; that the British 
comraander-iii-chicf was about to re¬ 
turn ; and that, in fact, the ^strength 
of England would be turned to the 
naval war. At the close of one of 
tliose conversations, fixing his keen 
grey eye ux>on me, he said, “ Pray, 
what think you of rarliamcnt ?” My 
answer was, “That mediocritj' was 
more contemptible there than any 
where else; while success was more 
difliGult,” 

‘‘ You mean such surcoss as Pitt's: 
you mean victory. But yon must get 
these Greek and Roman notions out 


of your head. An English House 
does not want orators. One on a 
side is quite enough. They are like 
the gold plate on a sideboard; it is 
well to show that we have such things, 
for the honour of our establishment; 
but no one thinks of making use of 
them at table. Pitt is an exception; 
he is equal to every thing; an incom¬ 
parable man of business. Burke, or 
some other man of metaphor, com¬ 
pared him to the falcon ; which, how¬ 
ever high it may soar, always follows 
the prey with Its eye along the ground. 
But two Pitts, if nature could be pro¬ 
lific of such magnificent monsters, 
would absolutely perplex us. What 
could be more confusing than to have 
two suns shining at the same time?” 

“ But is Fox nothing ?” I asked. 

“A great deal,” was the answer. 
“ He is the finest talker, 1 suppose, 
in the world. The first of babblers.” 

“ Of babblers! ” I involuntarily re¬ 
peated. 

“ Yes ; for wliat is babbling but 
speaking in vain, pouring out endless 
speculations without a pur|)Ose or the 
hope of a purpose, indulging a I’O- 
niarkably powerful niui productive 
mind w ith the waste of its own con¬ 
ceptions,' pouniig out a whole coin- 
.nge of splendid thoughts wdtli no 
more expectancy of practical result 
than if he ]iourcd the mint into the 
Thames ? You may roly upon it that 
such is the opinion of the House, as 
it will be yours wdieii you get there ; 
and such will be that of posterity, if 
they shall ever take the trouble to 
think about any of us.” 

This conversation was evidently 
more than accidental; and I gave to 
it some of my most perplexing hours. 
T had an original fondness for the life 
of arms. Ji^as of the age to feel its 
variety, animation, and ardour. My 
experience laid been fortunate; I had 
seen notliing but victory, and had 
been flattered by personal distinction. 
But then came the reverse of the me¬ 
dal. I remembered the opinion of 
the most sagacious and penetrating 
spirit which It had been my lot ever 
to laiow; and I felt that the Continent 
W as to be our field of battle no longer. 
The languor of home service, to on© 
who had seen war in its stateliest 
shape, and in its most powerful acti¬ 
vity, rose before my mind with an 
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inexpressible sense of weariness. On 
the other hand, supposing that I pos¬ 
sessed the faculties forpolitical life, was 
I possessed of the temper, the endu¬ 
rance of toil, the measureless patience, 
the inexhaustible equanimity, which 
every night of my public existence 
would henceforch demand? Why 
was this heart-wearying struggle to 
be preferred to the simple and straight¬ 
forward pursuit of an lionourable pro¬ 
fession, in which the only weight was 
the carrying of my sword, and the 
only secret of distinction possessing 
an untarnished name? 

But I soon made up iny mind. The 
question narrowed itself to this: which 
w^as the more active life ? The point of 
honour was no longer the adherence 
to a profession whose purposes were 
necessarily changed. Every hour 
gave additional evidence that the 
gates of the Continent were closing 
upon the English soldier. Infliionce, 
impression, publicity, were the prizes 
of a political career. I saw all other 
names fade before the great senato¬ 
rial names of England. J saw men 
of humble extraction filling the world 
with their fame. 1 saw a succession 
of individuals, who, if their profes-siori 
had been arms, or if their birth-place 
had been the Continent, would liave 
lived and died in the routine of obscure 
service, here rising to the hciglit of 
^national homage, lustres of their gene¬ 
ration, and guiding hy their opinions 
the courts of Europe. Whetlier I 
should ever take my place among 
those illustrious names, scarcely enter¬ 
ed into my thoughts. But I was de¬ 
termined never to waste my life in 
conscious indolence. Scarcely know¬ 
ing what faculties I might possess, I 
had fully resolved on trying their ut¬ 
most strength ; and grown almost 
indifferent to the ordinary pursuits of 
human indulgence, I looked with 
something of a melancholy yet proud 
hope, to the enjoyment which was to 
be found in giving myself up to the 
solitary and stem toil of living for a 
great cause, and leaving a name be¬ 
hind me that should not be forgotten. 

On that veiy day the intelligence ar¬ 
rived that theBritish troops had march¬ 
ed towards the north of Germany; that 
the royal duke had returned to Eng¬ 
land; and that the Allies had, by coin- 
jnon consent, abandoned the invasion 
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of France. My habits were always 
prompt. Before the hour was over 
in wliich the gazette appeared, I 
waited on my ministerial friend, and 
expressed my full acquiescence in his 
proposal. 

1 pass by the process of getting into 
Parliament. It was then a simpler 
matter than it has since become. A 
treasury borough was then the gate 
through which all the leading names 
of the country had entered the legis¬ 
lature, and I merely followed the path 
of all but the lords of acres. ' . 

Every man who will make himself 
master of an occupation must serve 
an apprenticeship. Pai’liament, too, 
has its seven years’ indentures, and 
the few who have refused the training 
have seldom been the wiser for their 
precipitancy. I “ bided my time,” 
taking a slight occasional share in 
debates with whose topics 1 happen¬ 
ed to bo well acquainted; and expect¬ 
ing the chances, which, to every one 
who employs himself vigorously, are 
all but certainties. Still I felt that 
this mere hovering on the outskirts of 
debate must not last too long, and 
that nothing was more hazardous to 
final reputation than to be too slow 
in attempting to lay Us first stone. 
Yet I felt some difhculty in every 
great question; and, after bracing 
my nerves for the onset, 1 always 
found my courage fail at the sight of 
the actual encounter. 1 felt as a 
jmung knight might have felt in some 
of the tilting-matches of old—master 
of his charger in the open field, and 
delighting in the pressure of his ar¬ 
mour and the weight of his lance; 
but when he once rode within the 
barrier, saw the galleries filled, and 
the heralds lifting the trumpets to 
their lips, feclinghis blood grow chill, 
and the light depart from Iiis eyes. 

I mentioned my embarrassment to 
my Scottish friend, and almost ex¬ 
pected a remonstrance. To my great 
surprise and infinite pleasure, he con¬ 
gratulated me. “ You cannot give 
a better sign,” said he. “ My only 
fear of you was, that you would dash 
into debate at once, like a tumbler 
jumping from a precipice ; and that, 
like him, all that you would have 
gained by it would be broken liinb^ 
for life. If the fellow had kept to his 
slack-rope and his stage, he would 
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have beeu safe enough, and gained 
some applause besides.’* 

“ But .what is to be done in the 
House, without some hazard of the 
kind?” 

“ Wrong—quite wrong. A great 
deal is to be done. Take myself for 
the example. You see where I am, 
and yet I never made a speecfi in my 
life. From the beginning of my career, 

I never allowed any one to look for 
any thing of the kind from me j and 
the consequence was, that by some I 
was regarded as a much shrewder 
personage than I ever believed myself 
to be ; and by others was thought to 
know a great deal more than I ever 
acquired.” 

But will this account for the rapid 
distinctions of your public life ? ” 

“ Perfectly, so far as they have 
gone. I obtained ministerial confi¬ 
dence on the essential merits of being 
a safe man—one who made no ambi¬ 
tious attempts to lower the crests of 
those above me. I escaped the jea¬ 
lousy of those below me by adopting 
the style which mediocrity assumes 
by nature. I was thus like the senior 
subaltern in a marching regiment—I 
wore the same uniform with the colo¬ 
nel, and wentfhrough the same exer¬ 
cise with the ensign. The field-officers 
knew that I would not tread upon 
their heels, and every subaltern wish¬ 
ed to see my promotion, as a step to 
his own.” 

My officifll duties, the mere en¬ 
trance into office, occupied me labori¬ 
ously for a while, and I felt all the 
habitual difficulties of my noviciate. 
It had been fully my intention to fol¬ 
low the advice of my experienced 
friend, and leave the hour which was 
to cad for my exertions in the House 
to the chances of the time. But that 
time came more rapidly than I had 
expected. The public mind was fe¬ 
vered, hour by hour; the hews from 
the Continent was more and more 
startling; the successes of the Republi¬ 
can armies had assumed a shape which 
onr desponding politicians regarded as 
invincibility, and which our factious 
ones pronounced to be the ruin of 
Europe, The cabinet otfered only the 
prospect of a melancholy struggle. 
But six months before, it had stood, 
strong itts ft citadel erected by the 
national hands, and garrisoned by the 
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spirit of the empire. It still stood, 
but it stood dismantled; there were 
evident breaches in its walls, and the 
fugitives of Opposition, rallying with 
the hope of success, advanced again 
to the storm, headed by their great 
leader, and sustained by the capri¬ 
cious and fluctuating multitude. The 
premier was harassed by the inces¬ 
sant toil of defence—a toil in which 
he had scarcely a sharer, and which 
exposed him to the most remorseless * 
hostility. Yet, if the historian were 
to choose the moment for his true 
fame, this was the moment which 
ought to be chosen. He rose with 
the severity of the struggle; assault 
seemed to give him new vigour; the 
attempt to tear the robe of office from 
his shoulders only gave the nobler 
display of his intellectual proportions. 
When I saw him, night after night, 
standing almost alone, with nothing 
but disaster in front and timidity in 
the rear, combating a force such as 
had never before been arrayed under 
the banners of Opposition ; the whole 
scene of magnificent conflict and still 
grander fortitude, reminded mo of the 
Homeric war and its warriors.—The 
champion of the kingdom, standing 
forth in despite of evil omens thick-^ 
oiling round him, of the deepening 
cloud, and the sinister thunders, 

1 speak of those times, and of the 
great men of those times, in no invi¬ 
dious contrast with later days. I have 
so strong a faith in the infinite ability 
which freedom gives to a great em¬ 
pire, that I am convinced of our being 
able, in all its eras, to find the species 
of public talent essential to its ser¬ 
vices. I regard the national mind, as 
the philosopher does the natural soil,< 
always capable of the essential pro¬ 
duce, where we give it the due tillage. 
The great men 'of the past centuiy 
have passed away along with itthey 
were summoned for a day of conflict, 
and were formed for the conflict; their 
muscular vigour, the power with which 
they wielded their weapons, the giant 
step and the giant hand, were all 
necessary, and were all shaped and 
sustained by that necessity. But this 
day had its close; the leaders of man— 
like the “ mighty hunters” of an Age, 
when the land was still overshadowed 
with the forest, and the harvest was 
overran with the lion and the panther, 



BLACKWOOD’S 
EDINBURGH MAGAZINlf 



No. CCCLI 


.TANI'AUY, 1845. 


VoL. LVII. 


IIOMEU, DANTE, AND MICIIAEL ANOKIX). 


TiiEiiE is pomctliiiif; incxpressi- 
lily Ptrikiii", it may almost bo said 
awful, ill tho lame of JIdmlk. 'riiroe 
tliousand years have (‘la])socl sineo 
tho bard of Chios bo^^aii to jioiir 
forth his strains; and their ro]mta- 
tion, so fur from doclinin", is ou the 
increase. Sueees^iv.■ nations arc (ou- 
ployed in celebratin*; his works ; jjcnc- 
ratioii after jjeiu'ration of men are 
fascinated by his inni'^iiiation. Dis¬ 
crepancies of race, of character, of 
institutions, of reli[;ion, of afje, of the 
■world, are forjijotten in the eoniinoii 
■^vorship of his freniiis. In this uni¬ 
versal triltute of f>Tatitiu]e, modern 
Europe vies ^ith remote antiquity, 
the Iip;ht Ereiichman ylili the vo¬ 
latile (Ireek, the hnpasvSiom‘d Ita¬ 
lian A\ilh the entliusiastic (iorman. 
the sturdy Enjrlishmaii with the un¬ 
conquerable Uomaii. the aspirin;^ 
Eussiiui ^\ith the proud American. 
Seven eities, in ancient tinu's, <‘om- 
peted for the honour of haviui^ p\eu 
him hirtli, but seventy nations liave 
■ since been moulded by ids produc¬ 
tions. He gave a mythology to the 
ancients; he has giM-u the tine arts 
to the modern world. Jiqiiter, t?a- 
tnm, Mars, .Fiino, arc still household 
>yords in e\'ery tongue; Vulcan is yet 
the god of tire, Neptune of the ocean, 
Venus of love. When IMiehacl An¬ 
gelo and Canova strove to embody 
their dbnccptioTKS of heroism or beauty, 
they portrayed ttie heroes of the 
Head. Flaxman’s genius was elevated 
to the highest point iii embodying its 
events. Epic poets, in subsequent 
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times, have done little more than 
imitate his machinery, copy his cha- 
rai lers, adopt ids similes, and, in a 
few instances, improve upon his de- 
scrijitions. Painting and statuary, 
for two thousand years, have been 
eniphiyed iu striving to portray, by 
the pencil or the chisel, his yet 
breathing conceptions. Language and 
thought itself have l)ceu moulded by 
the influence of his poetry. Images 
of wrath are still Jakeii from Achilles, 
of jn’ide from Agamemnon, of astute¬ 
ness from Ulysses, of patriotism from 
Hector, of tenderness from Andro¬ 
mache, of age froniNestor. The gaU 
leys of liome wore,’tiie linc-of-battle 
ships (»f France and Englaml still arc, 
callctl after his heroes. The Aga¬ 
memnon Umg bore the flag of Nelson; 
the Ajax perished by the flames within 
sight of the tomb of the Telamonian 
hero, on the gliores of the Ilollespout; 
tlie Achilles was blown up at the 
battle of Trafalgar. Alexander the 
(Jroat ran round the tomb of Acliilles 
before undertaking the conquest of 
Asia* It was the boast of Napoleon 
that Ids motlier reclined on tapestry 
representing the heroes of the Iliad^ 
when lie was brought into the 'world. 
The greatest j^octs of ancient and 
modern times have spent their lives 
in the study of his genius or'the imi¬ 
tation of his works. Withdraw from 
subsequent poetry the images, my¬ 
thology, and characters of the J/iarf, 
and what w^ould remain ? Petrarch 
spent his best years in restoring 
his versefri Tasso portrayed the siege 
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of Jmisalem, and the shock of Europe have bocxi published in Europe wlfiiin 
and Asia, almost exactly as Honior the last half century; and the public 
had done the contest of the same admiration, so fartfrom being satiated, 
forces, on the same shores, two thou- is augmenting. Every scholar knows 
sand five hundred years before. Mil- how largely I^lton was indebted to his 
ton’s old age, when blind and poor, poems for many of his most powerful 
was solaced by hearing the verses images. Byron inherited, though often 
recit^ of the poet, to whose con- at second hand, hia mantle, in many of 
ceptions his own mighty spirit had Ids most moving conceptions. Schil- 

been so much indebted; and Pope ler has embodied them in a noble 

deemed himself fortunate in devo- liistoric miiTor; and the dreams of 
ting his life to the translation of the Goethe reveal the secret influence of 
Iliad. tlie terrible imagination which por- 

No writer in modem times has trayed the deep remorse and hopeless 
equalled the wide-spread fame of agonies of Malebolgc. 
the Grecian bard; but it may be Michael Angelo has exercised 
doubted whether, in the realms of an influence on modern art little, if 

thought, and in sway over the at all, inferior to that produced on 

reflecting world, the influence of the realms of thought by Homer aud 
Dante has not been almost as cousi- Dante. The father of Italian paint- 
derable. Little more than five him- ing, the author of the frescoes on the 
dred years, indeed, have elapsed— Sistine Chapel, he was, at the same 
not a sixth of the thirty centuries time, the-restorer of ancient sculp- 
which have tested the strength of the ture, and the intrepid architect who 
Grecian patriarch—since the immor- placed the Pantiicon in the air. Ra¬ 
tal Florentine poured forth his divine phael confessed, that he owed to the 
conceptions; but yet there is scarcely coutemplation of his works his most 
awritcr of eminence since that time, in elevated conceptions of their divine 
works even bordering on imagination, art. Sculpture, under ids original 
in which traces of his genius are not to hand, started from tlie slumber of a 
be found. The Inferno has penetrated thousand years, in all tlie freshness 
the world. If imi^gcs of horror arc of youthful vigour; architecture, in 
sought after, it is to his works tliat subsequent times, has sought in vain 
all subsequent ages have turned; if to equal, and can never hope to sur- 
those of love and divine felicity are pass, his immortal monument in the 
desired, all turn to the Paradise aud matchless dome of St Peter’s. He 
the Spirit of Beatrice, When the found painting in its infancy—he left 
historiaus of the French Revolution it an-ived at absolute perfection. He 
wished to convey an idea of the ut- first demonstrated of what that noble 
most agonies they were called onto art is capable. In the Last Judgment 
portray, they contented themselves he revealed its wonderful powers, ex- 
with saying it equalled all that the hibiting, as it were, at one view, the 
imagination of Dante had conceived whole circles of Dante’s Inferno — 
of the terrible. Sir Joshua Reynolds portraying with tenible iidclity the 
has exerted his highest genius in de- agonies of the wicked, when the last 
picting the frightful scene described trumpet shall tear the veil from their 
by him, when Ugolino perished of faces, and exhibit in undisguised truth • 
hunger in the tower of Pisa. Alfieri, that most fearful of spectacles —a 
Metastasio, Corneille, Lope de Vega, naked human heart. Casting aside, 
and all the great masters of the perhaps with undue contempt, the 
tragic mnse, have sought in his works adventitious aids derived from finish- 
the germs of their finest conceptions, ing, colouring, and execution, he 
The &rat of these tragedians marked threw the whole force of his genius 
two-thirds of t\ie> Inferno and Paradko into the design, the expression of the 
as worthy of being cx)mmitted to me- features, the drawing of the figures. 
HMMy. Modwi novelists have found in There never was such a delinca- 
hh» prolific mind the storehouse from tor of bone and muscle as Michael 
Wb^h they have di'awn their noblest Angelo. His frescoes stand out* in 
imagexy, the chord by which to strike bold relief fi'om the walls of the Vati- 
the profonndest feelings of the human can, like the sculptures of Phidias 
heart. Eighty editions of his poems from the pediment of the Fai-thenon, 
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15e was the flounder of the scliool of 
paintiug both at I^me and Florence 
—that great school which, disdaining 
the representation of still life, and all 
the subordinate appliances of the art, 
devoted itself to the representation of 
the grand and the beautiful; to the 
expression of passion in ail its vchc- 
mohee—of emotion in all its intensity. 
His incomparable delineation of bones 
and muscles was but a means to an 
end; it was the human heart, tlie 
throes of human passion, that his 
master-hand laid hare, llaphacl con¬ 
gratulated himself, and thanked God 
that he had given him life in the 
same age with that painter; and Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, in his last address 
to the Academy, “ reflected, not w ith- 
out vanity, that his Discourses bore 
• testimony to his admiration of that 
truly divine man, and desired that the 
last words he lu'onounced in that aca¬ 
demy, and from that cliair, might be 
the name of Michael Angelo.” * 

The fame of these illustrious men 
has long been placed beyond the reach 
of cavil. Criticism cannot reach, envy 
cannot detract from, emulation cannot 
equal tlicm. Great present celebrity, 
indeed, is no guarantee for future and 
enduring fame; in many cases, it is 
the reverse ; but there is a wide dif¬ 
ference between the judgment of the 
present and that of future ages. The 
favour of the grt^at, the passions of 
the multitude, tlie efibrts of reviewers, 
the interest of booksellers, a clique of 
authors, a coterie of ladies, accidental 
events, degrading proi)cnsities, often 
enter largely into the composition of 
present reputation. But opinion is 
freed from all these disturbing in¬ 
fluences by the lapse of time. The 
grave is the greatest of all purifiers. 

•Litei'ary jealousy, interested partiali¬ 
ty, vulgar applause, exclusive favour, 
alike disappear before the hand of 
death. We never can be sufficiently 
distnistful of present opinion, so large¬ 
ly is it directed by passion or interest. 
But we may rely with confidence on 
the judgment of successive genera¬ 
tions on departed eminence; for it is 
detached from the chief cause of pre¬ 
sent aberration. So various are the 
prdudices, so contradictory the par¬ 
tialities and predilections of men, in 


diflerent countries and ages of the 
world, that they never can concur 
til rough a course of centuries in one 
opinion, if it is not founded in truth 
and justice. The vox populi is often 
little more than the vox diaboli; but 
the voice of ages is the voice of God. 

It is of more moment to consider 
in what, the greatness of these illus¬ 
trious men really consists—to what it 
has probably been owing—andin what 
particulars they beai* an analogy to 
each other. 

They are all three distinguished by 
one peculiarity, which doubtless en¬ 
tered largely into their transcendent 
merit—they wrote in the infancy *of 
civilization. Homer, as all the world 
knows, is the oldest profane author in 
existence. Dante flourished about 
the year 1300: he lived at a time 
'when the English barons lived in 
rooms strew’cd with rushes, and 
few of them could sign their names. 
The long life of Michael Angelo, ex¬ 
tending from 1474 to 1564, over 
ninety years, if not passed in the 
infancy of civilization, was at least 
passed in the childhood of the arts: 
before his time, painting was in its 
cradle. Ciinabue had merely un¬ 
folded the first iawn of beauty at 
Florence; and the stiff figures of 
Pietro Perugino, which maybe traced 
in the first works of his pupil Raphael, 
still attest the baejiward state of th'b 
arts at Rome. This peculiaiity, ap¬ 
plicable alike to all these three great 
men, is very remarkable, and beyond 
all question had a powerful influence, 
both in forming tlieir peculiar charac¬ 
ter, and elevating them to the asto¬ 
nishing greatness which they speedily 
attained. 

It gave them—wdiat Johnson has 
justly termed the first requisite to 
human greatness — sclf-confidcnce. 
They ^ere the first—at least the first 
known to themselves and their con¬ 
temporaries—wdio adventured on their 
several arts; and thus they proceeded 
fearlessly in their great career. They 
had neither critics to fear, nor lords 
to flatter, nor former excellence to 
imitate. They portrayed with the 
pencil, or in verse, what they several¬ 
ly felt, undisturbed by fear, unswayed 
by example, nnsolicitons about fame, 


* Reynolds’ Diaoourses, No. 16, ad finem. 
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unconscious of excellence. They did 
BO for the first t?lne. Thence tlic 
freshness and oiiginality, the vigour 
and truth, the simplicity and raciness 
by which they are distinguished. 
Shaks{>earo owed much of his great¬ 
ness to the same cause; and thence 
his ^inilarity, in many respects, to 
these great masters of his own or the 
sister arts. When Poiie asked Bent¬ 
ley what he thought of his translation 
of the the scholar replied, “You 
have written a pretty book, Mr Tope; 
but you must not call it Homer.” 
Bentley was right. With all its pomp 
of language and melody of versifica¬ 
tion, its richness of imagery and mag¬ 
nificence of diction, Pope’s Homer is 
widely difFerent from the original. 
He could not avoid it. The “ awful 
simplicity of the Grecian bard, his 
artless grandeur and unatFected ma¬ 
jesty,” will be sought for in vain in 
the translation; but if tliey had ap¬ 
peared there, it would have been un¬ 
readable in that age. Michael An¬ 
gelo, in his bold conceptions, ener¬ 
getic will, and rapid execution, bears 
a close resemblance to the fatlier of 
poetry. In both, the same faults, as 
we esteem them, are conspicuous, 
arising from a tod close imitation of 
nature, and* a carelessness in reject¬ 
ing images or objects which are of an 
ordinary or homely description. Dante 
was incomparably •more leanied tlian 
either: he followed Virgil in his de¬ 
scent to the infernal regions; and 
exhibits an intimate acquaintance 
with ancient history, as well as that 
of the modem Italian states, in the 
account of the characters he meets in 
that scene of torment. But in his 
own line he was entirely original. 
Homer and Virgil had, in episodes of 
their poems, introduced a picture of the 
infernal regions; but nothing^on the 
plan of Dante’s/n/erwohad before been 
thought of in the world. With much of 
the machineiy of the ancients, it bears 
the stamp of the spiritual faith of 
modem times. It lays bare the heart 
in a way unknown even to Homer 
and Euripides. It reveals the inmost 
man in a way which bespeaks the 
centuries of self-reflection in the 
cloister which had preceded it. It is 
thfe basis of all the spiritual poetry of 
modem, as the Iliad is of^all the ex¬ 
ternal imagery of ancient, times. 

In respect there is a most 
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grievous impediment to genius In 
later, or, as wc term them, more civU 
lized times, from which, in earlier 
ages, it is wholly exempt. Criticism, 
public opinion, the dread of ridicule— 
then too often crush the strongest 
minds. The weiglit of former exam¬ 
ples, the influence of early habits, the 
halo of long-established reputation, 
force original genius from the untrod¬ 
den path of invention into the beaten 
one of imitation. Early talent feels 
itself overawed by the colossus which 
all the world adores; it falls down 
and woi*ships, instead of conceiving. 
The dread of ridicule extinguishes 
originality in its birth. Immense is 
the incubus thus laid upon the eflbrts 
of genius. It is the chief cause of the 
degradation of taste, the artificial 
style, the want of original conception, 
by which the literature of old nations 
is invariably distinguished. 'I'lie early 
poet or painter who portrays what 
he feels or has seen, with no anxiety 
but to do so powerfuU 3 ' and trulv', is 
relieved of a load which crushes his 
subsequent compeers to the eai'th. 
^Mediocrity is ever envious of genius— 
ordinary capacity of-original thouglit. 
Such envy in early times is innocuous 
or does not exist, at least to the ex¬ 
tent which is felt as so baneful in 
subsequent periods. But in a refined 
and enlightened age, its influence be¬ 
comes incalculable. Whoever strikes 
out a new region of thought or com¬ 
position, whoever opoiis a fresh vein 
of imagery or excellence, is perse¬ 
cuted by the critics. He disturbs set¬ 
tled ideas, endangers established rc])u- 
tations, brings forward rivals to domi¬ 
nant fame. That is sufficient to ren¬ 
der him the enemy of all the existing 
rulers in the world of taste. Even 
Jeffrey seriously lamented, in one of hi^ 
first reviews of Scott’s poems, that he 
should have identified himself with the 
unpicturesque and expiring images of 
feudality, which no effort could ren¬ 
der poetical. Kacine’s tragedies were 
received with such a stonn of criti¬ 
cism as wellnigh cost the sensitive 
author his life; and Bousseau was so 
rudely handled by contcmporaiy wri¬ 
ters on his first appearance, that it 
confirmed him in his morbid hatrqd of 
civilization. The vigour of these 
great men, indeed, overcame the ob¬ 
stacles created by contemporary en¬ 
vy ; but how seldom, especially in a 



5 


HomeTy DantCy and Michael Angelo, 


18<5.] 

r<j(ined age, can genius effect such a 
prodigy? how often is it crushed in the 
outset of its career, of turned aside into 
the humble and unobtrusive path of 
imitation, to shun the danger with 
which that of originality is beset! 

Milton’s Paradise Lost contains 
many more lines of poetic beauty than 
Homer’s Iliad; and there is nothing 
in the latter poem of equal lengtii, 
which will bear any comparison with 
the exquisite picture of the primeval 
innocence of our First Parents in his 
fourth book. Nevertheless, the Iliad 
is a more interesting poem than the 
Paradise Lost; and has produced and 
will produce a much more exten¬ 
sive impression on mankind. Tlie 
reason is, that it is mucli fuller of 
event, is more varied, is more filled 
witli images familiar to all mankind, 
and is less lost m metaj)hysical or 
philosophical abstractions. Homer, 
though the father of poets, was essen¬ 
tially dramatic; lie was an incom¬ 
parable painter; and it is his drama¬ 
tic scenes, the moving panorama of 
his pictures, which fascinates the 
■world. He often speaks to the heart, 
and is admirable in the delineation of 
character; l)iit he is so, not by cqii- 
veying the inward feeling, but by 
painting with matchless fidelity its 
external symptoms, or putting into 
the mouths of his characters tlie ]>re- 
cisc words they would have used in 
similar circumstances in real life. 
Even his immortal parting of II<*ctor 
and Andromache is no exception to 
this remark; he paints the scene at 
the Scasan gate exactly as it would 
have occurred in nature, and moves 
us as if wc had seen the Trojan hero 
taking off liis helmet to assuage the 
terrors of his infant son, and heard 
tliG lamentations of his mother at 
• parting with her husband. But ho 
does not lay bare the heart, with 
the terrible force of Dante, by a lino 
or a word. There is nothing in Ho¬ 
mer which conveys so piercing an idea 
of misery as the line in the InfernOy 
where the Florentine bard assigns the 
reason of the lamentations of the 
spirits in Malcbolge— 

** Questl non hanno speranza di mortc.” 

“ These have not the hope of death." 
TlUire speaks the spiritual poet; he 
does not paint to the eye, he does not 
even convey character by the words 


he makes them utter; he pierces, by a 
single expression, at once to the 
heart. 

Milton strove to raise earth to hea¬ 
ven : Homer brought down heaven to 
earth. The latter attempt was a much 
easier one than the former; it was 
more consonant to human frailty ; 
and, therefore, it has met with'>more 
success. The gods and goddesses in 
tlie Iliad arc men and women, endow¬ 
ed with human passions, affections, 
and desires, and distinguished only 
from sublunary beings fey superior 
power and the gift of immortality. 
Wc are interested in them as we are 
in the genii or magicians of an eastern 
romance. There is a sort of aerial 
epic poem going on between earth 
and heaven. They take sides in the 
terrestrial combat, and engage in the 
actual strife ■wdth the heroes engaged 
in it. Mars and Venus were wound¬ 
ed by Diomede M hen combating in 
the Trojan ranks ; their blood, or 
ratlier the 

** Ichor which blest immortals shed/’ 

flowed profusely; they fled howling 
to the palaces ol heaven. EnlightencM 
by a spiritual faith, fraught with su¬ 
blime ideas of the divine nature and 
government, ]\liltj3n was incompar¬ 
ably more just in his descriptions of 
the Supreme Being, and more elevated 
in liis pieturc of the angels and arch¬ 
angels who carried on the strife in 
hea\Tn ; but he frequentlj' falls into 
metaphysical abstractions or theolo¬ 
gical controversies, which detract from 
the interest of his poem. 

Despite Milton’s own opinion, the 
concurring voice of all subsequent 
ages and countries has assigned to the 
Paradise Regained a much lower 
place than to the Paradise Lost. TIic 
reason is, that it is less dramatic—it 
has less incident and action. Great 
part of the poem is but an abstract thoo- 
logical debate between ourSaviour and 
Satan. The speeches he makes them 
utter arc admirable, the reasoning is 
close, the arguments cogent, the sen¬ 
timents elevated in the speakers, but 
dialectic too. In many of the speeches 
of the angel liaphael, and in the 
council of heaven, in ParadiseLosty 
there is too much of that species of 
discussion for a poem which is to 
interest the generality of men. I)ry- 
den say% that Satan is Milton's 
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real hero; and every reader of the 
Paradise Lost must have felt, that in 
the Prince of DarkTiess, and Adam 
and Eve, the interest of the poem con¬ 
sists. The reason is, that the vices 
of the first, and the weakness of the 
two last, bring them nearer than any 
other characters in the poem to the 
standard of mortality ; and we are so 
constituted, that wo cannot take 
great interest but in persons M^ho 
share in our failings. 

Perhaps the greatest cause of the 
sustained interest of the Iliad is tlic 
continued and vehement ac•^lon which 
is maintained. The attention is scl- 
dojn allowed to flag. Either in the 
council of the gods, the assembly of 
the Grecian or Trojan chiefs, or tlie 
contest of the leaders on the field of 
battle, an incessant interest is main¬ 
tained. Great events are always on 
the wing: the issue of the contest is 
perpetually hanging, often almost 
even, in the balance. It is the art 
with which this is done, and a state 
of anxious suspense, like the crisis 
of a great battle kept up, that the 
great art of the poet consists. It is 
done by making the whole drama¬ 
tic—bringing the characters forward 
constantly to speak for themselves, 
making the events Succeed each other 
with almost breathless rapidity, and 
balancing success alternately from one 
side to the other, without letting it 
ever incline decisively to either. 
Tasso has adopted the same plan in 
his Jerusalem Delivered^ and the con¬ 
tests of the Christian knights and Sa¬ 
racen leaders with the lance and the 
sword, closely resemble those of the 
Grecian and Trojan chiefs on the 
plain of Troy. Ariosto has can-ied it 
still further. The exploits of his Pa¬ 
ladins—their adventures on earth, in 
air, and water; their loves, their suf¬ 
ferings, their victories, their dangers— 
keep the reader in a continnal state of 
suspense. It is this sustained and 
varied interest which makes so many 
readers prefer the Orlando Furioso 
to the Jerusalem Delivered. But 
Ariosto has pushed it too far. In the 
search of variety, he has lost sight of 
unity. His heroes are not congregat¬ 
ed round the banners of two rival 
potentates j there is no one object or 
Interest in his poem. No narrow plain, 
like that watered by th^ Scamau- 
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der, is the theatre of their exploi^, 
Jupiter, from the summit of Gargams, 
could not have bdheld the contending 
armies. The most ardent imagina¬ 
tion, indeed, is satiated with hia ad¬ 
ventures, but the closest attention can 
hardly follow their thread. Story after 
story is told, the exploits of knight 
after kniglit are recounted, till the mind 
is fatigued, the memory perplexed, and 
all general interest in the poem lost. 

Milton has admirably preserved the 
unity of his poem; the grand and all- 
important object of the fall of man 
could hardly admit of subordinate or 
rival interests. But the great defect 
in the Paradise Lost, arising from that 
very unity, is want of variety. It is 
strung throughout on too lofty a 
key; it does not come down suffi¬ 
ciently to the wants and cravings of 
mortality. The mind is awe-struck 
by the description of Satan careering 
through the immensity of space, of the 
battle of the angels, of tlie fall of 
Lucifer, of the suftering, and yet un¬ 
subdued spirit of his fellow rebels, of 
tlie adamantine gates, and pitcliy 
darkness, and burning lake of hell. 
Bnt after the first feeling of sm*priso 
and admiration is over, it is felt by 
all, that these loft}' contemplations 
are not interesting to mortals like our¬ 
selves. They are too much above real 
life—too much out of the sphere of 
ordinary event and interest. 

The fourth book is the real scene of 
interest in the Paradise Lost; it is its 
ravishing scenes of primeval inno¬ 
cence and bliss which have given it 
immortality. We arc never tired of 
recurring to the bower of Eve, to her 
devotion to Adam, to the exquisite 
scenes of Paradise, its ivoods, its 
waters, its flow'crs, its enchantments. 
We are so, because w'e feel that it 
paints the Elysium to which all as- • 
pirc, which all have for a brief period 
felt, but which none in this world can 
durably enjoy. 

No one can doubt that Homer was 
endowed with the true poetic spirit, 
and yet there is very little of what wo 
now call poetry in his w'ritings. There 
is neither sentiment nor declamation 
—painting nor reflection. He is nei¬ 
ther descriptive nor didactic. With 
great powers for portraying nature, 
as the exquisite choice of his epi¬ 
thets, and the ocaasional force of his 
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6^il«s provef he never makes any 
laboured attempt to delineate her fea¬ 
tures. He had tlife eye of a great 
painter; but his pictorial talents are 
employe^, almost unconsciously, in 
the fervour of narrating events, or the 
animation of giving utterance to 
thoughts. lie painted by an epithet 
or a line. Even the celebrated de¬ 
scription of the fires in the plain of 
Troy, likened to the moon in a serene 
night, is contained in seven lines. 
His rosy-fingered morn—cloud-com¬ 
pelling Jupiter—Neptune, stiller of 
the. waves—Aurora rising from her 
crocus bed—Night drawing her veil 
over the heavens—the black keel 
careering through the lashing waves 
—the shout of the far-sounding sea 
—and the like, from which subse¬ 
quent pc4cts and di’amatists have bor¬ 
rowed so largely, are all brief allu¬ 
sions, or epithets, which evidently did 
not form the main object of his strains. 
Ho was a close o])scrver of nature—its 
lights, its shades, its storms and calms, 
its animals, their migrations, their 
cries and habits; but he never sus¬ 
pends his narrative to describe them. 
We shall look in vain in the 7/eorf, 
and ev(‘n the Odyssey^ for the length¬ 
ened pictures of scenery which are so 
frequent in Virgil and Tasso, and ap¬ 
pear in such rich profusion in Milton. 
He describes storms only as objects 
of terror, not to paint them to the eye. 
Such things arc to be found in the 
book of Job and iu the Tsalms, but 
with the same brevity and magical 
force of emphatic cx]>ression. There 
never was a greater painter of nature 
than Homer; there never was a man 
who aimed less at being so. 

The portray ing of character and event 
w^as the great and evident object of the 
Grecian bard; and there his powers 
may almost be pronounced iiurivalled. 
He never tells you, unless it is some¬ 
times to be inferred from an epithet, 
what the man’s character that he in¬ 
troduces is. He trusts to the charac¬ 
ter to delineate itself. He lets us get 
acquainted with his heroes, as we do 
with persons around us, by hearing 
them speak, and seeing them act. 
In preserving character, in this dra¬ 
matic way of representing it, he is 
luirivalled. He does not tell you 
that Nestor had the garrulity of age, 
and loved to recur to the events 
of his youth; but he never makes him 
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open his mouth without descanting on 
the adventures of his early years, and 
the degenerate race of mortals who 
have succeeded the paladins of former 
days. He does not tell us that Achilles 
was wrathful andimpetuous; but every 
time he speaks, the anger of the son 
of Teleus comes boiling over his Ups. 
He does not describe Agamemnon as 
overbearing and haughty; but the pride 
of the king of men is continually ap¬ 
pearing in his words and actions, and 
it is the evident moral of the Iliad to 
represent its pernicious effects on the 
atiaira of the Helcnic confederacy. 
Ulysses never utters a word iu which 
the cautious and prudent counseUor, 
sagacious in design but prompt in exe¬ 
cution, wary in the council but decided 
in the field, far-seeing but yet perse¬ 
vering, is not apparent. Diomede 
never falters; alike in the field and 
the council he is indomitable. When 
Hector was careering in his chariot 
round their fortifications, and the king 
of men counselled retreat, he declar¬ 
ed he would remain, were it only 
with Sthenelus and his friends. So 
comj)lctely marked, so weU defined 
arc his characters, though they were 
all rapacious chiefs at first sight, Uttle 
diflering from each other, that it has 
been obseiwcd w'itlt truth, that one 
well acquainted with the Iliad could 
tell, upon hearing one of the speeches 
read out without a name, who was the 
chief wdio uttered it. 

The two authors, since his time, 
w'ho have most nearly approached 
him in this respect, are Sbakspeare 
and Scott. Both seem to have re¬ 
ceived the pencil which paints the 
human heart from nature heraclf. 
Both had a keen and searching eye 
for character in all grades and walks 
of life; and what is a general accom¬ 
paniment of such a disposition, a 
strong sense of the ridiculous. Both 
seized the salient points in mental 
disposition, and perceived at a glance, 
as it wxre, the ruling propensity. 
Both impressed this character so 
strongly on their niinda, that they 
threw themselves, as it were, into the 
very souls of the persons whom they 
delineated, and made them speak and 
act like nature herself. It is this extra¬ 
ordinary faculty of identifying them¬ 
selves with their characters^ and 
brin^nff out of their mouth the very 
words which, in real life, would have 
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come, which constitutes the chief and Troy. Not that he lias produced 


pennanent attraction of these wonder¬ 
ful masters of the hu5nan heart. Cer¬ 
vantes had it in an equal degree; and 
thence it is that Homer, Shakspeare, 
Cervantes, and Scott, have made so 
groat, and, to all appearance, durable 
impression on mankind. The human 
heart -is, at bottom, evei-y where the 
same. There is infinite diversity in 
the dress he wears, but the naked 
human figure of one country scarcely 
differs from another. The writers who 
have succeeded in reaching this deep 
substratum, this far-hidden but com¬ 
mon source of human action, arc un¬ 
derstood and admired over all the 
world. It is the same on the banks 
of the Simo'is as on those of the Avon 
—on the Sierra Morena as the Scot¬ 
tish hills. They are understood alike 
in Europe as Asia—in antiquity as 
modern times ; one unanimous burst 
of admiratiou salutes them from the 
North Cape to Cape Horn—from the 
age of Pisistratus to that of Napoleon. 

Strange as it may appear to super¬ 
ficial obaen^ers, Cervautes bears a 
close analogy, in many particulars, to 
Homer. Circumstances, and an in¬ 
herent turn for humour, made him 
throw his genius into an exquisite 
ridicule of the maShers of chivalry; 
but the author of Bon Quixote 
had in him the spirit of a great epic 
poet. Ilis lesser pieces prove it; 
unequivocal traces of it are to be 
found in the adventures of the Knight 
of La Mancha himself. The elevation 
of mind whicli, amidst all his aberra¬ 
tions, appears in that erratic charac¬ 
ter ; the incomparable traits of nature 
with which the work abounds; the 
faculty of describing events in the 
most striking way; of painting scenes 
in a few words; of delineating char¬ 
acters with graphic fidelity, and keep¬ 
ing them up with perfect consistency, 
which are so conspicuous in Bon Qw/x- 
ote, are so many of the most essen¬ 
tial qualities of an epic poet. Nor 
was the ardour of imagination, the 
romantic disposition, the brilliancy 
of fancy, the lofty aspirations, the 
tender heart, which form the raorc 
elevated and not less essential part of 
such a character, wanting in the 
Spanish novelist. 

Sff Walter Scott morc nearly 
resembles Homer than ^y poet 
who has sung since the siege of 


any poem which will for a moment 
bear a comparisdn with the Iliad — 
fine as the Lady of the Lake and Mar~ 
mioti are, it would be the height of 
national partiality to make any such 
comparison. But, nevertheless. Sir 
•Walter’s mind is of the same dimen¬ 
sions as that of Homer. We see in 
him the same combination of natural 
sagacity with acr^uired information; 
of pictorial eye with dramatic effect; 
of observation of character with re¬ 
flection and feeling; of graphic power 
with poetic fervour ; of ardour of ima¬ 
gination with rectitude of principle; 
of warlike enthusiasm with pacific 
tenderness, which have rendered the 
Grecian bard immortal. It is in his 
novels, however, more than his poetry, 
that this resemblance apjiears; the 
author of Waverley more nearly ap¬ 
proaches the blind bard than tho 
author of the Lay. Ilis romances 
in A'crse contain some, passages 
which are sublime, many which 
are beautiful, some pathetic. They 
arc all interesting, and written in tho 
same easy, careless style, interspersed 
With tlic most homely and grotesque 
expressions, which is so well known 
to all the readers of the Iliad. The 
battle in Marmion is beyond all ques¬ 
tion, as Jcfircy long ago remarked, 
the most Homeric strife which has 
Ijeen sung since tho days of Homer. 
But these passages are few and far 
between; his poems are filled with 
numerous and long iutcrliides, writ¬ 
ten with little art, and apparently 
no other object but to fill up the 
pages or eke out the story. It is hi 
prose that the robust strength, tho 
powerful arm, the profound knowledge 
of the heart, appear; and it is there, 
accoidingly, that he approaches at 
times so closely to Homer. If we ' 
could conceive a poem, in which the 
storming of Froiit-de-Boeuf*s castle in 
Ivanhoe —the death of Fergus in Waver- 
ley —the storm on the coast, and death 
scene in the fisher’s hut, in the Anti¬ 
quary —the devoted love in tho 
Bride of Lammermoor —the fer¬ 
vour of the Covenanters in Old Mor~ 
tality., and the combats of Richard and 
Saladin in the Talisman^ were united 
together, and intermingled with tho 
incomparable characters, descriptions, 
and incidents with which these novels 
abound, they would form an epic poem. 
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]Joubt3 Lave* sometimes been ex¬ 
pressed, as to whether the Iliad and 
Odyssey are all the prt>duction of one 
man. Never, perhaps, was doubt 
not mereljc so ill founded, but so de- 
' cisively disproved by internal evi¬ 
dence. If ever in hi|man composition 
the traces of one mind are conspicuous, 
they are in Homer. Ilia beauties 
equally with his defects, his variety 
and uniformity, attest this. Never 
was an author who^bad so fertile an 
imagination for varying of incidents ; 
never was one who expressed them in 
language in which the same words so 
constantly recur. This is the invariable 
characteristic of a great and powerful, 
but vat the same time self-confident 
and careless mind. It is to be* seen 
in the most remarkable manner in 
Bacon and Macliiavel, and not a little 
of it may be traced both in the prose 
and poetical works of Scott. The 
reason is, that the strength of the 
mind is thrown into the thought as 
the main object; the language, as a 
subordinate matter, is little consider¬ 
ed. Expressions capable of energeti¬ 
cally expressing the prevailing ideas 
of the imagination are early formed ; 
but, when this is done, the powerful, 
careless mind, readily adopts them on 
all future occasions where they are at 
all applicable. There is scarcely a great 
and original thinker in whose writ¬ 
ings the same expressions do not very 
frequently recur, often in exactly the 
same words. How much this is the 
case with Homer—with how much 
discrimination and genius his epithets 
and expressions were first chosen, and 
how frequently he repeats them, al¬ 
most in every page, need be told to 
none who are acquainted with his 
writings. That te the most decisive 
mark at once of genius and identity. 
Cfrlginal thinkers fall into repetition 
of expression, because they are always 
speaking from one model—their own 
thoughts. Subordinate writers avoid 
this fault, because they are speaking 
from the thoughts of others, and share 
their variety. It requires as great an 
effort for the first to introduce differ¬ 
ence of expression, as for the last to 
reach diversity of thought. 

The reader of Daute must not look 
for tlie heart-stirring and animated 
nairativo—the constant interest—the 
breathless suspense, which humes 
us along the rapid cuirout of the 


Iliad, There are no councils of 
the gods; no messengers wing¬ 
ing their way throfigh the clouds ; no 
combats of chiefs ; no cities to storm; 
no fields to win. It is the infernal 
regions which the poet, under the 
guidance of his great leader, Virgil,* 
visits; it is the scene of righteous re¬ 
tribution through which he is led’; it 
is the apportionment of punishment 
and reward to crime or virtue, in 
this upper world, that he is doomed 
to witness. We enter the city of 
lamentation—we look down the depths 
of the bottomless pit—wc stand at the 
edge of the burning lake. His sur¬ 
vey is not a mere transient visit like 
that of Ulysses in Homer, or of ^neas 
in Virgil. He is taken slowly and 
deliberately through every successive 
circle of Malebolge; descending down 
which, like the visitor of the tiers of 
vaults, one beneath another, in a feu¬ 
dal castle, he finds every species of 
malefactors, from the chiefs and kings 
whose heroic lives were stained only 
by a few deeds of cruelty, to the de¬ 
praved malefactors whose base course, 
was unrelieved by one ray of virtue. ’ 
In the very conception of such a poem, 
is to be found decisive evidence of the 
mighty change which the human mind 
had undergone since the expiring lays 
of poetry were last heard in the ancient 
world; of the vast revolution of 
thought and inward conviction which, 
during a thousand years, in the soli¬ 
tude of the monastery, and under the 
sway of a spiritual faith, had taken 
place in the human heart. A gay 
and poetic mythology no longer 
amazed the world by its fictions, or 
charmed it by its imagery. Reli¬ 
gion no longer basked in the sun¬ 
shine of imagination. The awful 
words of judgment to come had been 
spoken ; and, like Felix, mankind had 
tremble^]. Ridiculous legends had 
censed to be associated with the shades 
below—their place had been taken by 
images of horror. Conscience had re¬ 
sumed its place in the dii^ection of 
thought. Superstition had lent its 
awful power to the sanctions of reli¬ 
gion. Terror of future puQishment 
had subdued the fiercest passions— 
internal agony tamed the proudest 
spirits. It was the picture of a future 
worldy-of a world of retribution-^- 
conceivedun^lcr such impressions, that 
Dante proposed to give; it is that 
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which he has given with such terrible from that inexhaustible source; Jbut 
fidelity, he drew them forth so clear and lucid, 

Melancholy was Yhe prevailing cha- that they emerged, embodied as it 
racteristic of the great Italian’s mind, were, in living images. His charac- 
It was so profound that it penetrated tera are emblematic of the various 
all his thoughts; so intense that it passions and views for which different 
'pervaded all his conceptions. Occa- degrees of punishment were reserved 
sionally bright and beautiful ideas flit- in the world to come; but his concep- 
ted Across his imagination ; visions of tion of them was so distinct, his de¬ 
bliss, experienced for a moment, and scription so vivid, that they stand 
then lost for ever, as if to render forth to our gaze in all the agony of 
more profound the darkness by which their sufferings, like real flesh and 
they are surrounded. They are given blood. We see them—we feel them— 
with exquisite beauty; but they shino we hear their cries—our very flesh 
amidst the gloom like sunbeams stnig- creeps at the perception of their suffer- 
gling through the clouds. He inherited ings. Wc stand on the edge of the 
fix)m the dark ages the austerity of lake of boiling pitch—we feel tho 
the cloister; but he inherited with weight of the leaden mantles—we 
it the deep feelings and sublime con- see flie snow-like flakes of buniing 
ceptions which its seclusion had gene- sand—wc hear the cries of those who 
rated. His mind ivas a world within had lost the last earthly consolations, 
itself. He drew all his conceptions the hope of death :— 

Quivi sospiri, pianti ed alti guai 
Risonavan per 1’ aer senza stelle. 

Perch’ io al cominoiar nc lacrimai. 

Diverse lingue, orribili favelle. 

Parole di dolore, accent! d' ira, 

Voci alte e floche^ e suon di man con elle, 

Facevano un tumulto, il qual s* aggira 
Sempre ’n quell’ aria senza tempo tinta, 

Come la rena qiiando ’I turbo spira. 

^ * 

Ed io: maestro, che e tanto greve 
A lor che lamentar 11 fa si forte ? 

Rispose : dicerolti molto breve. 

Questi non hanno speranza di morte.” 

Inferno, c. iii. 

" Here sighs, with lamentations and loud moans, 

Resounded through the air pierced by no star. 

That e’en I wept at entering. Various tongues. 

Horrible languages, outcries of woe, 

Accents of anger, voices deep and hoarse, 

With hands together smote that swell’d the sounds. 

Made up a tumult, that for ever whirls 

Round through that air with solid darkness stiun’d, 

Like to the sand that in the whirlwind Dies. 

« * * « * 

I then: Masted! What doth aggrieve them thus. 

That they lament so loud ? He straight replied; 

That will I tell thee briefly. These of death 
No hope may entertain.** 

Cabt’s Dante, Inferno, c. iii. 

Here is Dante portrayed to the life The very first lines of the Inferno^ 
in the very outset. What a collection when the gates of Hell were ap- 
ofawfitl&iages in afewlinesl Loud proached, and the inscription ovei 
laoiilntations, hideous cries, mingled them appeared, paints the dismal 
with the sound of clasped hands, be- character of the poem, and yet. min- 
lieath a starless sky; and tho terrible gled "with the sense of divine love anc 
answer, as the cause of suffering, justice with which the author wa; 

“ These have not the hope of death.” penetrated. 
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Per me si va -nella citttl dolente j 
Per me si va nell’ eterno dolore; 

Per me ^ va tra la perduta gente: * 

Giustizia mosse ’1 mio alto Fattore; 

Fecemi la divina Potcstate, 

La somma Sapicnza e *1 primo Amore. 

Dinanzi a me non fur cose create^ 

Se non eterne; ed io eterno duro: 

Laaciate ogni speranza voi che *ntrate.*’ 

Inftmo, c. iii. 

Through me you pass into the city of woe: 

Through me you pass into eternal pain: 

Through me among the people lost for aye. 

Justice the founder of my fabric moved: 

To rear me was the task of power divine, 

Supremest wisdom, and primeval love. 

Before me things create were none, save things 
Eternal, and eternal I endure. 

All hope abandon, ye who enter here.” 

Cakt’s Dante, Inferno, c, iii. 


Dante had much more profound feel¬ 
ings than Homer, and therefore he has 
painted deep mysteries of the iiiimaii 
heart with greater force and fidelity. 
The more advanced age of the world, 
the influence of a spiritual faith, the 
awful anticipation ofj udginent to come, 
the inmost feelings which, during long 
centuries of seclusion, had been drawn 
forth in the cloister, the protracted 
sufferings of the dark ages, liad laid 
bare the human heart. Its sufferings, 
its ten'ors, its hopes, its joys, had be¬ 
come as household words. The Ita¬ 
lian poet shared, as all do, in the 
ideas and images of his age, and to 
these he added many which were 
entirely his own. He painted the 
inward man, and painted him from 
his own feelings, not the observa¬ 
tion of others. That is the grand 
distinction between him and Homer; 
and that it is which has given him, in 
the delineation of mind, his great 
superiority. The Grecian bard was 
incomparable observer; he had an 
inexhaustible imagination for Action, 
as well as a graphic eye for the deli¬ 
neation of real life; but he had not a 
deep or feeling heart. He did not 
know it, like Dante and Shakspeare, 
from his own suffering. He painted 
the external symptoms of passion and 
emotion with the hand of a master; 
but he did not reach the inward spring 
of feeling. He lets ns into his cha¬ 


racters by their speeches, their ges¬ 
tures, their actions, and keeps up their 
consistency with admirable fidelity; 
but he does not, by a word, an ex¬ 
pression, or an epithet, admit ns into 
the inmost folds of the heart. None 
can do so but such as themselves feel 
w^armly and prefoundly, and paints 
passion, emotion, or suffering from 
their own experience, not the obser¬ 
vation of others. Dante has acquired 
his colossal fame f^6m the matchless 
force with which he has portrayed the 
wildest passions, the deepest feelings, 
the most intense sufferings of tlie 
heart. He is the refuge of all those 
who labour and are heavy laden 
—of all who feel profoundly or have 
suffered deeply. His verses are 
in the mouth of all who are torn 
by passion, gnawed by remorse, or 
tormented by apprehension ; and 
how many are they in this scene of 
woe! 

A distinguished modem critic* has 
said, that he who M^ould now become 
a great poet must first become a little 
child. There is no doubt he is right. 
The seen and unseen fetters of civili¬ 
zation; the multitude of old ideas 
afloat in the world; the innumerable 
worn-out channels into which new 
ones are ever apt to flow; the general 
clamour with which critics, nuraed 
amidst such fetters, receive any at¬ 
tempts at breaking them; the preva- 


Macaulay. 
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lence, in a wealthy and highly civilized 
age, of worldly or selfish ideas; the 
common appro^im'htion of characters 
by perpetufd intercourse, as of coins, 
by continual rubbing in passing from 
man to man, have taken away all 
freshness and originality from ideas. 
The learned, the polished, the highly 
educated, can hardly escape the fet¬ 
ters which former greatness throws 
over the soul. Milton could not avoid 
them: half the images in his poems 
are taken from Homer, Virgil, and 
Dante; and who dare hope for eman¬ 
cipation when Milton was enthralled? 
The mechanical arts increase in per¬ 
fection as society advances. Science 
ever takes its renewed flights from 
the j)latform which former efforts have 
erected. Industiy, guided by expe¬ 
rience, in successive ages, brings to 
the highest point all the contrivances 
and inventions which minister to the 
comfort or elegances of life. But it 
is otherwise with genius. It sinks in 
the progress of society, as much as 
science and the arts rise. The coun¬ 
try of Homer and JEschylus sank for 
•a thousand years into the torpor of 
the Byzantine empire. Originality 
perishes amidst acquisition. Fresh¬ 
ness of conception is its life: like the 
flame, it burns fiCTce and clear in the 
first gales of a pure atmosphere ; but 
languishes and dies in that polluted 
by many breaths. 

It was the resurrection of the hu¬ 
man mind, after the seclusion and 
solitary reflection of the middle ages, 
which gave this vein of original 
ideas to Dante, as their first waken¬ 
ing had given to Homer. Thought 
Was not extinct; the human mind 
was not dormant during the dark ages; 
far from it—it never, in some re¬ 
spects, was more active. It was the 
first collision of their deep and lonely 
meditations with the works, of the 
great ancient poets, which occasioned 
the prodigy. Universally it will be 
found to be the same. After the first 
flights of genius have been taken, it is 
by the collision of subsequent thought 
with it that the divine spark is again 
elicited. The meeting of two great 
minds is necessary to beget fresh 
ideas, as that of two clouds is to 
bring forth lightning, or the collision 
of flint and steel to produce fire. 
Johnson said he could 4ot get new 


ideas till he had read.* He was right; 
though it is not one in a thousand 
who strikes out Original thoughts from 
studying the works of others. The 
great sage did not read to imbibe 
the opinions of others, but to en¬ 
gender new ones for himself; he 
did not study to imitate, but to 
create. It was the same with Dante; 
it is the same with every really 
great man. His was the first power¬ 
ful and original mind which, fraught 
with the profound and gloomy ideas 
nourished in seclusion during the mid¬ 
dle ages, came into contact with the 
brilliant imagery, touching pathos, 
and harmonious language of the an¬ 
cients. Hence his astonishing great¬ 
ness. He almost worshipped Virgil, 
he speaks of him as a species of god ; 
he mentions Homer as the first of 
poets. But he did not copy either 
the one or the other; he scarcely 
imitated them. He strove to rival 
their brevity and beauty of expres¬ 
sion ; but he dul so in giving vent to 
now ideas, in painting new images, 
in awakening ncvC emotions. Tlie 
Inferno is as original as tlic Iliad; 
incomparably more so than the 
jllmid. The offspring of originality 
with originality is a new and noble 
creation; of originality with medio¬ 
crity, a spurious and degraded imita¬ 
tion. 

Dante paints the spirits of all 
the generations of men, each in 
their circle undergoing their allotted 
punishment; expiating by suffering 
the sins of an upper world. Virgil 
gave a glimpse, as it were, into that 
scene of retribution ; Minos and 
Rhadamanthiis passing judgment on 
the successive spirits brought before 
them; the fiames of Tartarus, the 
rock of Sisyphus, the wheel of Ixion, 
the vulture gnawing PrometheuS. 
But with Homer and Virgil, the 
descent into the infernal regions 
was a brief episode; with Dante it 
was the whole poem. Immense was 
the effort of imagination requisite to 
give variety to such a subject, to pre¬ 
vent the mind from experiencing 
weariness amidst the eternal recur 
rence of crime and punishment. But 
the genius of Dante was equal to the 
task. His fancy was prodigious ; his 
invention boundless; his imagination 
inexhaustible. Fenced in, as ho was, 



1845.] Horner^ Danie^ and Michael Angelo. 13 

within ''nan'ow and gloomy limits by known to every heart, the latter only 
the nature of his subject, his creative to a few.” • 

spirit equals that of Homer himself. The melancholy tone which pev- 
He has given birth to as many new vades Dante’s writings was doubtless, 
ideas in the Tnferno and the Paradiso^ in a great measure, owing to the mis- 
as the Grecian bard in the Iliad and fortunes of his life; and to them we 
Odyssey. arc also indebted for many of the most 

Though he had reflected so much caustic and powerful of his verses— 
and so deeply on the human heart, perhaps for the design of the Inferno 
and was so perfect a master of all the itself. He took vengeance on the 
anatomy of mental suffering, Dante’s generation which had persecuted and 
mind was essentially descriptive. He exiled him, by exhibiting its leaders 
was a great painter as well as a pro- suffering in the torments of hell. In 
found thinker ; he clothed deep feel- his long seclusion, chiefly in the monas- 
ing in the garb of the senses; he con- tery of Santa Croce di Fonte Avel- 
ccived a vast brood of new ideas, be lana, a wild and solitary retreat in 
arrayed them in a surprising manner the territory of Gubbio, and in a tower 
in flesh and blood. He is ever clear belonging to the Conte Falcucci, in 
and definite, at least in the Inferno, the same district, his immortal work 
He exhibits in every canto of that was written. The mortifications he 
wonderful poem a fresh image, but it underwent during this long and dis- 
is a clear one, of horror or anguish, mal exile are thus described by him- 
which leaves nothing to the imagina- self:—“ Wandering over almost every 
tion to add or conceive. His ideal part in which our language extends, 
characters are real persons ; they I have gone about like a mendicant; 
are present to our senses; we feel showing against my will the wound 
their flesh, see the quivering of their with which fortune has smitten me, 
limbs, hear their lamentations, and and which is often falsely imputed to. 
feel a thrill of joy at their felicity, the demerit of him by whom it is en-' 
In the Paradiso he is more vague dured. I have been, indeed, a vessel 
and general, and thence its acknow- without sail or steerage, carried about 
lodged iuferiority to the Inferno, to divers ports, and/oads, and shores, 
But the images of hoiror are much by the dry wind that springs out of 
more powerful than those of happi- sad poverty.” 
ness, and it is they which have cn- In the third circle of hell, Dante 
tranced the world. “It is easier,” sees those who are punished by the 
says Madame de Staiil, “ to convey plague of burning sand falling perpe- 
ideas of sufiering than those of happi- tually on them. Their torments are 
ness; for the former are too well thus described— 

Supin giaceva in terra alcuna genie ; 

Alcuna si sedea tutta raccolta; 

Ed altra andava continuamente. 

Quella che giva intomo era pid molta; 

E quella men che giaceva al tormento; 

Ma piii al duolo avea la lingua sciolta. 

Sovra tutto 1 aabbion d’un cader lento 
Piovean di fuoco dilatate falde, « 

Come di neve in aipe senza vonto. 

Quali Alessandro in quelle parti calde 
D’ India vide sovra lo suo stuoio 
Fiamme cadere infino a terra salde.” 

Inferno, c. xiv. 

** Of naked spirits many a flock I saw. 

All weeping piteously, to different laws 
Subjected; for on earth some lay supine, 

Some crouching close were seated, others paced 
Incessantly around; the latter tribe 
More numerous, those fewer who beneath 
The torment lay, but louder in their grief. 

0*er all the sand fell slowly wafting down 
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Dilated flakes of fire, as flakes of snow 
O4 Alpine summit, when the wind is hush^. 

As, in the torrid Indian clime, the son 
Of Ammon saw, upon his warrior band 
Descending, solid flames, that to the ground 
Came down.” 

Cabt’s Dante, c, xiv. 

The first appearance of Malebolge is described in these striking lines— 

^ Luogo e in Inferno, detto Malebolge, 

Tutto di pietra e di color ferrigno. 

Come la cerchia che d* interne il volge. 

Nel dritto mezzo del campo maligno 
Vaneggia un pozzo assai largo e profondo, 

Di cui sue luogo conterU T ordigno. 

Quel cinghio che rimane adunque k tondo 
Tra. *1 pozzo e *1 pie dell* alta ripa dura, 

£ ha distinto in died valli al fondo.** 

Inferno, c. xviii. 

There is a place within the depths of hell 
Caird Malebolge, all of rock dark-stain'd 
With hue ferruginous, eVn as the steep 
That round it circling winds. Right in the midst 
Of that abominable region ^awns 
A spacious gulf profound, whereof the frame 
Due time shall tell. The circle, that remains. 

Throughout its round, between the gulf and base 
Of the high craggy banks, successive forms 
Ten bastions, in its hollow bottom raised.” 

Caby’s Dante, c. xviii. 

This is the ontward appearance of Malebolge, the worst place of punish¬ 
ment in hell. It bad many frightful abysses ; what follows is the picture of 
the firat:— 

* ** Ristemmo per t^edcr Taltra fessura 

Di Malebolge e gli altri pianti vani : 

E vidila mirabilmente oscura. 

Quale neir arzana de* Veneziani 
Bolle r inverno la tenace peco, 

A rimpalmar li legni lor non sani— 

♦ ♦ « « 

Tal non per fuoco ma per divina arte, 

Boflia laggiuso una pegola spossa, 

^ Che *nviscava la ripa d’ogni parte, 
r vedea lei, ma non vedeva in essa 
Ma che le bolle che *1 bollor levava, 

£ gonfiar tutta e riseder compressa. 

» * * 

£ vidi dietro a noi un diavol nero 
Correndo su par lo scoglio venire. 

Ahi quant* egli era nell’ aspetto fiero! 

£ quanto mi parea nell'atto acerbo. 

Con r ali aperte e sovre i pi^ leggiero I 

tf’ omero suo ch* era acuto e superbo 
Carcara un peccator con ambo I’anche, 

Ed ei tenoa de* pi^ ghermito il nerbo. 

« « « * 

laggiu il butto e per lo scoglio duro 
Si volse, e mat non fu mastino sciolto 
Con tanta fretta a seguitar lo furo. 

Quei s’ attuffd e tomo su convolto ; 

Ma i dem^rn che del ponte avean coverchio 
Gridar; qui non ha luogo il Santo Volto. 

Qm si nuota altramenti che nel Serchio: 
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t*erd 86 tu non vuoi de’ nostri graffi^ 

Non sovra la pegola soverchia , 

PoiT addentar con piil di cento raffi, 

Disser: coverto convien che qui balli^ 

Si che se puoi nascosamente accaffi.” 

Inferno, c. xxi. 


-To the summit reaching, stood 
To view another gap, within the round 
Of Malebolge, other bootless pangs. 

Marvellous darkness shadow'd o’er the place. 

In the Venetians’ arsenal as boils 
Through wintry months tenacious pitch, to smear 
Their unsound vessels in the wintry clime. 

4 * * « « * 


So, not by force of fire but art divine, 

Boil’d here a glutinous thick mass, that round 
Limed all the shore beneath. 1 that beheld, 
But therein not distinguish’d, save the bubbles 
Raised by the boiling, and one mighty swell 
Heave, and by turns subsiding fall. 

« * « » « 


Behind me 1 beheld a devil black. 

That running up, advanced along the rock. 

Ah! what fierce cruelty his look bespake. 

In act how bitter did he seem, with wings 
Buoyant outstretch’d, and feet of nimblest tread. 
HU shoulder, proudly cmiirent and sharp, 

AVas with a sinner charged ; by either haunch 
He held him, the foot’s sinew griping fast. 

« « «r * « 


Him dashing down, o'er the rough rock he turn’d; 

Nor ever after thief a mastiff loosed 

Sped with like eager haste. That other sank,^ 

And forthwith writhing to the surface rose. 

But those dark demons, shrouded by the bridge. 

Cried—Here the hallow’d visage saves not: here 
Is other swimming than in Serchio’s wave, 

Wherefore, if thou desire we rend thee not, 

Take heed thou mount not o’er the pitch. This said, 

They grappled him with more than hundred hooks. 

And shouted—Cover’d thou must sport thee here; 

So, if thou const, in secret mayst thou filch.” 

Cart’s liante, c. xxi. 


% 


Fraught as his imagination was 
with gloomy ideas, with images 
of horror, it is the fidelity of his 
dweriptions, the minute reality of 
his pictures, which gives them their 
terrible power. He knew well what 
it is that penetrates the soul. His 
images of horror in the infernal re¬ 
gions were all founded on those fami¬ 
liar to eveiy one in the upper world; 
it was from the caldron of boiling 
pitch in the arsenal of Venice that he 
took his idea of one of the pits of 
Malebolge. But what a picture does 
he there exhibit! The wTithing^in- 
ner plunged headlong into the boiling 
waves, rising to the surface, and a 
hundred demons, mocking his suffer¬ 


ings, and with outstretched hooks 
tearing his fiesh till he dived again 
beneath the liquid fire! It is the 
reality of the scene, the images fami¬ 
liar yet magnified in horror, which 
constitutes its power: w'e stand by; 
our flesh creeps as it would at wit¬ 
nessing an auto-da-fl of Castile, or on 
beholding a victim perishing under 
the kuout in Russia. 

Michael Angelo was, in one sense, 
the painter of the Old Testament, as 
his bold and aspiring genius arrived 
ratlier at delineating the events of 
warfare, passion, or suffering, chro¬ 
nicled in the records of the Jews, than 
the scenes o£ love, affection, and be¬ 
nevolence, depict^ in the gospels. 
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But his mind was not formed merely chapel of the Crucifix, under the roof 
on the events recorded in antiquity: of that august .edifice. The “ Holy 
it is no world doubtful of the immor- Family" in the Palazzo Pitti at Flo- 
tality of the soul which ho depicts, rence, and the “ Three Fates ” in the 
He is rather the personification in same collection, give an idea of his 
painting of the soul of Dante. His powers in oil-painting: thus he car- 
imagination was evidently fraught ried to the highest perfection, at the 
with the conceptions of the Inferno, same time, the rival arts of architec- 
Tbe expression of mind beams forth ture, sculpture, fresco and oil painting.* 
in all bis works. Vehement passion. He may truly be called the founder of 
stern resolve, undaunted valour, saint- Italian painting, as Homer was of the 
ed devotion, infant innocence, alter- ancient epic, and Dante of the great 
nately occupied his pencil. It is hard style in modern poetry. None but a 
to say in which he was greatest. In colossal mind could have done such 
all his works we see marks of the ge- things. Baphael took lessons from 
nius of antiquity meeting the might of him in painting, and professed through 
modem times; the imagery of inytho- life the most unbounded respect for 
logy blended with the aspirations of his great preceptor. None have at- 
Christianity. We see it in the dome tempted to approach him iu architec- 
of St Peter's, we sec it in the statue ture; the cupola of St Peter’s stands 
of Moses. Grecian sculpture was the alone in the world, 
realization in form of the conceptions But notwithstanding all this,Michael 

of Homer; Italian painting the repro- Angelo had some defects. He created 
sentation on canvass of the revelations the great style in painting, a style 
of the gospel, which Dante clothed in which has made modern Italy as im- 
the garb of poetry. Future ages should mortal as the arms of the legions did 
ever strive to equal, but can never the ancient. But the very grandeur 
• hope to excel them. of his conceptions, the vigour of his 

Never did artist work with more drawing, his incomparable command 
persevering vigour than Michael An- of bone and muscife, his lofty expres- 
gelo. He himself said that he la- sion and impassioned mind, made him 
Soured harder Vor fame, than ever neglect, and perhaps despise, the 
poor artist did for bread. Born lesser details of his art. Ardent in 
of a noble family, the heir to con- the pursuit of expression, he often 
siderable possessions, he took to the overlooked execution. When he 
arts from his earliest years from en- painted the Last Judgment or the Fail 
thusiasticpassionandconacious power, of the Titans in fresco, on tlie ceiling 
During a long life of ninety years, he and walls of the Sistine Chapel, he was 
prosecuted them with the ardent zeal incomparable; but that gigantic style 
of youth. He was consumed by the was unsuitable for lesser pictures or 
thirst for fame, the desire of great rooms of ordinary proportions. By 
achievements, the invariable mark of the study of his maetei^ieccs, subse- 
heroic minds; and which, as it is al- quent painters have often been led 
together beyond the reach of the great astray; they have aimed at force of 
bulk of mankind, so is the feeling of expression to the neglect of delicacy 
all others which to them is most in- in execution. This defect is, in an cg- 
comprehensible. Nor was that noble pccial manner, conspicuous in ^ 
enthusiasm without its rel^ard. It Joshua Reynolds, who worshipped 
was his extraordinary good fortune to Michael Angelo with the most de- 
be called to form, at the same time, voted fervour; and through him it has 
the Last Judgment on the wall of the descended to Lawrence, and nearly 
Sistine Ch^l, the glorious dome of the whole modem school of England. 
St Peter’s, and the group of Notre When we see Sir Joshua’s noble glass 
Dame de Piti^, which now adorns the window in Magdalen College, Ox- 

* The finest design ever conceived by Michael Angelo was a cartoon repre- 
M^ng warriors bathing, and some buckli]3gK)n their armour at the sound of the 
trumpet, which summoned them to their standards in the war between Pisa and 
Florence. It periled, however, in the troubles of the latter city; but an en¬ 
graved copy remains of ^art, which jiistifies the eulogiums beetowed upon it 
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lord, we behold <iie work of a worthy 
pnpil of ^lichael Angelo; we see the 


great style of paintiua in its proper 
place, and applied to its appropriate 
object. But when wc compare his 
portraits, or imaginary pieces in oil, 
with those of Titian, Velasquez, or 
Vandyke, the inferiority is manifest. 
It is not in the design but the finishing; 
not in the conception but the execu¬ 
tion. The colours are frequently raw 
and harsh; the details or distant 
parts of the piece ill-finished or ne¬ 
glected. The bold neglect of Michael 
Angelo is very apparent. Raphael, 
with less original genius than his im¬ 
mortal master, more taste and 
much greater delicacy of pencil; his 
conceptions, less extensive and varied, 
are more perfect; his finishing is al¬ 
ways exquisite. Unity of emotion 
was his great object in design ; equal 
delicacy of finishing in execution. 
Thence has attained by universal 
consent the highest place in paint¬ 
ing. 

“ Nothing,” says Sir Joshua Rey¬ 
nolds, “ is denied to well-directed 
labour; nothing is to bo attained 
w ithout it.” “ Excellence in any de¬ 
partment,” says Johnson, ‘‘ can now 
be attained only by the labour of a 
lifetime ; it is not to be purchased at 
a lesser price.” These words should 
ever be present to the minds of all 
who aspire to rival the great of for¬ 
mer days ; who feel in their bosoms a 
spark of the spirit which led Homer, 
Dante, and Michael Angelo to im¬ 
mortality. In a luxurious age, com¬ 
fort or station is deemed the chief 
good of life; in a commercial commn- 
uity, money becomes the universal 
object of ambition. Tfaenoe our ac¬ 
knowledged deficiency in the fine arts; 
thence our growing weakness in the 
higl^r branches of literature. Talent 
lool^ for its reward too soon. Genius 
seeks an immediate recompense; long 
pi*otracted exertions are never at¬ 
tempted ; great things are not 
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done, because great efforts are not 
made. 

None will work mow without the 
prospect of an immediate return. 
Very possibly it is so; but then let us 
not hope or wish for immortality. 
“ Present time and future,” says Sii* 
Joshua Reynolds, “ are rivals; he who 
solicits the one must expect to be dis¬ 
countenanced by the other.” It is not 
that w^e want genius; what we want* 
is the great and hero|c spirit which 
will devote itself, by strenuous efforts, 
to great things, without seeking any 
reward but their accomplishment. 

Nor let it be said that great subjects 
for the painter's pencil, the poet's 
muse, are not to be found—that they 
are exhausted by former efforts, and 
nothing remains to ns but imitation. 
Nature Is inexhaustible; the events 
of men are unceasing, their variety is 
endless. Philosophers were mourning 
the monotony of time, historians were 
deploring the sameness of events, in 
the years preceding the French Revo¬ 
lution—on the eve of the Reign of 
Terror, the flames of Moscow, the 
retreat from Russia. What was the 
strife around Troy to the battle of 
Leipsic?—the contests of Florence 
and Pisa to the revolutionary war? 
What ancient naval vi^ry to that of 
Trafalgar ? Rely upon it, subjects for 
genius arc not wanting; genius itself 
steadily and perseveringly directed, is 
the thing required. But genius and 
energy alone ai'e not sufficient; cour¬ 
age and disinterestedness are needed 
more than all. Courage to withstand 
the assaults of envy, to despise the 
ridicule of mediocrity—disiutei'csted- 
ness to trample under foot the seduc¬ 
tions of ease, and disregard the attrac¬ 
tions of opulence. An heroic mind is 
more wanted in the library or the 
studio, than in the field. It is wealth 
and cowardice which extinguish the 
light of genius, and dig the grave of 
literature as of nations. 
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Chap. L 


Hombwaiid Boqrd. 


1 AAD left New Orleans with the 
fiill iatehdon of proceeding without 
Atop or d6lay to my home upon the 
Bed River; but notwithstanding this 
determination, my wife and myself 
were nnabie to re^t Richards* press¬ 
ing invitation to pause for a day or 
two at his house. Upon our yield- 
]ng to his solicitations, ho proceeded 
to rooruit other guests among our 
travelling companions, and soon got 
together a pleasant party. My father- 
in-law, Monsieur Menon, went on to 
my plantation, but Julio remained 
with us, as did also her aunt, Madame 
Puras, an agioeable old lady with a 
slight expression of perfidy in her 
light blue, French-looking eyes, pos- 
Itessed withal of infinite delicacy and 
—a fervent admirer of the old 
court school of Louis the Fifteenth, in 
the t^toniquA scandaieuse of which she 
Was as well versed as if she had been 
herself a contemporary of that plea- 
Sor^-leving nmnarch. Besides these 
ladies, there was a young Frenchman 
named Vergennes, the third son of 
some Gascon viscount, and a distant 
cousin of the Menous, who had come 
to America till the scandal occasioned 
by certain republican scribbiings of 
his te one of the newspaper's of the 
day should have blown over, and till 
he could revisit his country without 
ilBk of obtaining a lodging gratis in 
the Conciergerie. He had brought 
With him a head crammed with 
schemes for the political regeneration 
of the whole woiid, and a trunkful 
of Frendr fashions, neith|r of which, 
as i reckoned, were likely to take 
much with us. He made me laugh 
inwardly twenty times a-day by liis 
Utopian theories and fancies. Truth 
to tell, in matters of politics or of 
sound Coumion sense, these French¬ 
men are for the most part mere child- 
JteB, aapd reach their dying day with- 
oiat ever’ becoming men. Take them 
by ureir weak points, their uuliimted 
Tinity or love of what they call 
glory, and^ySu may «ide them like a 


horse to water* Vergennes, however, 
when one could get him off his hobby, 
was a pleasant gentlemanly fellow 
enough. 

It was impossible to spare Richards 
more than three days, and at six 
o'clock on the morning of the fourth, 
we went on board the steamer Alex¬ 
andria. I had prevailed on my friend 
and his wife, and the whole party, to 
come and pass a week or two at my 
house, which was now quite ready for 
the reception of ^ests. The three 
days had remained with Richards 
had been one continued fete, and con¬ 
sidering the good living, and the heat 
of the weather—the thermometer 
ranging from 95** to 100®—there w'ero 
few tilings more agreeable or better 
to be done, than to take a steam up 
the Red River. The fresh breezes on 
the water might save some of us a 
touch of fever. On board we went 
therefore, all in high glee and good- 
humour with each other. 

We had passed the Atchafalaya, 
and had crossed over to the Francis- 
viile side, in order to avoid the power¬ 
ful current occasioned by the infiux 
of the Red River into the Mississippi. 
A strong wind had sprung up, and in 
the middle of the stream the waves 
were of a considerable height. The 
Mississippi was full to overfiowiug, 
and the mouth of the Red River, as 
far as the eye could reach, presented 
the appearance of an extensive lake, 
with thousands of tree trunks fioating 
upon it. 1 had left the cabin, and was 
standing on deck with Richards and 
Vergennes, looking out upon the 
broad sheet of water that lay before 
us. We were just turning into the 
Red River when J observed a row¬ 
boat pulling across fi orn the direction 
of Woodviile, and which had already 
arrived within a hundred yards of us 
without attracting the attention of 
any one on board the steamer. It 
was cutting in mid out amongst the 
enormous floating trees, with a bold¬ 
ness that, in that part of the river— 
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near the i^ddle dS which we were-^ 
might dmost be called insanity. 

^^That man must h9 mad, or in 
love 1” cried the captain. 

*‘It is Halph Doughby!” exclaimed 
Richards. “ Captain, it is Mister 
Doughby. Pray, stop the ship and 
let him come on board,” 

Doughby it was. The mad fellow 
was standing bolt upright, and hardly 
taking the trouble to bentf to one 
side or the other in conformity with 
the movements of the boat, which was 
dancing about on the waves and be¬ 
tween the tree-tninlie, while the six 
negro rowers were washed over and 
over by the spray, 

“ Here’s your famous Red River I ” 
shouted the harebrained Doughby. 
“ A fine country for wild-ducks and 
geese, and alligators too. Hurra, 
boys! ” 

“For God’s sake, Mr Doughby I ” 
screamed and implored the ladies, as 
the Kentuckian dashed his boat slap 
up to the side of the steamer, without 
waiting till the speed of tlie vessel was 
slackened, and hastily caught a rope 
which was thro^vn to him. Just at 
that moment a wave as high as a mau 
rose between the steamer and the 
boat and separated them, and Dough¬ 
by still maintaining his hold on the 
rope, ho was dragged out of his skiff 
and tossed like a feather against the 
steamer’s side, where he hung half in 
and half out of the water. 

Haul in, boys—haul me in, lads 
—or your d—d paddles will do it! ” 

“ Pull him in! ” shouted we all, 
“ pull him in for God’s sake! ” 

“ Ay, pull in ! ” cried Doughby, 
and giving a spring upwards he caught 
hold of the railing of the deck, threw 
himself over it with a bound, and 
stood in all safety amongst the asto- 
nisheti and grinny-visaged Cyclops who 
were hastening to his assistance. We 
hun'ied down from the quarterdeck, 
breathless with astonishment at this 
desjJIrate and mmecefisary piece of 
daring. 

“ Pshaw I ” cried Doughby; “ stew¬ 
ard, a glass of hot; and, captain, see 
that my portmanteau comes on board, 
and that my negers get away with 
whole skins ; and a good mqming to 
you, gentlemen—in five minutes wo 
shall meet again.” 

And so saying, he emptied the glass 


which the black steward held out to 
him, made a slight bow to the ladies 
on the quarterdeck, sprang into the 
gentlemen’s cabin, and thence into the 
first state-room that stood open. 

“ An entree en scene quite & ia 
Doughby,” said Richards laughing, 

“ Quite so,” replied L 

Ralph Dou|hby, Esquire of Hew 
Feliciana, La., was an old acquaint¬ 
ance of Richards and myself, and an 
excellent specimen of a warm-hearted, 
impetuous, breakneck Kentuckian, 
with a share of earthquake in his com¬ 
position that might be deemed large, 
even in Kentuefy. He had come to 
Louisiana some eight years previously, 
a voyage of a thousand miles or more 
down the Cumberland River, the Ohio, 
and Mississippi, in a flat boat with 
half a dozen negi'oes, some casks of 
flour, hams, and Indian corn, and a few. 
liorses, and had settled at Woodville 
on a couple of thousand acres of good 
land, bought at flve dollars an acre, to 
be paid in five years. His industry 
and eneigy had caused him to thrive, 
and he was now as well established a 
planter as any on the Mississippi; 
his six negroes had amounted to forty, 
his wilderness had become arespcctable 
plantation, his cotton^ was sought 
after, and he had not only paid forliiS 
acres but had already a large sum in 
the Planters’ Bank. His frank open 
character had made him friends on all 
hands, and there was not a more po¬ 
pular man in Louisiana than Msjor 
Ralph Doughby. 

During the stay I made at Richards’ 
house previously to my luaniage, 
Doughby had passed a day there in 
company with one Mr Lambton and 
his daughter, Yankees—the latter a 
beautiful girl, but cold and fbi'fnal like 
most of her coxmtry women. An aunt 
of hers, who possessed large planta¬ 
tions on the^iliBsissippi, had made up 
a match between Miss Lambton and 
Doughby, and they were then pro¬ 
ceeding to New York, where the mar¬ 
riage was in due time to be solemnized, 
^chords and myself had observed, 
however, that the wild headlong mart- 
ners and chai'acter of the Kentuckian, 
joined though they were to great 
goodness of heai’t and many sterling 
qualities, did not appear very pleasing 
to the stiff, etiquette-loving fine lady, 
and it was withollt any great surprise 
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that we heard, some time afterwards, glass—d’ye heai-, you cui^sed neger, 
of the marriage being broken off, in where ore you hidden ? Don’t you 
consequence, it was said, of some wild hear when a gentleman speaks to you? 
freak of Doughby’s. We were asking D’ye want me to tattoo your black 
one another for the particulars of this brainpan ? You laugh,” he continued ' 
rupture, which neither of us had heard, to Richards and myself, relapsing into 
when the Kentuckian made his reap- his whimpering tones ; “ but if you 
poarauce in the cabin. He had only knew—none of the women will 
changed his dress, and, taking him al- have me—this is the seventh who has 
together, was by no means an ill- packed me off.” 
looking fellow. His light blue ging- “TheSeventh !” cried I laughing, 
ham frock and snow-white trousers “ what, only the seventh, Doughby V 


fitted him well; an elegant straw hat, 
very fine linen, and a diamond shirt- 
pin that must have cost the best part 
of a thousand dollars, contributed to 
give a sort of genteel planter-like air. 
His first care upon emerging from his 
state-room was to empty a glass of 
toddy. He then approached Richards 
and myself. 

^ “ And Miss Lambton ? ” said Rich¬ 
ards enquiriugl 3 % 

“Haven’t you heal'd ? ” said Dougli- 
by; “ you must have heard 1 It’s all 
up—she won’t hear speak of me— 
persists in her resolution—won’t see 
me; or give me a chance of making my 
peace. I’m the most unlucky fellow 
on the face of the earth,” continued 
he, changing his tone on a sudden to 
a melancholy^ sort of whine—“ I wish 
I lay three hundred feet deep in the 
bed of the Mississippi. I tell you, 
boys, it’s clean U 2 > with me, I feel 
that. I’m a lost man, done for en¬ 
tirely—shall never recover it! ” 

We burst out into a violent fit of 
laughter, as who would not Iiave 
done at the sight of a young giant of 
seven-and-twenty, with cheeks as red 
as poppies, shoulders that seemed 
made like those of Atlas to support a 
world; a pair of dark blue-grey eyes 
with a laughing devil dancing in them, 
and a little moist just now from the 
effects of the toddy, and the man dying 
of love! He measured ^ve feet thir¬ 
teen inches in his stockings, with legs 
that might have belonged to an ele¬ 
phant, and fists calculated to frighten 
a buffalo. 

“ Be d—d to your laughing ! ” 
cried Doughby—“ Steward, another 


Pshaw I that’s nothing; during my 
bachelor's life I had at least two dozen 
refusals, and I am only a year older 
than yonrself. 

“ You be hanged with your two 
dozen! Steward, the toddy is only 
fit for old women—too much water 
in it; you don’t know how to make 
toddy. Tell your captain to come 
here. I’ll have you sent to the devil. 
No, I tell you my heart is so full, 
it feels as if it would burst. She won’t 
hear of me. I will tell you all about 
it, boys—but who is that ? ” inter¬ 
rupted he, pointing to Vergennes, who 
was standing near ns, and looking on 
in great wonderment. “Ah, Mon- 
sliur Tonson ! happy to see you, Mon- 
shurTonson! Parleh vouh English? 
Prenez unseat, et un glass de Madeira. 
Nous parlerons hansamblo le Franseh. 
Neger, a bottle of Madeira; and let it 
be good, or you’ll get the bottle across 
^our crooked shins. A bottle of Irish 
for me, d’ye hear, real Irish whisky, 
or if you haven’t aqy, Scotch will do. 
No, boys, I tell you I am a gone 
man. Dismissed, sent away, packed 
off with a fiea in my ear, as they say.” 

And so saying, he threw himself on 
a sofa with a violence that made it 
crack again; the steward brought the 
Madeira and the whisky, and wo drew 
round the table to condole with the 
love-stricken Kentuckian. A few 
minutes passed in the composition of 
the toddy, which was evidently des¬ 
tined to play the chief part in the way 
of a consoler; and when Donghbyiiad 
got a large beer-glass of the comfort¬ 
able mixture before him, he began 
his narrative. 
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Chapter II. 
The Race. 


“ I will tell you how it all happened, 
how it was that Miss Lambton— 
in short you shall hear it all—it’s the 
first time I have spoken about it, but 
now it shall out; you shall judge and 
decide between us, by Jove you shall! 
You recollect it was in the beginning 
of June that we left your house, 
lUchards, to go up the Mississippi— 
it was a Friday, a day that I hate. 
All seamen and hunters do hate it; it^s 
an unlucky day. All the bad luck 1 
ever had, came to ihe on Fridays. I 
had a feeling that sometliing would 
go wrong when wc went on board the 
Helen M‘Gregor. I thought Miss 
Lambton looked shy upon me, and the 
old gentleman stiifer than ever. I 
followed the Miss, however, wherever 
she w'cnt, so close, that once or twice 
I trod the fringe off her petticoats.” 

“ That was bad manners, Dough- 
by " 

“ Pshaw! What did it matter ? I 
told her not to bother her head about 
it, that when we got to New York, or 
even to Cincinnati or Louisville, I 
would buy her a w'hole shopful of 
dresses. She made no answer to that; 
but when I had the misfortune to tear 
her thii'd flounce, she said, that if I 
■went on in that way she would not 
have a whole gown left when she got 
to I^uisville. ‘ With a whole one or 
none at all, Miss,’ said I, ‘ you’ll 
always be a charming creatui'e.’ That 
now was as pretty a compliment as 
ever was paid in Kentucky, but she 
did not seem to hear it. 

“ On the third day we were just pass¬ 
ing St Helena, when old Lambton 
came up to me. ‘ Mister Doughby,* 
said he, quite confidential like, ‘ par¬ 
don me, my dear good Mister Dougli- 
by, but don’t you think that you 
sometimes take rather too much ar¬ 
dent spirits, and thereby iinure your 
health as well as give a bad example 
to your fellow-citizens, which, on the 
part of a respectable man like your¬ 
self, is very much to be regretted?’ 

“‘Bad example!’ says I—‘to be 
regretted, Mister Lambton!—I take 
too much aident spirits! I certainly 


am not of that opinion, MisterXamb- 
ton, and if you ai'e I can only say you 
are very much mistaken. You sh!Ql 
sec yourself,* said I, ‘ bow much bal¬ 
last an old KentucMan can take in 
without sinking under it; devil a div¬ 
ing duck ever swallowed more water 
than a Kentucky man can*rum.’ 

“ I thought to let the old squarctoes 
see that he had a man before him, not 
one of his spindlcsbankcd tallow-chop¬ 
ped Yankees, who go sneaking about 
the meeting-house from morning tfil 
night, or moping in their rooms, and 
calculating and speculating how they 
can best take hi honest warm-blooded 
South and Westlanders. ^ You shall 
see,’ said I—but he shook his head 
and walked away, and I looked after 
him, and shook my head too. Pah f 
I found out afterwards that ho was 
president of a temperance society, the 
devil take them all! Temperance 
societies ! What is mm for, if it isn’t 
to be drank ? ” 

Doughby was rapidl j warming with 
liis subject. 

“ He is a queer old fellow, that Mis¬ 
ter Lambton, as stiff and as cold as 
an icicle on a water-butt. Of a mor¬ 
ning he was scarcely out of bed when 
he knocked at the door of the ladies’ 
cabin in his brocade dressing-gown, 
and Miss Lambton must come out and 
hear him read the whole moming ser¬ 
vice of the Episcopal Church, and 
make the responses, and so on, for a 
full hour. Then the whole day he 
walked about as grave and solemn as 
the diief-justico of the district court. 
Before dinner he said a grace which 
lasted a full quai'ter of an hour. The 
soup was often cold, and half the din¬ 
ner eaten up from under our nosesi 
while this was going on. Sometimes 
most of the other passengers had done 
their dinner, and were gone to the bar 
to take a glass, and he still praying. 
I was often ready to lump out of my 
skin with impatience.” 

“ The praying was all well enough, 
if it had not lasted so long,” said I, 
laughing. 

“ Pah I I bate people wbo ai’o aL 
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ways wanting to be a shining light to 
their fellow-citizens. There’s a deal 
of pride, a deal of arrogance and pre¬ 
sumption in it. If a man wishes to 
pray, let him do so, ai* I do it my¬ 
self; but people don’t want to be 
reminded of those things. I tell you I 
haVe always found pride behind that 
sort of piety. Tlie Yankees think we 
arc heathens, and that they are the 
elect who are to enlighten us. Pshaw I 
I hate such humbug.” 

“ Not so badly reasoned,” observed 
Richards. 

“ However," continued Donghby, 

I soon saw that, with one thing or 
another, I was getting out of the old 
geiitlemiiu’s good books. He became 
more and more stiff and silent. That 
wouldn’t have annoyed me much; but 
one morning the captain came to me 
and said, in a sort of apologising man¬ 
ner, that the ladies had desired him 
to beg me not to pay so many visits 
to their cabin, particularly of a mor¬ 
ning, when some of them had not quite 
finished their toilet, but that I should 
always ask leave first and have myself 
announced, as it is set down in the 
regulations.” 

“ ‘ What!’,says I, ‘have myself 
announced when I go to see my-own 
wife, that is to be? What do the 
other ladies matter to me, whetlier 
they’ve got on silk gowns or cotton* 
ones ? I only go to see Miss Lamb- 
ton.’ 

“ ‘Miss Lambton was present,’ said 
the captain, ‘ when the ladies gave 
me the commission; and she and Mr 
Lambton most particularly requested 
me to have the regulations enforced.’ 

“ ‘Miss Lambton !’ said I; ‘ that’s 
a lie now, captain. She never could 
have done that.’ 

“ ‘ Mister Donghby,’ said he, ‘ it is 
no lie; and if another thi^ yourself 
had said such a thing, I would have 
struck him down like a mad dog. 
And I must beg of you to retract 
your words, and ascertain to vour 
own satisfaction that what I have 
said k a fact.* 

“ ISo 1 ran off and asked Miss Lamb¬ 
ton and Mr Lambton, and they an¬ 
swered me as dry as fagots, and said 
, the captain had spoken the truth. I 
was a’most raving mad when I heard 
this, as savage as a panther; and, to 


console myself, I drank perhaps a 
trifle more thhn I should have done. 
But what else can one do on a voyage 
up the Mississippi? Much as 1 like ’ 
him, old fatiier Mississip, one gets 
awful sick of him after a time, steam¬ 
ing along for days and weeks together, 
nothing to be heard but olap-clap- 
clap, trap-trap-trap, or to be seen 
but the dull inuddy waters and the 
never-ending forest. Day and night, 
wood and water, water and wood. 
It is wearisome work at the best. 

“It was exactly two o’clock in the 
afternoon on the seventh day of our 
voyage when wo got beyond Wolfs 
Island, which, as you know, lies above 
New Madrid and below the mouth of 
the Ohio. The poor Helen M‘Gregor 
burst her boiler since then, as you’ll 
have heard, at thut very place, and 
sent half a hundred passengers into 
the other world. Past Wolfs Island, 
we came np ■with the Ploughboy, the 
Huntress, the Louisville, and a couple 
more steamers, all going our way. It 
made quite a little fleet. T was sit¬ 
ting ill the cabin with Miss Lambton 
and the old gentleman, who were cool 
and silent enough, wiien somebody 
called out, ‘ Here comes the George 
Washington.’ A glorious steamer it 
is that George, more like a floating 
palace than a boat, as it goes skim¬ 
ming along as lightly and smoothly as 
a swan. It’s a real pleasure to sec it. 

I kept my place by Miss Lambton; 
but, to tell you the truth, I was sitting 
upon hot coals. What can be the 
reason that men feel so deucedly 
cowed and quailed by the pett'coats? 
Hang me if I know. Suddenly there 
was a cry upon deck, ‘The Washing¬ 
ton is passing us.’ 1 could stand it 
no longer, but bolted up-stairs, and 
sure enough there it came in all its 
pride and power, trarara, trarara, 
rushing and dashing and spitting Are 
like Emperor Nap. at the head of his 
guards and dragoons and artillery. 
It was already in the midst of the 
other five steamers, passing them all. 
The whole of our passengers were on 
deck looking on, and I can tell you 
that our hearts beat quick as we saw 
the George walking up to us. The 
dinner-bell rang. Not a foot movt^ 
to go below. ‘ Captain,’ cried I, 

* we must not let the George pass us; 
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you can't think of allowing snch a 
thing?’ says I; ‘must show them that 
we are Mississippi men*’ 

‘‘ ‘ Mister Dougliby,* says he, ‘ it’s 
the George Washington,’ says he—• 
‘ hundred and twenty horse power,’ 
says he. 

“ ‘ Devil a hundred,* said I, ‘You 
only say so because you are afraid to 
race him. And if he had two hundred 
horse power, what then? Shorten 
your stirrups and give your horse the 
spur,’ say I. 

“I saw that the captain’s blood 
was getting up; his eyes were fixed 
on the old George as if he would have 
eaten it, and lie became red and blue 
and green, all manner of colours, like 
a dolphin; his teeth chattered, and ho 
bit his lips till the blood ran over his 
chin. On came tlie Washington 
quicker than over, the paddles clat¬ 
tering, the steam hissing, the crew 
hurraing like mad. 

“‘Captain,’ cried I, ‘the Wash¬ 
ington’s passing you; it’s all up with 
the honour of the Helen McGregor.’ 

“The captain stood there as if bis 
face had been rubbed over with chalk, 
and the drops of sweat ran down liis 
forehead. The five steamers that we 
had passed were now hiuTaing with 
delight to see thatw^o should bo hum¬ 
bled in our turn. ‘ Captain,’ said I, 
‘ will you let yourself be beaten out 
of the field without firing a shot ? 
The Helen M‘Grcgor i& a new ship— 
Crack on, man! ’ 

“ He could stand it no longer, but 
ran forward and screamed out to the 
stokers. ‘More wood!’ cried he, 
‘ High pressure, high pressure! ’ 

“‘Blaze away, boys!’ cried I, 
‘ Blaze away, and hurra for tlie 
HelenM'Gregor! ’ 

“ And the fellows pitched whole 
cartloads of wood upon the fire, 
and stirred and poked away till they 
were wet through with perapiration, 
and our chimney began to whistle 
and sing, that itw^as a pleasure to hear 
it. We were just entering the Ohio, 
the Washington close upon our heels, 
when old Lambton and Emily came 
running upon deck in an almighty 
fright. 


“ ‘Mr Dougbhy, for heaven’s sake I 
MrDoughby—captain, for God’s sake! 
Will you destroy yourself, and the 
steamer, and your fellow-citizens? 
Will 3 ^ourace with the Georje Wash'* 
iiigton?* 

“ ‘ For God’s sake, Mr Doughljy! ’ 
cried the Miss. 

“ ‘ Mr Doughby! * squealed the old 
Yankee, who had quite forgotten his 
stiffness, ‘ I demand and insist that 
you use your influence to. prevent the 
captain from racing.’ 

“ ‘ Pshaw! ’ said I, ‘ it’s nothing of 
the sort—ain’t going to race—only 
want to see which ship goes quickest.’ 

“‘That must not be. I protest 
against it—the safety of our fellow- 
citizens—our ow’u. If the boiler 
bursts ’- 

“ ‘ Nonsense! ’ said I—‘ safety of 
our fellow-citizens! Our fellow-citi¬ 
zens are in safety. We don’t mean to 
race, Mister Lambton,’ says I; ‘ wo 
are only trying for a minute which ship 
can go the fastest.’ 

“ ‘Mr Doughby 1 ’ cried Emily, half, 
beside herselt^—throwing her arma * 
round me, and trying to drag me to¬ 
wards the engine—‘ Mr Doughby, if 
you have the smallest aflection—re¬ 
gard 1 would say—for me, exert your 
influence, stop this horrid racing!’ 

“ And tlien she left mo and ran to 
the. captain, who was standing beside 
the engineer. 

“The AVashington was close behind 
us—we, as I said before, were running 
slap into the mouth of the Ohio. 
There’s no finer idcco of water in the 
w'hole w'orld for a race. The current 
of the Mississippi drives back that of 
the Ohio as far as Trinity, so that, 
upon entering the river, the stream is 
in your favour. The two rivers are 
together four or five miles wide, and 
form a mrt of circus, enclosed by the 
shores of Illinois, of Old Kentuck, and 
her daughter Missouri.* We wero 
nearest to the Illinois side, which gave 
us a small advantage over our oppo¬ 
nent, who was more on the Kentucky 
side, and kept coming on faster and fast¬ 
er, w ith the other five boats, who had 
also clapped more steam Ob, ashortdis- 
tancebehindhim. OnrHcIenM‘Gregor 


* The state of Missouri was almost entirely peopled by emigrationftom Kentucky . 
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ijtUl ^iead; ;^6 the devil cioidd 
, liftTe racing ? Ko ohe* Of ^ 

ceitahity^ except such a tnaokerel- 
blooded xankee as old Lambton. All 
^^>'wa6 heat%ndsteam, rattle and clatter; 
tjie engines thumping, the water 
' i^laghmg, the fire blazing and roaring 
out of the chimneys, Whith sent out 
clouds of smoke and showers o[ sparks. 
I^e enemy was close upon us, Father 
6-eorge’s honest face almost in a line 
with our stem. 

“ ‘ Helen M‘Gregor, hold your own! ’ 
cried L ‘ Don’t spare the wood, boys, 
lay it on thibk, pile it up mounram- 
cous; ten dollars for you when you’ve 
beaten’him!’ 

' “ ‘Hurra!’ cried the hundred pas¬ 
sengers, ‘ hurra! The Washin^oii 
loses, we are gaining ground.’ 

' “ Only the captain could not say a 
word; be stood there with his blue 
lips pressed hard together, looking 
more like a statue than a man. We 
were going our twenty knots, and 
keep it up we must if we did not want 
^to fall back amongst the mob of the 
'Huntress, the Ploughboy, aud the rest 
of them. Every joint and hinge in the 
boat seemed to be cracking, the engine 
roared and groaned, the steam howled 
and hissed. 

“ ‘ The Helen M‘Gregor is a gallant 
lass! ’ died I. ‘ A brave Scotchwo¬ 
man ! She has fire in her veins,’ 

“Andsosherealfy had. She stretch¬ 
ed out like a racehoi*sc that feels the 
spur in his flank for the first time; not 
steaming or swimming, but flying like 
a bird, rushing like a wild-cat or an elk 
that’s been shot at; the waters of the 
Ohio flashing from her side in a white 
creamy foam. The Kentucky shores 
on onr right, with their forests and 
cotton-tree5C, were flying away from 
ns; on onr left, the banks of Illinois 
seemed to dance past us, thefbig trees 
looking like witches scampering off on 
their broomsticks. Behind us, the 
Mghland of Missouri was rapidly dis¬ 
appearing, Colonel Boon’s plantation 
mting smaller every second, till at 
last it appeared no bigger than a dove- 
bot. Every tMng around us seemed 
in motion, swimming, flying, racing. 
Hurras by thousands; seven steamers 
groaning, creaking, hissing, and rat¬ 
tling; a noise and a heat that made our 
bea^^aay, blinded our eyes,and took 


aw^ our bearing. It was a gallopadc, 
a race between giants. 

‘ We were close to the wood below 
Trinity—the race as good as won, for 
Trinity was of course the winning 
post. Suddenly the captain cried out, 
* Ho is passing us I ’ and, as ho said 
tiie word, be looked as wild as a tor¬ 
tured redskin, and bit his lips more 
savage than ever, and caught hold of 
the quarterdeck railing as if he would 
have torn it do>yn. 

“ ‘ Captain,’ said I, ‘ it’s impossible 
—he is not passing us.’ 

“‘Look yourself, Mr Doughby,’ 
said he. 

“The manwasright. The old George 
is an almighty fast ship, that is cer¬ 
tain. I saw that in two minutes wo 
should be beaten. We had not even 
so long to wait. 

“ ‘By my soul he is passing us! ’ 
cried I, 

“ ‘ He is passing us,’ repeated the 
captain in a low voice. He was deadly 
white. I couldn’t say a word; and as 
for him, he was obliged to support 
himself against the railing, or he would 
have fallen down. There was no help 
for it, however; the Washington's 
figure-head w^as already in a line with 
our stern—in ten seconds, a third of 
the vessel’s length was parallel with 
us—another ten seconds, two-thirds, 
and in less than a minute he dashed 
proudly before us with a deafening 
hurra from crew and passengers, which 
was echoed from the other five steam¬ 
ers, till we heard nothing on all sides 
but hurras and hurras. I would have 
given a thousand dollars down to have 
reached Trinity two minutes sooner. 
Just then a number of voices cried 
out, ‘The boiler’s bursting! The boil¬ 
er’s bursting!’ And there was a 
cracking noicc, and then a loud rush. 
Hero comes the hot bath, thought I, 
and wished myself a pleasant journey 
out of the world,' But it was nothing; 
the cry came from a couple of negers, 
echoed by Miss Lambton and Mister 
Lambton, andtherestof theoid women 
folk from the ladies’ cabin. They had 
gone in a body to the engineer, and 
had so begged, and pray^, and bo¬ 
thered him, that he had given in, and 
opened the valve, and we only half a 
mile from Trinity. I am certain that 
if the cowardly rascal had not done 
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th&tj W6 should have made a drawn 
race of it, for the ^^ashington got in 
not two minutes before us. I fell 
upon the engineer, and if it had not 
been for the captain, and one or two 
old acquaintances, 1 should have lea¬ 
thered him upon the spot—ay, if it 
were to have cost me a thonsaiul dol¬ 
lars ; he deserved it well, the dishon¬ 
ourable scamp 1 We were now in 
Trinity, we had done five miles in less 
than twelve minutes; but Miss Lamb- 
ton was so angry, and the old gentle¬ 
man so bitter cold and stitF—a pair of 
fire-tongs is nothing compared to him 
—Couldn’t be helped, however. Hon¬ 
our before every thing.” 

“ But you really were too fool¬ 
hardy,” observed Richards. 

“ Foolhardy ! ” repeated Doughby, 

foolhardy, when the honoui'of a ship 
was at st^e t ” 

“ Pshaw I The honour of a steam¬ 
boat!” 

“Pshaw, do you say, Richai'ds? 
Well, if I didn’t know you to bo a 
thoroughbred'Virginian, hang me if I 
should not almost take you for one of 
those wishywashy Creoles. Pshaw, 
say you, the honour of a steam-boat! 
A steamer, lot me tell you, is also a 
ship, and a big one too, and an 
American one, a thorough American 
one. It’s our ship; we invented it, 
they'd have been long enough in the 
old country before finding such a thing 
out—Pshaw, do you say? And if 
Percy hadsaid pshaw upon Lake Erie, 
or Lawrence on Champlain, or Rogers, 
or Porter, you might say pshaw to 
every thing—to the honour of a steam¬ 
er, a ship, a country. But I tell you that 
the man who says pshaw when his 
ship is beaten in a race, will also say 
it when it is taken in a fight. In short, 
that sort of pride is emulation, and 
that emulation is the real thing.” 

“ But the life of so many men ? ” 

“I tell you, that of the hundred and 
twenty passengers that we had on 
board the Helen, there were not threc 
besides that leathern old Yankee, 
Mister Lambton, and the women, who 
would have cared one straw if the 
boiler had burst, provided we had got 
to Trinity two minutes the sooner.” 

We could not help laughing at this 
Kentucky bull, but at the same time 
we were compelled to admit the truth 


wbaf^.J!>0}ighby me^ tosaj;. In 
spite qf: Vncle^Skbm’s asual pfakgm 
nc^ahnee, there are occasioiie 
when he •seems to change his nat.ar.e; 
and in the wstiety to see Us ship fii^t 
at the goal, to forget what he does not 
otherwise easily lose sight of, namely, 
wife and child, land and goods;*as to 
his own life, it does not weigh a fea¬ 
ther in the balance. He becomes a 
perfect madman, setting every thing 
upon a single cast. And the yearly 
loss of five hundred to athousand lives, 
sacrificed in these desperate races, 
does not appear to cure him in any 
degree of his mania. 

“ Well,” continued Doughby, re¬ 
suming his narrative, “ it was as much 
as I could do to get a word from Miss 
Emily during the rest of the voyage. 
The time went terribly slow, and my 
patience was clean expended when 
we got to Louisyille. We stopped at 
the Lafayette Hotel, and I was in my 
room before dinner, when the waiter 
brought me a letter from Mister Lamb- 
ton. The old gentleman had the 
honour to infonn me, in accordance 
with his daughter’s wishes, that there 
did not exist sufficient harmony be¬ 
tween iiiy characten and that of Miss 
Emily to render a union between us 
desirable. And, under these circum¬ 
stances, he took leave to request of 
me that I would consider the pro¬ 
jected marriage as entirely broken 
off; and, with his and his daughter’s 
best wishes for my happiness, he had 
the honour to bo my very humble ser¬ 
vant. There was a deal more of it, 
but that was the pith. When I had 
read it, I burst out of my room like 
mad, either to throttle old Lambton 
or to throw myself at his daughter's 
feet, I didn’t rightly know which. 
But the Yankee liad been too cunning 
for me« He had left tlie Imtel with 
liis daughter, and gone off by the Cin¬ 
cinnati steamer. I went on board the 
next that was going, and got to Cin¬ 
cinnati three hours after him, bpt 
missed him again. He had taken a 
chaise and started for hia estate at 
Dayton, near Yellow Springs. And 
all 1 have done since is no use. She 
won’t hear of me, and I’m the most 
unhappy fellow alive.” , 

And so saying, he threw his feet 
upon the table^ crossed his arms, and 
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remained In this poi|itIoa for a couple 
of minutes, staring earnestly at the 
celling. Suddenly he brought his legs 
down again, started up, and gazed 
through the cabin window. 

' Hallo!" cried he, “ here are your 
Rod Qiver bottoms. Will have a look 
at them—will go on deck? You may 
take away, steward. Come, Monshur 
Tonson, come with me, come, my 
dear little Frenchman! Nous parlona 
hansamble le Frauseh." 


And thereupon he struck up the fa¬ 
vourite western uitty, “ Let’s go to 
Old Kentack,” seized young De Ver- 
gennes by the ann, and dragged him 
through the folding-doors and out upon 
deck. 

“ He’s not the man to break his 
heart about a woman,” said I to 
Richards. 

“ Hardly,” replied my friend. 


ClIAPTEU III. 
The Stag Hunt. 


We had sat for some time talking 
over Doughby’s mishaps, when wc 
were interrupted by a noise upon deck. 
Hurras and hallos were resounding 
from every side and corner of the 
steamer. We hurried out to see what 
was the matter, and found the cause 
of fte tumult to be a fallow doer, that 
had taken the water some two hun¬ 
dred yards from our steamer, and was 
swimming steadily across from the 
right to the left bank of tlic river. 
The yawl had already been lowered, 
and was pushing olf from the side 
with five men in it, amongst wliom 
Doughby of course took the lead. 

“ There he is again,” cried Richards. 
“ Of a certainty the man is possessed 
by a devil.” 

“ Hurra, boys! Give way!” shout¬ 
ed Doughby, flourishing a rifle full six 
feet in length. The four oars clipped 
into the water, and the boat flew to 
the encounter of the deer, who was 
tranquilly pursuing his liquid path. 

We were about entering one of those 
picturesque spreads^ or bays of the 
Red River, which perhaps no other 
stream can boast of in such abundance, 
and on so magnificent a scaltf. The 
lofty trees and huge masses of tbliagc 
of the dense forest that covered the 
left bank, bent forward over the 
water, the dark green of the cypress¬ 
es, and the silver white of the ^gan- 
tio cotton-trees, casting a bronze- 
tirtted shadow upon the dusky red 
stream, which at that point is full fif¬ 
teen hiHidred feet broad; the right 
bank oflfering a succession of the most 
luxuriant palmetto grounds, with here 
find there a bean or tulip tffec, amongst 


the branches of which innumerable 
parroquets were chattering and bick¬ 
ering. A pleasant breeze swept 
across from the palmetto fields, 
scarcely suflScient, however, to ruffle 
the water, which flowed tranquilly 
along, undisturbed save by the paddles 
of our steamer, that caused the huge 
black logs and treo-tnmks floating 
upon the surface, to knock against 
each other, and heave up their ex¬ 
tremities like so mnny porpoises. Tho 
steamer had just entered the bay 
when a boat shot out from under the 
wood on the left bank, and greatly 
increased the romantic character of 
the scene. • 

It was a long Indian canoe made 
out of the hollowed trunk of a cotton 
tree; a raan 3 '-tiucd antler was stuck 
in the prow, and diied legs and 
haunches of venison lay iu the fore 
part of the boat; towards tho stern 
sat a young girl, partially enveloped 
in a striped blanket, but naked from 
the waist upwards, impelling the boat 
in the direction of the deer by long 
giaceful sweeps of her oar; in front 
of her was a squaw of maturcr age, 
pcifomiing a like labour. In the 
centre of the canoe were two children, 
queer guinea-pig-looking little devils, 
and near these lay a man iu aU tho 
lazy apatliy of a redskin on his return 
from the hunting ground; but towards 
the stem stood a splendid Antinous- 
likc young savage, leaning in an atti¬ 
tude of graceful negligence on his riflCi 
and evidently waiting an opportunity 
to get a blow or a shot at the stag. 
As soon as these children of the forest 
caught sight of the steamer and of 
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Doughby's boat, t^ey ceased rowing, 
only recommencing when encouraged 
by some loud linn-as, and even then 
visibly taking care to keep as far as 
possible from the fire-ship. It was a 
picturesque and interesting sight to 
observe the two boats describing a 
sort of circle on tho broad ruddy 
stream, while the steamer rounding to, 
formed in a manner the base of the 
operation, and cut ofl’thc stag’s retreat. 
Presently a shot fired without effect 
from Doughby’s boat, drove the beast 
over toM^ards the canoc. The long 
slender bark darted across the animal’s 
track with the swiftness of an arrow, 
and as it did so, the Indian wlio was 
standing up dealt the stag a blow that 
caused it to re(d and spin round in the 
water, and change its course for the 
second time. When I again glanced 
at the canoe, the young Indian had 
disappeared. 

“ Here he comesshouted Dongh- 
by, pointing to tho deer, which was 
now swimming towards his boat. 
“ Give way, boys ! the Indians must 
learn of a Kentucky man how to strike 
a stag. Give n^ay, I say !” 

The noble beast liad recovered from 
the severe blow it had received, and 
had now approached the steamer, to¬ 
wards which it cast such a supplica¬ 
ting tearful look, ihift the hearts of 
the ladies were touched with compas¬ 
sion. 

“ Mr Doughby,” cried half a score 
feminine voices, “ spare the poor 
beast I Pray, pray let it go 

“ Sparc a stag, ladies ! Wlu'rc did 
^ou ever hear of such a thing V Hurra, 
boys I ” shouted he, as the boat came 
up with the deer, and cliil)bing his 
rifle, he delivered a blow with the but- 
end that split the stock in two, and 
threw the stunned animal npou the 
gimwaleofthc boat. Quickasthought, 
Doughby clutched tho antieivs with 
one hand, while with the other he 
reached for the knife which one of his 
companions held out to him. At that 
moment the deer threw itself on one 
Bide with a convulsive movement, the 
boat rocked, Doughby lost his balance, 
the stag, which was now recovering 
its strenf^h, drew itself violently back, 
and in an instant the Kentuckian was 
floundering in the water, stntggling 
with the deer, to whose horns he held 
oji with the gripe of a tiger. 


“Hallo, Mister Doughby*in the 
Red River!" 

The whole ship was now In an up¬ 
roar, the ladies screaming, the naen 
shoutingdircctions and advice to those 
in the boat. We began to bo some¬ 
what anxious as to the result ;.for al¬ 
though these water hunts are by no 
means uncommon occurrences, they are 
often dangerous and sometimes fatal to 
the hunter. The deer had been severe¬ 
ly stunned and hurt, bqt not killed, by 
the blow it had received, and it noAv 
strove fiercely against its powerful 
opponent, throwing him from side to 
side by violent tosscss of its head. 
Doughby still held on like grim death, 
but liis eyes began to roll and stave 
wildly, his strength was evidently di¬ 
minishing, and ho had each moment 
more difficulty in partially controlling 
the stag’s movements, and preventing 
the furious beast from running its ant¬ 
lers into his body. It was in vain 
that the four men in the boat en’dca- 
voured to render assistance. Man 
and beast were rolling and twisting 
about in the river like two water 
snakes. The S(«ne that had at first 
been interesting had now become pain¬ 
ful to behold. • 

‘‘ Fire, Parker ! Fire, Rolby ! " 
shouted several voices from the steam¬ 
er to the men in the boat. 

“ Knock the enssed redskin on the 
head!” was the unintelligible rejoinder 
of one of the latter. 

The stag had now got Doughby 
close to a tree-trunk, against which it 
was making violeut efforts to crush 
him. His life was in imminent peril, 
and a universal cry of horror and 
alarm burst from the spectators. Just 
then the head of the deer fell on its 
breast, the eyes glazing and the legs 
flinging out convulsively In the agony 
of tlcath ; at the same time, however, 
Doughby began to sink, and a bright 
streak of blood that rose to the surface 
of the water, and spread in a circle 
round the combatants, gave reason to 
fear that the mad Kentuckian had 
received some deadly-hurt. At last 
tho men in the boat succeeded in get¬ 
ting hold of Doughby and tho stag, 
the former being seized by the hair of 
the head, while his hands still clung 
to the deer’s antlers with the desperate 
grasp of a drowning man. A almut of 
triumph echoed from' one end of tho 
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steam-boat to the other, and we all 
felt a sensation of relfef proportionate 
to the painful state of suspense in 
which wo had been kept. 

Donghby sat for a short space 
doubled up in the bottom of the l^at, 
gazing^ straight before him with a 
fixed unconscious sort of look. The 
grating of the boat against the side of 
the steamer seemed to rouse him from 
Lis apathy, and he slowly ascended 
the ladder. 

“ For heaven’s sake, iJoughby,” 
cried Richards, as the Kentuckian 
set his foot upon deck, “ what 
demon is it that possesses you, and 
drives you to risk your neck at every 
turn V” 

“The devil take you,” retorted 
Doughby, “ and your lied River 
water to boot! Brr, brr ! d—d bad 
watei’ your Red River water, say 
I! No, no, talk to me of Mississippi 
water.* If I am to be drowned, it 
sha’n’t be in the stinking Red River. 
I’ve a taste in my mouth as if I had 
swallowed saltpetre and sulphur, with 
a *dash of prussic acid. But tell me,” 
cried he to the passengers and sailors 
by whom he was surrounded, “ who 
gave him his settler? Tlic deer, I 
mean. Who finished him ?” 

“Who?” repeated every body, 
“ why, who but yourself, Mister 
Doughby?” 

“I!” i-eplied Doughby, shakmg 
his head, “1 had something else to 
do besides knifing the stag. No, no, 
I had plenty to think of to keep away 
from the tree-trunk. Besides, I let 
the knife fall at the very moment the 
beast dragged me out of the boat. 
But see there, boys!” added he, 
pointing to the deer, which was at 
this moment hoisted upon deck. 

The animal had a deep knife wound 
in the belly, and the tendons ^ of the 
hind legs were cut right across. 

“ That’s the Indian’s handiwork,” 
said Doughby. 

“ What Indian ?” cried we all. 

“ The Indian whom Rolby was go¬ 
ing to knock on the bead,” 

“ I thought he wanted to chouse ns 
ont of the deer,” said Rolby. “I 
saw his bacon-face appear for a 
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minute from behind the tree-trunk, 
and at first I took'^it for a log, but I 
soon saw it was a redskin. It wouldn’t 
have been a great harm if I had sent 
a bit of lead through him. What 
business has an Injun to meddle, 

wlien gpntleineu ”- 

“No gi'eat harm!” interrupted 
Doughby impatiently. “ The Indian, 

I can tell you-d’ye hear ? Ralpli 

Doughby tells you-has more 

real blood in Ins little finger than ten 
such leather-chopped fellows as your¬ 
self in their whole bodies, making all 
allowance for your white hide and 
your citizenship, neither of wliich, by 
the way, are much better than they 
should be. Ten times more, I tell 
you, and, if you don’t believe it, I’il 
let you know it. A fine follow he is, 
that redskin, lie saw that I was at 
a pinch, and he came to help me 
when none of my own friends were 
able. And now, see yonder, there he 
stands in his canoe again, just as if he 
had done nothing but the most natu¬ 
ral thing in the world. Chouse us 
out of the deer, say ye; and who had 
a right to hinder him if he had ? The 
beast was bred in his woods as well 
as ours; a fair field and no favour is 
our motto in old Ken tuck. I tell 
you the Indian is a brave redskin, and 
the stag is his ;«but I’ll buy it of him. 
Hallo, captain! a dozen bottles of 
rum into the boat! Howard, Richards, 
let me have half a dozen dollars, silver 
dollars, d’ye hear? I’ll pay the 
Indian a visit on board his canoe, 
and thank him as be ought to bo 
thanked.” • 

No s^poncr said than done. Tlic 
captain, however unwilling to lose 
any more time, could not resist the 
impetuosity of the good-natured 
scatterbrain, who sprang, dripping 
wet as he was, into the boat, a bottle 
in each hand, and a friendly hurra 
upon his lips. The Indians at first 
seemed alarmed and doubtful as to 
his intentions; but the signs and words 
of peace and encouragement that were 
given, and shouted to them from all 
sides, and above all, the sight of the 
bottles, soon removed their fears. In 
another minute or two we saw Dough- 


* The Mississippi water> although sUmy, becomes clear after it has stood a few 
houvsy and is ercellent to drink. 
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by ia their ci^oe, shaking hands with 
them*, and putting one of the bottles 
to his mouth. A kittle more, and I 
believe they would all, men, women, 
and children, have begun the war- 
dance in the canoe, so delighted were 
they with the magnificent present of 
the rum and dollars. As it was, they 
shook and mauled Doughby till he 
was fain to jump back into his boat, 
and escape as well as he could from 
their w’ild caresses and demonstrative 
gratitude. 

But Avc have been nearly twelve 
hours on the water, and the Alexan¬ 
dria is a noted fast steamer. Our 
course has lain for some time between 
banks covered with gigantic forests of 
live oak, cotton, bean, and cypress 
trees, with here and there a palmetto 
field, anti on the north shore an occa¬ 
sional plantation, for the most part a 
mere log-hut, with a strip of tobacco, 
cotton, or Indian corn. We have 
seen numerous deer, who, on the ap¬ 
pearance of our steamer, galloi> back 
into the woods—swans, cranes, geese, 
and ducks, wild pigeons, turkeys, and 
alligators, arc there by thousands. 
Wc now enter a broad part of the 
river, and are gliding along in fi'ont of 
a wide cleanng, some half mile long, 
and suiTounded by colossal evergreen 
oaks ; a sung-looking house of a 
grccnish-wbite colour stands in the 
middle of the plantation, with orange 
gardens—that are to be—laid out and 
enclosed in front of it; one enormous 
live oak, that looks as if it lind stood 
there since the flood, spreading its 
knotty limbs over the eastern’ side of 
the habitation. The windows on the 
balconies are open, the Venetian 
blinds drawn up, the sinking sun 
throws its mellow rays over the wliole 
peaceful and pleasant scone. And 
see there! We are expected; a small 
variegated ball flies up to the top of the 
lightning conductor, and the banner 
of our Union flatters out, displaying 
its thirteen stripes and twenty-four 
stars, and the white American eagle, 
the thunder of Jupiter and the sym¬ 
bols of peace in his talons. At the 
same moment, Plato and TuUy, two 
of my negroes, come rushing like de¬ 


mented creatures out of the house, one 
with a stick in his hand, the other 
bearing a pan o^ hot coals. They are 
closely pursued by Bangor, who seems 
disposed to dispute Tally’s title to the 
embers. In the struggle the coals fly 
in every direction ; of a surety, the 
dingy rascals -will bum my house be¬ 
fore my eyes. Now comes Pjiilip, a 
fourth negro, and tries to snatch the 
stick from Plato’s hand; but the latter 
is^n his guard, and fetches his adver¬ 
sary a wipe over the pate, that snaps 
the stick—a tolerably thick one, by 
the way—in two. Both retreat a 
short distance, and lowering their 
heads like a couple of angi*y steers, 
run full tilt against each other, with a 
force that would fracture any skulls 
except African ones. Once, twice, 
three times—at the third encounter, 
Plato the sage bites the dust before 
the hero of Macedon. Confound the 
fellows! My companions are laugh¬ 
ing fit to split themselves, but 1 see 
nothing to laugh at. 1 shall have 
them in hospital for the next ten days. 
TuIIy, however, has picked up the pan 
and the embers, and is rushing to- 
w^ards a flag-staff near the shore, from 
which the Louisianian flag is waving. 
I see now what they are all at. They 
have brought down the Wasp and the 
Scorpion from Meuou’s plantation, 
t>vo four-pounders so named, which 
W'cre taken last year on board a Porto 
Rico pii’ate, and which my fatlier-in- 
law bought. Bourn—bourn—and at 
the sound the whole black population 
of the plantation comes flocking to 
the shore, capering and jumping like 
so many opera-dancers, only not quite 
so gracefully, and shouting out— 
“ Massa come; hurra, massa come! 
Massa mamn bring; hurra, massa!” 
and manifesting a joy that is probably 
rendered more lively by the hopes of 
an extra ration of rum and salt-flsli. 
Am? now Monsieur Menou and his 
son hurry down to receive us; the 
steamer stops, the plank is thrown 
across, and amidst shaking of hands, 
and farewells, and good wishes, our 
party huiries on shore. Thank 
heaven! we are home, and settled at 
last. 
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BORODINO .—AS ODE. 

Stbofhs. 

Weep for tho living ! mourn no more 
Thy children slain on Moskwa’s shore, 

Cut oiF from evil I want, and anguish, 

Aud care, for ever brooding and in vain; 

No more to be beguiled I no more to languish 
Under the yoke of \abour and of pain I 
Their doom of future joy or woo 
For good or evil done below, 

The Judge of all the earth will order rightly! 

Flee winding error through the flowery way, 

To daily follow truth! to ponder nightly 

On time, aud death, and judgment, nearer day by day ! 
Bewail thy banc, deluded Franco, 

Vaiu-glory, overweening pride, 

And harrying earth w ith eagle glance, 

Ambition, frantic homicide! 

Lament, uf all that armed throng 

How few may reach their native land ! 

By war and tempest to be borne along, 

To strew, like leaves, the Scythian strand? 

Before Jehovah avUo can stand ? 

His path in evil hour tho dragon cross’d I 
He casteth forth his ice! at his command 
The deep is frozen !—all is lost! 

For who, great God, is able to abide thy frost? 

‘ Epode. 

Elate of heart, and wild of eye, 

Crested horror hurtles by ; 

Myriads, hurrying north and east. 

Gather round the funeral feast! 

From lauds remote, beyond the Rhine, 

Running o’er with oil and wine, 

Wide-waving over hill and plain, 

Herbage green, aud yellow' grain ; - 
From Touraiuc’s smooth irriguous strand, 

Garden of a fruitful land, 

To thy dominion, haughty Rhone, 

Leaping from thy craggy throne ; 

From Alp and Apenninc to where 
Gleam the Pyrenees in air; 

From pastoral vi^lcs and piny W'oods, 

Rocks and lakes and inounlain-tloods, 

The wai*riors come, in armed might 
Careering, careless of the right! 

Their leader he who sternly bade 
Freedom fall, and glory fade, 

The scourge of nations ripe fot ruin, 

Planning oft their own undoing! 

But who in yonder swarming host 
Locust-like from coast to coast, 

Reluctant move, an' alien few, 

Sullen, fierce, of sombre hue, 
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I WhOf forced onhallow'd anan to bear, 

Mutter to the moaning air, 

Whose curses on the welkin cast 
Edge the keen and icy blast! 

Iberia, sorrow bade thee nurse 
Those who now the tyrant curse, 

Whose wrongs for vengeance cry aloud 
Lo, the ccfming of a cloud 1 
To burst in wrath, and sweep aiVay 
Light as chaff the firm array 1 
To rack with pain, or lull to rest 
Botlropprcssor and oppress’d. 

ANTISTKOPnE. 

Is it the wind from tower to tower 
Low-murmuring at midnight hour ? 

Athwart the darkness light is stealing, 

Portentous, red with unrelenting ire, 

Inhuman deeds, and secrets dark revealing! 

Ye guilt}'-, who may quench the khidled fire! 

Fail, city of the Czars, to rise 
Ennobled by self-sacrifice, 

Than tower and temple higher aiid more holy I 
The M'ilfnl king appointed o'er mankind 
To plague the lofty heart, and prove the lowly, 

Is lied I^Avcnger, mount the chariot of the wiud! 

Be thine, to guide the rapid scythe, 

To blind with snow the frozen sun, 

Against th’ invader doomed to writhe, 

To rouse the Tartar, lluss, and Him 1 
Bid terror to the battle ride! 

Indignant honour, burning shame, 

Revenge, and hate, and patriotic pride! 

But not the quick unerring aim 
Of volley’d thunder winged with flame, 

Nor famine keener than the bird of prey, 

Nor death—avail the hard of heart to tame I 
Blow wind, and pierce the dire array, 

Flung, drifted by thy breath, atliwai’t the frozen way! 

Epode. 

Before the blast as flakes of snow 
Drive blindly, reeling to and fro, 

Or down the river black and deep 
Melt—so the mighty sink to sleep! 

Like Asshur, never more to boast I 
Or Pharaoh, sunk with all his host! 

So perish wdio would tramjfle down 
The rights of freedom, for renown I 
So fall, who born and nurtured free 
Adore the proud on bended kneel 
Roll, Beresina, ’neath the bridge 
Of death I rise Belgium’s fatal ridge! 

Rise, lonely rock in a w ide oceau, 

To curb each haughty mad emotion! 

To prove, while force and genius fail, 

That tiTith is great, and will prevail I 
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Tho Lour is coiuing— seize hour J 

X>ivide the spoil, the prey devour! 

Howl o’er the dead and dying, Cry ^ 

All ye that raven earth aud sky 1 
With beak and talon rend the prey, 

Track carnage on her gory way, 

To chide o’er many a gleamy bone 
The moon, or with the wind to moan I 
Benumb’d with cold, by torture wrung, 

To winter leave-the famine-clung, 

O thou for whom they toil and bleed,. 
Deserted in their utmost need! 

Hear, hear them faithful unto death 
Invoke thee with the fleeting breath, 

And feel (for human still thou art) 

Ruth touch that adamantine heart! 

Survive the storm and battle-shock, 

To linger on th’ Atlantic rock! 

From ghastly dream, from death-like trance 
Awake to woe, devoted France I 
To care and trouble, toil and pain, 

Till glory be acknowledged vain. 

And martial pomp a mere parade. 

And war, the bravo’s bloody trade I 
A beacon o’er the tide of time 
Be thou, to point the wreck of crime! 

The spoiler spoil’d, from empire hurl’d, 

The dre&d and pity of the world \ 

O then, by tribulation tried, 

Abjuring envy, hate, and pride, 

Warn’d of the dying hour foretold 
Of earth and heaven together roll’d, 

Revering each prophetic sign 
Of judgment and of love divine, 

Bow down, and hide thee in the dust, 

And own the retribution just; 

So may contrition, prayer, and praise, 

Preserve thee in the latter days! 


£. Past. 
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A limnLle in Montenejjro. 



A RAMBLE IN MONTENEGRO* 


Few nations of Europe have been 
less known than the Montenegrians, 
and the name even of their country 
is seldom found on maps.* Surround¬ 
ed by great empires, they have always 
preserved the independence of their 
rugged mountains, and have even suc¬ 
ceeded in wresting several rich plains 
from the sway of Turkey. With this 
power hostilities seldom cease; but 
such is the system with which her re¬ 
sources ai-e managed, that while the 
Montenegrians arc at peace with one 
pasha, they are enabled to concentrate 
their force against another—and all 
the while the Sublime Porte does not 
condescend to interfere. Not many 
3 ’ears ago, they possessed the reputa¬ 
tion of being a horde of robbers ; and, 
in all probability, the pilgrim who 
ventured among them would have re¬ 
turned, if at all, as sliirtless as them¬ 
selves. But the breath of the spirit 
of the age, though faintly wafted to 
their mountains, has softened some¬ 
thing of their cliaracter, without de- 
strojing in the least tlieir indepen¬ 
dence or nationality. Bold, hardy, 
and free, ready and eager for the foray 
and the fray, a stranger is now as safe 
among them as in any i>Jirt of her 
Majesty’s kingdom. 

Wlioever wishes to make the ac¬ 
quaintance of this primitive people, 
will do well to embark on board the 
Austrian Lloyd’s Company’s steamer 
from Trieste to Cattaro. They will be 
well accommodated, at reasonable 
charges, and have an opportunity of 
seeing the principal towns of Dalma¬ 
tia, a country little frequented by tra¬ 
vellers. Such was the case with our¬ 
selves, (an English lady and gentle¬ 
man,) who quitted Trieste on tlie 5th 
of November 1843. The voyage com¬ 
menced pleasantly, and m'c had the 
good-luck to have the ladies’ cabin to 
ourselves. The captain was a veiy gen¬ 
tlemanlike person, the steward atten¬ 


tive, and the passengers full of polite¬ 
ness. Zara, the capital of Dalmatia, 
where we stopped a day and a night, 
is a walled town of moderate extent, 
said to contain 8000 inhabitants. It 
possesses some antiquities. Over tlys 
gates of this, and all other of the Dal¬ 
matian seaports, the Lions of Saint 
Mark yet remain. It is'best known 
for the excellence of its rosoglio. The 
next town wc arrived at was Sebeuico, 
now much decayed, and Spalatro, the 
most interesting of all, where the bad¬ 
ness of the weather, during the short 
time we staj^ed, prevented our landing 
to see the extensive Homan remains. 
After auclioring off Curzola for a 
night, we came to Kagusa, where we 
stopped two days. At Zara and Sc- 
beuico wc had opportunites of seeing 
the Morlaccian race. These are the ru¬ 
ral inhabitants of Dalmatia, speaking 
a Sclavonic dialect, while in the towns 
they pride themselves on their Vene¬ 
tian origin and language. Amongst 
tiiese peasants were the noblest speci¬ 
mens of the human kind I have ever 
seen. Of stature almost gigantic, 
and of the amplest development of 
chest, their symmetry of limb and 
elasticity of step w^ould have called 
forth notice in a Scottish Highlander. 
Nor could a somewliat manifest omis¬ 
sion to cares of the toilet disguise 
complexion and features almost fault¬ 
less, and in which an expression of 
frankness and good-nature left one 
nothing to fear from their armed num¬ 
bers. I speak not of a few among a 
crowd, but of ncarl^^ all I saw. . It 
was from amongst these that the 
French, during their occupation, chose 
their finest grenadiers; but at present, 
in consequence of the scantiness of 
the population, the humanity of the 
Austrian government has suspended 
all conscription. Still it is possible, 
that, in the hour of danger, Austria 
might profit more from the devoted 


* An excellent map of Montenegro has been made by an Austrian office of 
engineers; who resided there for the purpose—but I have not now the advantago* 
of referring to it. This country is divided into twelve military departments; the 
natives reckon its extent about three days’ journey in ^he longest, by two in the 
widest part. Those, of course, are foot or mule journeys. 

VOL. LVII. NO. CCCI.I. 


C 



loyalty of this armed and stalwart 
peasantry, than if her ranks were fill¬ 
ed with its forced recruits. Their dress 
consists of a coarse brown jacket, and 
a waistcoat of red cloth, both orna¬ 
mented on the edges, and made to sit 
close on the shoulders, without any 
collar, and which advantageously dis¬ 
play their well put on head and neck. 
They wear a small red skuli-cap, round 
at top ; but, when married, they usu¬ 
ally suiTOuad this with a white tur¬ 
ban. Their pantaloons are of blue, 
and fit close from the knee to the 
ankle, and below they wear the opun- 
ha —a species of sandal, made of sheep¬ 
skin, and bound with thongs, which, 
as maybe seen from their elastic step 
and upright carriage, arc well fitted 
to their couiitiy; round their waist 
is a red sash, and in front a lea¬ 
ther belt, in whicli is placed a yata¬ 
ghan and a smaller knife, ami exhibit¬ 
ing usually the handsome pommels of 
silver or brass-mounted pistols. Over 
all is a long brown cloak, open in 
front, and fastening over the chest, 
forming a dress which, with their 
free and martial bearing, gives them 
the appearance of ready-made soldiers. 
The women arc, comparatively, infe¬ 
rior to the men; but their counte¬ 
nances are cheerful, and a white nap¬ 
kin gracefully put on tlie head, had 
a very classical appearance. For the 
rest, they wore a coars^ shirt—over 
that a coarser, without arms, neither 
comingmuch below the knee—a party- 
coloured apron and stockings, with 
opunkas, like the men. jS^car Zara 
is a small coloiiv of Albanians, wlio 
still retain their national manners and 
dress, thongli settled time out of 
mind. 

}lagusa—of old a republic, with its 
doge and senate—is a city whose glory 
has departed. This little st^Jte—con¬ 
sisting of the town, the promontory 
of SabionccUo, the island of Mclida, 
with a few smaller ones—numbering 
about forty thousand fnliabitants, 
had never been subjected by Venice, 
and was governed on the most aris¬ 
tocratic principles. At the time of 
the late war, the inhabitants of the 
city owned about four hundred large 
Teasels—and observing and profiting 
-bynentrality, they traded every where, 
and acquired ^eat wcakh, But they 
were not destined to escape the storm 
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which overthrew so many mightier 
states. In 1809bthey became compul¬ 
sory allies of the French. Theirnominal 
independence lasted about two yeara 
longer. During the time the French oc¬ 
cupied it, the city was attacked by the 
combined forces of the Russians and 
Montenegriaus; the former by sea, 
while the latter conducted the opera¬ 
tions on land. Luckily they failed to 
take it; but they burnedauddestroyed, 
without exception, every one of the 
numerous villas by which it was sur¬ 
rounded. Since the loss of her inde¬ 
pendence, the trade of Ragusa has 
ceased, and her wealth has departed; 
while many of her once haughty no¬ 
bility have no other subsistence than 
a scanty pension, which the bounty of 
the government afford.s them. The 
town is int(*resting, and some of its 
buildings ancient and peculiar, though 
hardly to bo called handsome—the 
scale being small. Of the country 
houses desolated by the Montenegrians, 
not one in twenty has been repaired; 
and they remain roofless and blacken¬ 
ed, a lasting memorial of the ferocity 
of that people. The neighbourhood 
is beautiful, and appears more so after 
the stony desolation which the rest of 
Dalniatiaexhibits. Though the houses 
still remain in ruins, the gardens con¬ 
tinue to be cultivated. Olives, vines, 
figs, and carruba trees grow in them, 
and the tops of the hills are covered 
with stone pines and delightful ever¬ 
greens, of heaths, junipers, cypress, 
anti other plants, which at home we 
coax to grow in our greenhouses. 

Onitting Ragusa, after having been 
once driven back by the badness of 
the weather, wc at length entered 
the Bocca of Cattaro, after ji piissage 
of about nine hours. Both in its 
general and immediate position, few 
spots can be imagined so cut off from 
the rest of the world as Cattaro. 
Standing close on the sea, with stu- 
pendon.H mountains overhanging it on 
each side, it is deprived even of the 
light of the sun for the greater part 
of the day; towards the end of 
November—this is no boon. By land 
the ]>almatian coast-road (the only 
one, 1 believe, in the country) passes 
through it, but it would prove indiffer¬ 
ent, 1 should think, to any but the 
pedestrian; and thereis also themonn- 
tain-path, of three hours’ ascent, 
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which leads into Moutenc^o, and 
issues up from the gajes of tlio town 
in a zigzag form, till it appears lost 
in die clouds. Any one wishing to 
quit Cattaro, has indeed, like the 
country waiter in England, but “ three 
desperate alternatives.” He must 
wait for tho next steamer, a whole 
month if in winter, and return the 
way he came. Or he may attempt 
to pass through Albania to Greece or 
the islands, which would in all likeli¬ 
hood prove the last attempt he would 
ever make. Or he may hire one of the 
country trahacoJos to take him where 
he likes. They are neither fa^t in 
their sailing nor luxurious in their ac¬ 
commodation— the price being any 
thing but clicap. In one tiling the tra¬ 
veller has no difficulty, which is to dis¬ 
cover the lirst hotel, as their number is 
strictly limited. Consequently in about 
half an hour, during which the steamer 
had taken lier departure, we found 
ourselves the inmates of the principal 
salon in the Locanda della Corona. 
It is ever a comfort, when expectation 
is not at its highest, to tind things 
better; and happy the mind that seeks 
it: 

Tlic house was not very dirty, the 
landlady was full of kindness, and not 
destitute of good looks. After her 
first paroxysms of welcome and sur¬ 
prise had passed, thou succeeded ad¬ 
miration, then a general presentation 
to all friends and relations of the family 
that could be summoned on a short 
notice, with many fervent blessings 
and prayers for our welfare, and at 
length, which plciisod us as much as 
any thing, a very eatable dinner. 
During that day, and part of the en¬ 
suing wet^k, I improved my acquain¬ 
tance with Cattaro—an acquaintance 
wliicli, before final separation, became 
very intimate indeed. It contains 
several small squares or places, with 
some churches and other public build¬ 
ings. There is a respectable co/e, 
which is frequented by the officers of 
the garrison, and on the whole it is 
rather a neat little town. The popu¬ 
lation may be about three thousand. 
It is fortified, having two gates to tho 
land and one to the sea. Perched 
above, at a great height, is the castle, 
said to be of considerable strength. 
In the late war Cattaro was tajeen 
from the French by Sir William Hosto, 


Bart., and afterwards garrisoned by 
the Vlodiha of Montenegro, since 
which time an Englishpian has hardly 
been seen by the people within their 
gates. Consequently their ideas of rob¬ 
bing the stranger are faint and barba¬ 
rous; here, as throughout Dalmatia, 
should yon give a man money, and the 
sum be not even more than twice the 
value of the obligation, the poor igno¬ 
ramus is delighted, and thanks and 
blesses you most fervently,- The cli¬ 
mate of Cattaro is no^ considered 
liealthj". The inhabitants die of con¬ 
sumption in the winter, and fever in 
the summer, and they generally have 
a sickly appearance. There are smart 
silversmith shops, and many orna¬ 
ments are WTOught with much neat¬ 
ness, Tlicrc are several also devoted 
to the sale of arms, as the Montene- 
griaus here buy and repair the princi¬ 
pal weapons they use. Pistols, guns, 
and yataghans are mounted in silver 
and mothcr-of-pcurl, coral and other 
stones, with skill and taste. The popu¬ 
lation are as remote in appearance 
from that of any to^vn in western 
Europe, as in the most primitive part 
of the East- The town’s-peojdc wear a 
black jacket of cloth^ or velvet, with 
silver basket buttons, a small cap, and 
wide drawers of the same cloth, with 
black stockings or high boots, and a 
red sash. The costumes of some of 
the villages along the shores of the 
Bocca are very pretty. The women 
from Dulcinea wear a body petticoat 
and Jacket of scarlet, with silver but¬ 
tons and buckles, and a white cover¬ 
ing tastefully enfolding the head and 
shoulders. The peasantry to the south 
wear the Moutenegrian dress; the 

5 oorer ones, in extreme scantiness. 

'hese profess, like that people, the 
tenets of the Greek church, and in ap¬ 
pearance and dialect do not differ from 
them. A bolder look, however, and an 
air of independence, usually mark the 
Montenegriau. Between Cattaro and 
Montenegro there is no quarantine or 
restriction of intercourse. Without 
the latter the former would cease to 
exist—without the former life would 
be burdensome in Montenegro. Three 
times a-week a bazar is held outside 
each of the land gates, to which the 
Montenegrians descend, themselves 
loaded with ,anns and independence, 
and their women and mules with the 
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richest products of their country. Of 
these, mutton haniS of peculiaa* excel¬ 
lence, potatoes that cannot be imitated 
in these ^arts, salt fish from the lake 
of Scutari, (to be caught, I fear, no 
more,) a root which looks yellow, and 
dj'es to match, with hides, poultry, and 
pigs,* form the principal. One of the 
chief articles which they seek is salt, 
with whicli some of the above luxuries 
are compounded. This being a go¬ 
vernment* monopoly, is sold at the 
office in the town, and an animated 
scene takes place on its opening, each 
striving to be served first, and, as a 
matter of course, all speaking at once. 

Having in a few days almost ex¬ 
hausted the varieties of Cattaro, and 
the weather assuming a more favour¬ 
able aspect, it became time to execute 
our intended journey up the mountain. 
Times were >stirring in Montenegro, 
The nation was at war with two 
pashas, and the Vladika had taken 
the field in person. Rumours were 
numerous; we could not have come at 
a better time, and our trip promised 
tC be one of interest llis highness’s 
postmaster, a gigantic Avarrior,* wait¬ 
ed on us to furnish mules and guides. 
Cesarca Petrar«a, gentleman, of Cat¬ 
taro, hairdresser, auctioneer, and ap¬ 
praiser, cx-conrier, formerly chef de 
cuisine to the Yladika—an “ homme 
capable^ as he not unaptly styled 
himself, attended us to cook and inter¬ 
pret; and we started for Cettigna on 
the 17th of November, about nine 
o’clock. I may here say a hw words 
concerning the state of politics then 
existing in Montenegro. For the last 
half century or more, under the aus¬ 
pices of the late revered bishop, so 
highly sainted in soul,t and so beauti¬ 
fully preserved in body, the Montene- 
grians, backed secretly by an influen¬ 
tial power in the north, l^vc been 
pursuing a system of territorial en¬ 
croachment as well as internal im- 
proveiftent. Anciently their domain 
consisted of but a range of gloomy and 
barren rocks, which Avould alike oppose 


the footsteps and extinguish the hopes 
of the invader f since which various 
fertile pianuras have been gained on 
the side of Herzigovina and Bosnia. 
In 1781 Kara Mahmoot, hereditary 
bey of Scutari, marched Avith a great 
army into Montenegro. Advancing 
towards Cettigna, he Avas attacked in 
a narrow defile by the Vladika. This 
was a great day for Montenegro. The 
Albanians were utterly routed, and 
Black Mahmoot, being taken prisoner, 
surrendered his glory and his head to 
his priestly conqueror, and it remains 
there among the trophies of the Epis¬ 
copal dwelling. The present Vladika 
is not unworthy of his martial uncle. 
He is truly the floAver of tlic house of 
Petrowitch. On his first arrival from 
St Petersburg to assume the gov^em- 
ment, his appearance was tliat of a 
FrankJ gentleman, and Iiis habits 
those of a priest; but he discovered 
befoi*e long that the dress of his native 
mountains better became his manly 
form, while the troubles in which his 
state was so constantly engaged, soon 
made him exchange the crosier for the 
sword, and become as ardent a war¬ 
rior as Iiis predecessor. Ever since 
the beginning of the summer, w tir had 
been Avaged Avith Osman Pasha of 
Mostar, concerning a disputed terri¬ 
tory. On one occasion the opposed 
forces Avere in sight for a Aveek. 
The Montenegrians consisted of seven 
thousand foot—the Turks (1 write ac¬ 
cording to my information) of forty 
thousand horse. (!) Every day they 
fought, sometimes for two, sometimes 
four hours and upwards, as fancy dic¬ 
tated. About fifty persons had been 
more or less injured in this pastime, 
but their ardour was rather increasing 
than diminishing, Avhen the pasha of 
Scutari, without notice or warning, 
seized on the islands of Vranina and 
Lessandro, at the head of the lake of 
Scutari. The Montenegrians had there 
a post of about tAventy men, but they 
were overpowered, several killed, and 
the rest sent captive to Scutari. Not 


♦ It was this man’s father who, shortly before our arrival, having been entrust¬ 
ed to receive Irom Lloyd’s Company a packet containing a large sum of money, 
^converted the contents into two cannon-balls, and forwarded them to the Vla¬ 
dika. 

f The late Vladika revolved the honours of sanctity after his death. 

X Meaning dressed in the European or Frank costume. 
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satisfied with this, ho fortified Lessan- 
dro in such a manneiw that no Monte- 
negrian could fish in the lake with any 
kind of pleasure or comfort. This was 
a vital blow. Visions of the market 
of Cattaro rose before the eyes of the 
nation. Peace with Osman Pasha 
was concluded at any sacrifice, and 
the Vladika instantly hastened to con¬ 
centrate his energies toward the rcco- 
veiy of tlie lost islands. 

Our party consisted of ourselves 
and two mules, one being for the lug¬ 
gage—Cesarea Petrarca, in the full 
pride of oflicc, and armed for our 
protection with a very small sword 
and a very small gun—woman who 
had charge of the mules—and Spiro 
JMartinowitch, an old and respect¬ 
able MoiUcnegrian, with Milo his 
son, to act as guides. Wc began the 
ascent about ten o’clock. Close out¬ 
side the walls was pointed out a vil¬ 
lage, tiic residence of a race of valiant 
butchei's, who liavc ever been at feud 
with the Montenegrians, by whom 
their numbers have been much re¬ 
duced. A talc was related of three 
having defended themselves against 
four hundred of the enemy. After 
following the steep but otherwise 
good road for about two hours, wc 
arrived at a stone with diflferent spe¬ 
cies of eagles on two sides,* which 
marks the boundary of the resi)cctivc 
territories. The road instantly de¬ 
generates into an indifferent mule- 
track. It took another hour to gain 
the principal ascent, tiicii, pm*suing 
our way along tlic high land, wc 
reached a small hamlet, where we 
stopped a few minutes to comfort 
ourselves with what could be pro¬ 
cured. The path from hence to Cet- 
tigna passes over a country which, at 
any season, must appear barren and 
inhospitable. The peaks of the high¬ 
est mountains in Montenegro rise im¬ 
mediately above it. The ground was 
now covered with about an inch of 
snow, and the air extremely cold. A 
few stunted bushes of beech under¬ 
wood, which serves for fuel, seemed 
to be the only vegetation. Every 
thing else, gi’ey rocks, sharp and 
rugged, to the smallest fragment. Wo 
passed on our way the village of Nc- 


gusi, tlm paternal scat of the family 
of Petrowitch. Ilore the present Vla¬ 
dika was bom, in a mansion which 
was pointed out to us. It is a long¬ 
shaped hut, built of loose stones, 
without windows or upper story. A 
somewhat better dwelliug is the pro¬ 
perty of the bishop’s uncle, who* go¬ 
verns the village and adjacent district. 
Passing on by the hamlets of Bayitzi 
-and Donikrai, we arrived at the Epis¬ 
copal residence about half-j®st five in 
the evening, and immediately took up 
our quarters in the first hotel. I will 
not say that the decorations of the 
chief apartment were in the highest 
style of magnificence; but the bed was 
clean, and to find any thing clean in 
these parts may be considered a vic- 
toiy gained. Our hostess w'as from 
Cattaro, the scat of every refinement 
to the ideas of a Montenegrian; and 
onr host was a kind civil man, speak¬ 
ing both French and Italian, and had 
been formerly engaged in the gi'eat 
war. For the present lie found it 
convenient to remain in Montencgi*o, 
having been lately concerned in an 
“unfortunate affair” near Budua, 
W'herc certain tenements were harried 
and burned. Cattar^, therefore, and 
its delights, were denied him for the 
present; but it was hoped that the 
temporai-y bad odour would soon pass 
away. The vilhige ivas nearly de¬ 
serted ; few remained that night in 
Cettigna but ancient men. The Vla¬ 
dika was on and away. He had 
departed that morning, his brother 
remaining to take charge of the place. 
To-morrow the assault of the fortress 
w'as to commence, or, some said, it 
had already begun. Wc felt wo had 
arrived at a good moment, and were 
prepared to hasten in the morning to 
the scene of action, thirsting with ex¬ 
citement. It was thought not unlikely 
that a bSttle might take place. The 
evening was cold and wet, and we 
therefore took up our position over the 
kitchen fire. In these regions this is 
placed in the middle of the room, and 
the smoke gets out how it can, or not 
at all. A i>ecuUar sensation in the 
eyes will present itself to the mind as 
the result of such an arrangement. 
The kitchen, however, besides hexn^ 


* The Vladika bears the Russian eagle rising from a crown. 
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the warmest, was by far the cayest 
place. Here we Watched our dinner 
cooked, and ate it afterwards; heard 
of wars and rumours of wars; listened 
to heroic ballads, chanted by a war¬ 
rior, and accompanied by a species of 
one-stringed fiddle; and made the 
acquaintance of two vciy fashionable 
young men. One was tlie bishop’s 
nephew, a handsome lad about seven¬ 
teen, wlin was, on account of his 
youth, ve* shy and modest, and act¬ 
ed as cavedkro sercenie to the kitchen- 
maid. The other was a remarkably 
good-looking and well-dressed young 
man, whom I had observed on enter¬ 
ing the place, and set down to be 
somebody, lie was, alas! but a tailor 
from Bosnia, who had come on a spe¬ 
culation to Cettigna. A barren pro¬ 
fession his, where fashions remain the 
same summer aud winter, and a suit 
lasts till it drops off. He was an ac¬ 
complished musician, as well, on the 
one-stringed instrument; boasted of 
a white pocket-handkerchief, aud hia 
Italian, added to our Servian, made 
up about twelve words in common; so 
that the evening passed very sociably, 
and we retired to rest full of hope for 
the morrow. D«t when that moiTOW 
came, one mclaucholy prospect of rain 
and mist presented itself. The white 
clouds hung on the mountain-tops 
immediately above. Not a breath of 
wind was stirring, and the rain de¬ 
scended in torrents. There seemed 
not a chance of its clearing, nor did 
it during the whole day. It was not, 
therefore, considered prudent to pro¬ 
ceed, where no bed was to be found, 
and where the chance of even shelter 
was auy thing but certain. Add to 
which, my companion in arms was 
taken with a violent cold; so we felt 
obliged to restrain our military ardour 
for one day, and proceeded# to seek 
such recreation as the metropolis af¬ 
forded. Cettigna, the seat of the go¬ 
vernment of'Montenegro, and resi¬ 
dence of the Vladika, is yet a city of 
no great maguitude. It is situated 
prettUv enough on a little plain, 
around which the rocky summits of 
the mountains rise in the form of an 
amphitheatre; not to any great height, 


however—the elevation of the plain 
Itself being very great. The most 
ancient building, indeed the only one 
which seems not to have been erected 
within these few years, is the monas¬ 
tery. This was till very lately the 
residence of the Vladika and his pre¬ 
decessors, and it was here the King 
of Saxony lodged when he visited 
Montenegro in 1886.* It is situated 
on the side of the rocks which bound 
the plain, and consists of several 
buildings of ditferent periods joined- 
together. The oldest has two rows 
of arched passages, or cloisters, in 
front, one above the other. Behind 
the convent, a wall runs up the hill, 
and encioRCS a small circuit of rocky 
ground. The whole is in a very uncer¬ 
tain state of repair. On the summit 
of a small rock immediately above, is 
a round tower, built apparently for 
ornament at no very ancient date, 
but never finished or roofed. It does 
not owe its decorations to the hand 
of the architect. They are of a rarer 
kind. From the ends of jmles fasten¬ 
ed into the top of the wall, two or 
three dozen heads, in all stages of 
decay, overlook the residence of a 
Christian bishop. Tliese arc Turks 
or Albanians who have fallen in dif¬ 
ferent encounters, or possibly in cold 
blood, as the Montenegrmus never 
spare the life of a prisoner. It was 
•with somewhat doubtful feelings that 
Icontcmplatcd these trophies. Around, 
the earth was strewed with skulls and 
other relies of humanity. It was said 
that no head had been put up for 
nearly two j’cars. Certain it is, that 
the Lord Vladika did not cause to be 
placed there the heads of eighteen 
Turkish commissioners, who, in tiic 
Aumist previous, entered Montencm 
to discuss a boundary question. But 
why should I tell tales? 1 was hos¬ 
pitably received, and treated, me and 
mine, with civility and kindness, not 
only by the Vladika, but by everv 
individual I met, and returned with 
my head undisturbed by the trip. 
Some of the countenances still bore 
traces of good looks, tliough withered 
by the sun and storm of years. It was 
a severe test for beauty; but the head 


* He passed but one night in Montenegro, at Cettigna, and returned the fol- 
lovdng day to Cattaro. 
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of one young man certamly stood the 
trial. Fine features^ of a cast fro- 
quently seen towai'ds the uorth of 
Albania, and a set of the best teeth, 
(this is very general,) showed that he 
might have once been more prosperous 
in love than he proved to be in war. 

I thought of a relic, and took up a 
skull, the best I could find, but it was 
full of red earth, and seemed dump 
and unpleasant; so 1 put it down 
again. I next discOA^ered a beautiful 
tooth; this would have surpassed the 
. former in elegance and convenience, 
but I fancied it not either, and came 
away, trusting to my mind for a re¬ 
membrance of the spot. From hence 
I made a sketch of the present resi¬ 
dence of the bishop, the second among 
the remarkable edifices of Cettigiia 
and its environs. It Avas built AA'ithin 
these five years, under the auspices of 
no less than my trusty attendant 
Petrarca. Tin; style is not, strictly 
speaking, imposing. Perhaps this 
arose from suggestions of economy, or 
possibly from the mind of the archi¬ 
tect being at that moment nn]>repared 
with any other. Simplicity in design 
and execution characterise it through¬ 
out. It consists of a long single build¬ 
ing of one low story, containing two 
rows of about twiMity "windows on 
each side. There is a <loor in the 
middle, and at each end a small Aving 
placed crossAvise, and a Aery little 
higher than the rest, coutaining a 
window above and a door beloAv. 
Both before and behind, a large court 
is enclosed by a Ioav avuII of loose 
stones, with little turrets at the cor¬ 
ners, and tAVO doorways in the prin¬ 
cipal. In the front court are some 
old brass and iron cannon, lying dis¬ 
mounted—trophies of Turkish Avar. 
Behind is an attempted kitchen gar¬ 
den. The remainder of Cettigna is 
small, hardly worth mentioning—six 
or seven houses with an upper floor, 
and about tAvicc as many ordinary 
huts. This forms the mctroiwlis of 
Montenegro. But small as it is, 1 
doubt if there be a bigger village in 
the country, the population, though 
sufficiently numerous, dwelling in 
small scattered hamlets. The better 
houses act as hostclrics Avhen called 
on, which may be the case Avhen Par¬ 
liament is sitting; but apart from the 
bishop’s <^clals and retainers, the 


place does not probably contain a 
hundred souls. It being now noon, 
and the rain unabated, Ave determined 
to see all the sights of the city. His 
highness’s residence was first visited. 
It contains the Chamber of Deputies, 
a printing establishment, and various 
apartments for the accommodation 
of friends and relatives. Entering 
one of these we found the VJadika’s 
brother, Avhom 1 have prcAdously al¬ 
luded to, and had the honour of a 
presentation, lie is a veryDrdinary- 
looking personage; and, as the powers 
of language Av'cre Avanting to express 
our feelings, aat. soon took IcaAT. The 
bishop’s rooms for public and private 
reception, consist of a billiard-room no 
bigger than is necessary for the due 
performance of the game, at which ho 
is a great adept, a small anteroom 
and bedroom. II is valet and cham¬ 
berlain, fi Avell-dressed Monlenegrian, 
did the honours, lii the billiard-room 
the walls are hung with arms, though 
some of those wore now absent on 
service. 1 observed some fine Turk¬ 
ish swords, some of an ancient date, 
presents to diflcrcnt Vladikas; some 
Albanian daggers, straight, vrith a 
triangular blade, rcscynbling the an¬ 
cient ATnictiaii miacricordrs • and a 
liandsoinoly mounted and antique 
S<M*vian sAvord, tlic blade A\dth the 
Avolf-mark, so avoU knoAvu in tbc 
Highlands and other parts of Europe. 
ThereAA'cre some haudsome fire-arms; 
and, among others, a splendid pipe 
lately presented by Osman Pasha of 
Mosfar. In the anteroom I remarked 
Avith pleasure a small three-legged 
stand, with a basin and toAvcl; and I 
have heard that other contrivances for 
the purification of the Episcopal per¬ 
son are not Avanting, though no such 
met my eye. In the bedroom, v^here 
the odour of tobacco still remained 
unmitigifted, Avas a cabinet, AA'hich, 
Avhen opened, displayed objects well 
Avorthy tlio attention of the next 
pasha Avho may visit Cettigna. Rus¬ 
sian orders and snnfi-boxes uncount¬ 
able, set in the choicest brilliants; 
presents from the Emperors of Aus¬ 
tria of no mean value; a remembrance 
or tAA'o of the King of Saxony, <S:c. &c. 
All these were opened by the came- 
riere to our free inspection; but not 
for this, nor tiie trouble we afterAvards 
gave him when exhibiting the sacer- 
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dotal robes, keeping him above half 
the day, would be accept the smallest 
remuneration. This completed the 
public rooms, (his highness is reported 
on occasions to give gi'aud entertain¬ 
ments, but the whereabouts was not 
manifest,) and we proceeded to the 
ancient convent. This, formerly the 
Episcopaldvvclling, isstill the residence 
of the chief offici4ai3 attached to the 
Vladika. The first among these is 
the vicar—(his other avocations hav¬ 
ing only permitted the Vladika to offi¬ 
ciate on two occasions)—“ no baron 
or squire or knight of the shire,” <^c. 
Truly on this occasion the holy father 
had not been unmindful of himself; 
and, considering the early hour and 
dreary state of the weather, was as 
jovial as the lieart could desire. A 
'peculiar leer and frequent ebullitions 
of laughter, from mysterious causes, 
showed the frame of mind Jic was m. 
After coffee, and a glass of aniseed 
brandy, we viewed his priestly robes, 
which were of cloth of gold and very 
handsome. We then proceeded to 
make the acquaintance of the other 
officials, going the round of the con¬ 
vent. Wc were most cordially re¬ 
ceived ,* indeed, we appeared to be a 
godsend to these poor people. There 
was a Dalmatian schoolmaster, a very 
intelligent young man, wlio superin¬ 
tended the branch of national educa¬ 
tion ; his highness's secretai'y, an 
Italian; and a Moman from Cattaro, 
the wife of another now absent at the 
camp, and the only example of fe¬ 
male aristocracy in Montenegro. At 
the apartment of each of the inmates, 
coffee, invariably excellent, and glass¬ 
es of brandy, were handed round. 
These the holy personage in our com¬ 
pany always emptied to the uttermost, 
and then would romp and wrestle with 
the schoolmaster, andperfonuall kinds 
of frolics. He was a Hun^farian by 
birth. When our German or his 
Italian respectively failed, then Latin 
assisted our communications; and, 
what with tl)e wet weather and the 
coffee, we all became vciy sociable 
and chatty. After an hour or two so 
spent, "vve took our way to the chapel. 
It is very sinidl ; not capable, I should 
say, of accommodating above twenty 
•or thirty persons. Tiicre, embalmedf, 
are the remains of the late Vladika. 
The vicar removed the Tid of the cof¬ 


fin, and he there appeared attired iu 
full canonicals. His face, however, 
was hidden, and the covering was not 
removed. The limbs appeared to be 
much shrunk. The holy man took 
the hand of the deceased, and, kissing 
it with the most solemn devotion, 
burst into a wild laugh, and closed the 
lid. A small trifie pro salute animee 
was expected in a box adjoining it. 
Wc next went to the robe-room, 
passing along a series of mouldy and 
rat-eateii floors to a small room, such 
as might be found in a dilapidated 
stable-loft; tliere, from old dingy 
boxes, were drawn forth such gar¬ 
ments as created astonishment—the 
richest damask and clotli of gold of 
all colours—their weight enormous— 
so massive that they would almost 
stand alone. I have never seen any 
thing so splendid; and the effect of 
such upon the fine form of the Vla¬ 
dika mil t be Morth beholding, lu 
another chest were deposited the 
crowns of diflerent Vladikas. Tlicy 
are of a shape resembling the ancient 
Hussiau diadem, being not of the 
form of any kind of coronet, but a 
cap all covered or entire, globular at 
top, and dimiiiLshiiig towards where 
they fit the head. Terhaps there were 
half a dozen or more. Thev were 
richly ornamented with precious stones 
—the present Vladika's the most so. 
I undcretand they are pre.seuta from St 
Petersburg. By nine next morning 
the rain Inid somewhat cleared, and 
the weather was mild and promising. 
W'c started, therefore, hoping that 
night to reach the quarters of the Vla¬ 
dika, though DO one could speak posi¬ 
tively to the place. Wc made some 
enquiries as to the chance of finding 
shelter, as the nights were singularly 
cold; but it was of course apparent 
that time alone could decide. None 
of our friends from the monasteiy, who 
had been so warlike the day before, 
made their appearance; so we started 
without any addition to our party. 
The road was nearly all on the descent, 
and usually so stony and rough as to 
make riding the mule a matter of dif¬ 
ficulty. We passed by Dobro Skor- 
sello, one of the richest communes of 
Montenegro; there figs, vines, and 
olives are grown: a wild species of 
mulberry occurs, and large trees of it 
frequently appeared before a hut or 



41 


1845.] A Ramble in Montenegro^ 


hamlet. These are wlde-f 
and ancient, but not»tall. This dis¬ 
trict furnishes seven thousand fight¬ 
ing men. Here we met the wife of 
one of the principal senators among 
a troop of females with bundles of 
wood upon their he^. We now had 
the first intelligence from the camp. 
Descending into a little plain we met 
about two hundred men returning to 
celebrate a village f6te, as their ser¬ 
vices Avero not justthen required. They 
passed in single file; Avild, active¬ 
looking fellOA^'S they certainly w'crc. 
In about half an hour after, avc on- 
countei-ed forty or fifty others. These 
were peculiarly warm in their friend¬ 
ship, and slapped me so hard on the 
back that it required my utmost force 
to return the compliment with any 
thing like cordiality. They took it 
into their heads that I Avas a certain 
long - expected bombardier who was 
to direct their artillery against Lcs- 
sandro, and they loaded me Avith com¬ 
pliments and good wishes. I almost, 
at the moment, regi'etted my Avant of 
knowledge in the art. About one 
o'clock we descended upon the Xaria- 
ko river, then a rapid clear green 
stream, Avhich conducts the torrents 
of the upper mountains to the lake of 
Scutari; and, in another hour, reached 
the village of that name, which is 
known also by the Italian one of 
Fiumara. We trusted here to pro¬ 
curing a boat which Avould convey us 
the remainder of the journey; but tlic 
natives of this free country are sel¬ 
dom in a hurry, and in fact it avus 
necessary that aax should be made 
poptilar idols for a certain space; nor 
had we the mean’s of keci)ing each 
other in countenance. I AA^as hurried 
off, accompanied by Pctrarca, to the 
bouse of the captain of the district, a 
senator, I understood, and eminently 
brave; while my unfortunate compa¬ 
nion, without any one to help, was 
taken possession of by a lady of rank, 
a Cattarese by birth, but who had 
nearly forgotten her native tongue, 
and in a short time was surrounded 
by all the females and olive branches 
of the place. The usual brandy, with 
coffee and pipes, was served to our 
party. The houses, or little dfrty 
huts rather, liavc in front a small 
balcony, covered at top, and raised 
about four or five feet from the ground; 


here Spiro, Petraixa, and myself were 
seated, with my "host and several 
others. While the lady of the house 
brought in the pipes and refreshments, 

I made some very sensible observa¬ 
tions, which Petrarca clothed in Ser¬ 
vian, and the replies seemed in every 
way equal; notwithstanding, in about 
an hour tlio liveliness of the scene 
began somewhat to wear off, and I 
took the first opportunity of hasten¬ 
ing to rescue the other sufierer. Here 
I discovered the object of -public at¬ 
tention seated on a bench with her 
host and hostess, one on each knee as 
it were, and the room thronged AA^ith 
spectators; Avomen and children were 
squatted or perched on every con¬ 
ceivable spot. The harmony of the 
party had, hoAvever, undergone for a 
moment a trifling disorder; for, while 
all the rest had been full of compli¬ 
ment and courtesy, one elderly lady 
had thought proper to express herself 
in a manner contradictory to the gene¬ 
ral feeling, and in the strongest terms, 
going ev^eii the length of shakingherfist 
at the occupaut of the post of lionour. 
She was, hoAvcver, bundled out most 
unceremoniously, neck and crop, as 
the phrase is. Aftcu further delays, 
and declining a most uninviting dor¬ 
mitory, a boat Avas got ready; four 
AvaiTiors Avere in her, and Ave departed 
amid tlie cheers of the population and 
a promiscuous discharge of fire-arms. 
This Avas Avarmly responded to by our 
party; nor did I much regJ'Ct Avhen 
these demonstrations had ceased, as 
a Montenegrian considers it quite 
etiquette to discharge hig hcaA^y- 
loaded piece any Avherc in the imme¬ 
diate vicinity of the head, so long as 
the muzzle just clears the honoured 
individual. In a foAV minutes avo 
were gl iding doAAU th e be antiful stream. 
Tlie ab^nce of all Avild animals is 
peculiarly obseiwablc in the raomi- 
tains. A Avoodcock or red-legged 
partridge are occasionally seen; but 
few quadrupeds arc met Avith, and the 
larger and fiercer kinds are rarely 
knoAvu to occur. This deficiency, 
however, in the general zoology, is 
amply compensated by the birds 
which frequent the Fiumara river. 
As we proceeded, muffled up in thq 
bottom of the boat, for it w'as very 
<^ld, the fitfiil exertions of our war¬ 
like crew disturbed quantities of 
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aquatic birds* The river widened 
greatly, the moan^ain banks disap- 
peaiing, till at length the shores be- 
camq obscure in the distance, and 
thus it imperceptibly enters and forms 
the lake of Scutari. Cormorants and 
ducks passed over in flocks; noble 
herons got up screaming on every 
side. One of these was the milk- . 
white aigrette; superior in size to the 
common heron. The kingfishers had 
a beautiful appcai-ance. I never saw 
this bird elsewhere in such multitudes. 

I did not request any of my crew to 
try their skUi, as I had had enough 
of firing for the time being, nor did I 
take a fancy to do so niyselt*. The 
large bore and light mel-al ot their 
arms, added to the weight of the 
charge, spoke of a recoil any thing 
but pleasing, and which 1 hear usually 
takes place, ^^ext day, however, I 
asked the captain of the boat to show 
me a shot; he took aim at a diver 
which kept appearing a-licad; he tired 
wlien nothing but the neck was visible 
above water, and the ball completely 
divided it, the head barely hanging 
by a bit of skin. The bird was dis¬ 
tant about fifty yards, and the boat 
moving, while \|e stood on the bow. 
At some longer shots lie was not 
so successful. We passed a vil¬ 
lage at a small distance, and lay 
on our oars to liimr the news. 
Most of the people w^ere absent ; 
but one, a great man, w as seated on 
the hut-top, with a few idlers round 
him. This was the chief president of 
the senate—the speaker of the house, 
in short; and undoubtedly, if stento¬ 
rian lungs are of any use for that office 
in a Montenegriaii parliament, he was 
most amply qualified. For twenty 
minutes this eminent man conversed 
with us—the distance at first being 
about a quarter of a mile, and^irobably 
it might bo three miles or more before 
he was finally out of iiearmg. The 
Turkish fortress of Dzabiack now ap¬ 
peared ]>crched on a steep isolated 
hill rising from the marsh. It seem¬ 
ed, as we passed it about two miles 
off, tc be in a very dilapidated condi¬ 
tion. The Montenegrians, however, 
had at pi’esent no designs upon it; 
emd its gaiTison maintained a peace¬ 
ful neutrality. They have on seve¬ 
ral occasions destroyed^this fortress, 
which has been occupied again by the 


Turks. It gives them little annoy¬ 
ance, being distant, 1 should think, 
ffve miles from the head of the lake. 
All was now water, but the principal 
channels alone were passable, the rest 
being overgrown with weeds. At 
several of these, long consultations 
occurred as to our best route. It be¬ 
gan to rain a little, and the place of 
our destination seemed doubtful. At 
length wo emerged on the broad beau¬ 
tiful lake, and our progress was easy. 
We soon came in sight of the be¬ 
leaguered island and fortress of Less- 
audro. The cannonade, which we had 
heard during the eaiiicr part of the 
da>^ liad long ceased, and all seemed 
quiet. It was still twilight, but tho 
j)lace to which oiu* people had deter¬ 
mined on going, lay beyond the foot 
of a mountain which projected to a 
nearer approach with tho island. This 
was the very mountain on the top of 
wliich the Vladika had placed his 
batteries. They considered it pru¬ 
dent, therefore, to wait till dark, before 
passing within point-blank range of 
the enemy’s guns. AV'e, therefore, 
hauled tlic boat up, and waited un¬ 
der lee of tlie point. As soon as tho 
light had failed, wo moved forward, 
passing stealthily along the shore to 
within about three limidred yards of 
the fort. T'he pnn'ious garrulity of 
our party was now liushcd, and they 
exhibited the most landuble prudence. 
I observed, however, that they liad all 
their guns cocked and ready, as if 
they intended to have returned any 
compliment from the fortress; but no 
sucii contuigency was at hand. The 
Albanians were engaged in chanting 
martial choruses, pbssibly to maintain 
their own ^'alollr as well as dismay 
their opponents, and show what ex¬ 
cellent health and spirits <liey pos¬ 
sessed after the two days’ siege. At 
any rate, they made too much noise 
to hear any thing but themselves, 
we went along shore, we were several 
times challengod by those on the 
look-out, and long explanations pass¬ 
ed in low yet distinct tones. At length 
the danger was passed, and we went 
a-head for about two miles along the 
lake; then, turning off up a deep 
sluggish stream, we came in sight of 
our quarters. A large fire blazed in 
the principal of three hats, and by its 
light numerons persons were seen 
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around it. Landing with our bag¬ 
gage and equipage, ave soon joined 
the circle; about a dozen warriors 
were here assembled. They were 
very civil to us, and glad to see our 
party. They gave us the best place 
at the fire, where, spreading our 
plaids, we were soon occupied with 
such dainties as the place or our own 
providence supplied. When it came 
to be bed-time, tlie fighting part of 
the community good-naturedly suffer¬ 
ed themselves to be persuaded to go 
to the other cud of the room, by 
which means wc were enabled to lie 
down by the fire. There they rolled 
themselves np, and, in the shortest 
possible time, were in a state of ob¬ 
livion. 1 may observe tliat the 
people in general, men or women, 
have seldom any beds. They lie 
down any where on the floor,ensconced 
in a capote or cloak, removing per¬ 
haps their opunkas, but scarcely (iver 
any other garment. Wo should Iiave 
been pretty comfortable but for the 
minute hosts that peopled the apart¬ 
ment. Late at night, too, the extreme 
cold compelled several parties to seek 
refuge by the fire who had no right or 
little thereto—as the house-cat and 
her two kittens; she would take no 
denial, however often repelled. When¬ 
ever one awoke, there she would be 
with her interesting offspring close 
nestled under one’s chin. The family 
dog, too, suffered severely from cold ; 
he was, as often as lie entered, kicked 
out by his master in a way that did 
the heart good; and his murmui's of 
complaint and resentment would last 
for a full ten minutes. But the door 
would not fasten, and he always found 
his way in again, trampling over, in 
liis way to the fire, the recumbent 
forms of the sleepers, in a manner far 
from conducive to good-humonr. It 
was, therefore, not to bo wondered at 
that our slumbere were not prolonged 
to a late hour. I set forth at break 
of day to find a clear-looking place in 
the river: for os I was to be present¬ 
ed to his highness, 1 could not afford 
to forego any advantages. The ice 
was on the side of the pools; but 
with the aid of a small box I carried 
under my arm, I soon had all the re¬ 
quisites of an elaborate dressing-room, 
^veral of the Montenegrians were 
also on the alert, nibbing their faces 


with the muddy water on the edge of 
the lake; but whether to make them 
cleaner or dirtier did not appear. 
Breakfast was soon dispatched. Al¬ 
ready the cannonade had commenced, 
and we hastened to the scene of ac¬ 
tion. Lessandro is a small low islet, 
perhaps a hundi'ed yards long by forty 
or fifty wide; at one end was the 
jirindpal, at the other, a minor fort. 
The first consisted of a thick roimd 
tower, fiat at top, where their largest 
gun was mounted. This-was sur¬ 
rounded by a low wall, with two small 
bastions at diftcrent angles; the other 
was a s(iuare building, with a bastion 
at one comer, containing, 1 believe, 
the stores. All over the island were 
the tents of the soldiers—that of the 
commander distinguished by a red 
Hag. I think I counted about forty. 
Tile IMontenegrians declared they had 
in the island fi\o hundred men. !Not 
one was visible, liowever, the whole 
day. Under the lee of the chief fort 
was anchored a small gnu-boat from 
Scutari. On one side of Lessandro 
rises, in immediate proximity, the 
mountainous island of Vrauiua. It 
was here that tlie Vladika at first 
wislied to have taken 4 p his position ; 
but iioats, it was said, were wanting 
to transport his men and munitions. 
Had ho attempted this, a serious en¬ 
counter would probably have taken 
l»lace ; but he had given up the idea, 
and it was in consequence of this that 
wc had met the men rctiii'iiing home 
the day before, 'i’he spot he fixed on 
was a mountain directly opposite 
Vranina, but at a greater distance 
from the object of attack. He had 
not Avitli him altogether above fifty 
men. This time we had once more 
to pass witliin a quarter of a mile of 
the fort; and ns we were a boat-load 
of annecL men hastening to head- 
quai'ters, I somewhat expected they 
might have condescended to notice us. 
Such,however,wasnotthecase; and we 
landed and ascended the hill to where 
the battery was placed. We had not 
been there long before the Vladika, 
who was on a higher part of the 
ground, having heard of our arrival, 
came down to meet us. I felt for a 
moment rather modest, and began to , 
wouder what business I had thei’e. 
However, we advanced with all bold¬ 
ness, and soon dbringuisbed the chief- 
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tala from his attendants by his giant 
stature. No bishop’s cassock covered 
his towering form. Clothed in scar¬ 
let and gold, he descended the hill 
with the true Albanian strut. Hjs 
manner was frank and cordial; and 
on his invitation we all three sat down 
on the gi'ass to partake of a camp 
luncheon. Tlie Vladika was then in 
the thirty-fifth year of his age. In 
truth, lie was a goodly man—a very 
Saul among his pcc^lc. Ills height 
1 should think very nearly midway 
between six and seven feet. He w^as 
not fat, but the breadth and mas¬ 
siveness of his chest and limbs w'as 
cxtraordiuaiy. His figure was very 
finely proportioned, and his move¬ 
ments free and active. Ilis face was 
somewhat broad, with good features, 
and his voice peculiarly soft and pleas¬ 
ing. His hair and beard black, and, 
after the fashion of the Greek clergy, 
uncut- He Avore a Turkish pelisse of 
scarlet, coming nearly to the knee, 
and trimmed with gold and sable, a 
large fur cap, and the usual blue 
drawers and opunkas of the Monteuc- 
grians. A pair of plain European 
pistols Avere in his belt—the only arms 
he AA’orc. The place A\iiere we sat 
Avas in a most picturesque situation. 
The Turkish balls kept whizzing past, 
forming, as his highness remarked, 
beautiful music. Indeed, it seemed 
to me Ave Avere very nearly in the line 
a well-directed shot ought to have 
taken ; but, of course, it was not my 
])lace to speak. Our fare consisted 
of cold meat caiwed in slices with the 
yataghan, and rum out of the mouth 
of the same bottle. He conversed-in 
French fluently, and various cour¬ 
teous speeches showed it was not the 
first time he had encountered female 
society. He seemed excited when 
relating the misdeeds of hi^ enemies, 
and his usually languid voice assumed 
a little asperity, as he described the 
way in which, while he made war in 
Bosnia, “ ccs diables des I'urcs” had 
surprised his garrison at Lessandro. 
My knowledge of gunnery was not 
extensive, gtlll I could not be igno¬ 
rant of the chance he had, with three 
sh^ iwelvc-pvmndcrs, of injuring any 
• building Avhatcvcr, Avhen firing at it 
at a distance of eight hundred yards, 
in an almost perpondicniar direction. 
The fort, besides, seemed very sturdy 
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and solid, aud I could not flatter him 
with hopes of success. He did not, 
how'ever, appear to be Avithout hope. 
Certainly, had he chosen to risk an 
assault with some trifling loss, the 
place might have been in his posses¬ 
sion ; but boats were not at hand in 
sufticient numbers, and besides, such 
a proceeding might not have^ecn po¬ 
pular Avith amateur soldiers. He 
asked me if I had brought any letters 
to him; I frankly OAvned I had not. 
“ Ah! ” ho said, “ you came from 
curiosity, that you might talk in the 
gay circles of London, of having seen 
the Vladika of Montenegro.” 1 did 
not say, that AA^ere I to do so, I should 
talk veiy unintelligibly to a gi*eat 
manyof my hearers. jVftcrour collation 
was finished, we rose and proceeded to 
the batteiy, if it could be honoured 
with such a name. But had its power 
been as extensive as the vicAv from it, 
it would have amply sufficed. The 
day Avas noAv most beautiful aud 
spring-like, and A'arious flowers, with 
sportive butterflies and other insects, 
enlivened the mountain side. The 
broad blue lake lay beneath, and in 
the extreme distance the position of 
Scutari itself could be distinguished. 
Three ranges of mountains Avere visi¬ 
ble, rising one above the other, till 
the snoAvy chains of Bosnia bounded 
the horizon. The cainiooade, as there 
was little to be apprehended, added 
to the beauty and interest. The 
Avreathiug of the white smoke on the 
Turkish tower, and the report borne 
along in the calm air, and echoed a 
dozen limes by the distant moun¬ 
tains — the gradual approach and 
whizzing of the balls, and the shot 
from our guns, as it hit the buildings, 
or occasionally bounded along the 
water, were all interesting iioveltie.s. 
I made a sketch, to the best of my 
ability, of every object of interest in 
the vicinity of this lovely spot. As 
regards mattera purely military, wo 
hfl3 three guns in operation—short 
tAvelves, as I have already mentioned; 
a rampart was before them, formed of 
earth, bound with stakes, and about 
three feet thick. I was told this had 
only been struck four times. Few 
people were about. Nor could gun¬ 
ners of fame have been in plenty, for 
I soon discovered Petrarca pointing 
the cannon. The shot also was of 
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different sizes—any that could be got, 
as Austria does not fEPv^our the impor¬ 
tation of warlike materials into Mon¬ 
tenegro ; and to this disparity of metal 
may be ascribed the constant difficulty 
which the Montenegrian gunners ex¬ 
perienced in hitting even the island. 
Still they kept the game alive, the 
Turks not giving one shot for three. 
They appeared to Iiave four guns, but 
their biggest was on the platform of 
the chief tower, a screen of masonry 
protecting it from lying entirely open 
to our position on the hill. They fired 
also several shells, but they did no 
damage, exploding high in the air. 
At length the Vladika approached the 
best cannon, anxious to display his 
skill, lie took a long aim, and then 
fired, exulting greatly when the ball 
struck the stone screenwork at top 
of the tower. This was just where he 
aimed, and it was the best shot by 
far that I had seen. A little dust 
seemed to fiy, but no further damage. 
The reply of the Turks came prompt¬ 
ly, but his highness did not honour 
their skill by even ducking below the 
rampart. IL lodged in tlie side of the 
hill several feet below us. AVc re¬ 
mained, enjoying the interesting scene 
and beautiful clay, till about one 
o'clock, when the Montenegrian bat¬ 
teries suspended operations from a 
temporary failure of ammunition. 
Being desirous of passing the night in 
less crowded quarters than the pre¬ 
vious one, we now took our leave of 
the Yladika, and returned to the ham¬ 
let we had left in the niomiiig; and 
liaving with some difficulty procu¬ 
red a pony, we set off to get as far* 
on our road to Cattaro as wt. could, 
not returning by Cettigna, which 
would have been round about, but 
entering the Austrian ten'itory above 
Budua and Castel Astua—Cattaro at 
present lying to the north-west of us. 
The boy who conducted this same 
pony, (a little mare, with a mule foal 
running beside her,) was the most 
unmitigated savage 1 have met with 
on my travels, though not more than 
fen years old. He was the ugliest 
little urchin I ever saw—his only 
clothing was a piece of an old sack 
and ragged opnnkas. After gallop¬ 
ing some distance to meet us, his 
mind misgave him as to his pistol, 
and he returned and made his father, 
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who was working in tlie field, ex¬ 
change with him. He then undertook 
to lead the pony, (the animals here 
do not go pleasantly unless led, and 
also by some one they are acquainted 
with,) which he did in the most des¬ 
perate manner, wallcing at about seven 
miles an hour. No concern of his 
what became of the knees of the oc¬ 
cupant, or with what stones or thorns 
they might be brought into collision. 
When he came to a precipice in the 
roatl, and there were many; down he 
jumped tugging the boast after him, 
and not looking behind once. All 
this time the foal kept jamming up 
against its motlier. It was soon evi¬ 
dent that tlie dismissal of this youth 
and his cattle was a sine <pia non^ as 
cautions were vain. But on a sum 
being offered which he considered 
less than his due, having come about 
a mile, he took his own 23art in a man¬ 
ner most edifying in one so 5 'oung; 
and had the retainers of our party not 
been as well provided as he, I be¬ 
lieve he would have pistolled the 
whole of us. At length, finding his 
efibrts fruitless, he sprang on the 
pon 3 % and putting her to her best 
pace, was soon out oS sight. About 
the same time wo fell in with two 
monks from the convent of Bercelli, 
who were on their way to pay their 
respects to the Vladika. This was 
fortunate, as we had intended to sleep 
there. These wore the only inmates, 
and had the key of the place with 
them. After treating the pai’ty to 
brandy, one of them turned back with 
us. lie was an old man, and he had 
to return a distance of twelve miles; 
but he never seemed to give this a 
thought. They were di-essed in black 
gowns, and high black caps. Our 
road lay through a populous district, 
and were the salutations Pe- 
traica received, coupled with en¬ 
quiries respecting us—long conversa¬ 
tions taking place over miles of inter¬ 
vening hill and dale. This time, I 
believe, I filled the part of the English 
ambassador. The outward appear¬ 
ance of our quarters, when we arrived, 
was not prepossessing; but the state 
of dirt of the best room could hardly 
have been anticipated. Its equal—I, 
speak advisedly—could not be found 
out of the country we were In. The 
floors mouldy and rat-eaton — old 
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shelves hanging about, containing 
every kind of I'ubbish — crusts of 
bread, a bit of tallow candle in a 
bottle—old cups and glasses in dif¬ 
ferent directions, with the remains of 
something in the bottom of every one. 
The only covering on the boards 
which formed the bed, was a sheep¬ 
skin blanket, very old and dirty, look¬ 
ing like the mother of ileas. Jt would 
take a page to mention the manifold 
horrors that presented themselves. 
At length, after a late bad supper, I 
felt repose desirable, be it where it 
might. Wo had stipulated, however, 
for the sole possession of this melan, 
choly dormitorj'’, and having made up 
the best bed 1 could, turned in wdth 
loathing j but the cold made one less 
particular, as it was Jiard frost, and 
the wiudOAvs had no shutter or fasten¬ 
ing of any kind. I found, liowever, 
there was one exception to om* sole 
right of tenure; no other than the old 
priest himself, whom I had shortly to 
got up and lot in. Poor man I he had 
nowhere else to go; and having given 
up his luxurious couch, he proposed 
for himself to court slumber on the 
top of an old chest—it looked Iiard, 
certainly, and tfio poor old man seem¬ 
ed ill at case. All night he rested 
none. lie groaned much, and was 
afflicted witli a cough and its usual 
results; and in each result he labour- 
edlong and streimoiisly, as though put¬ 
ting his whole soul in it, till a severe 
shock on the opposite wall showed 
the successful issue of Iiis exertions. 
We did not lie in bed next morning 
very long after waking, and by six 
o’clock were on our road, expressing 
a firm determination to reach Cattaro 
or perish, sooner than pass another 
night in a Montenegrian homestead. 
Tiiero was no other mule to be pro¬ 
cured to-day, so it was | case of 
riding and tying with the portmanteau. 
When the latter walked, it usually 
did so on the head of tiie poor w oman 
who brought the mule. The remainder 
of our luggage consisted of two car- 
pet-bagH, and Spiro and Melo slung 
one of tliese upon each of their guns, 
and proceeded merrily. We entered 
the Austrian territory by the village 
, of Braitsch. The people hereabouts 
are very poor and ilUolf. Our way 
overlooked the sea; Jielow us lay 
Bodua* We halted, to give ourselves 


and the mule a drink, by the foit of 
Stanivitch. Tkis was fomerly a 
convent, and under the dominion of 
Montenegro; but Austria has lately 
become possessor of it, through, I 
believe, a pecimiary arrangement with 
the Vladika. Ills territory, how¬ 
ever, at no time reached the sea in 
any part, though this is not distant 
above two or three miles; it was now 
a military post. A Moravian captain 
was in command, who most politely 
invited us to stay the night, fearing 
we should bo unable to reach Cattaro; 
hoAvever, it w'as then only four o’clock, 
the day was bright, and the sight of 
the sea encouraged ns. Besides, 1 
noticed a.//ca on the collar of his coat. 
AVc thanked liini for his kindness, 
and persevered on our journey. Our 
road lay nearly all on the descent, 
and while it w^as good, and the 
daylight lasted, we hurried forward 
with all speed. At length it became 
very rocky and precipitous; and, as 
the light soon failed entirely, it be¬ 
came necessary to mount the port¬ 
manteau, as it was not possible for any 
biped to sustain it longer on their head, 
and to maintain their equilibrium as 
w^cll. From very bad, things ggt to 
much worse. The track, as w^cll as 
the whole country, was composed of 
angular grey rocks, among which, in 
the now total darkness, it became 
nearly impossible to discern the path. 
These stones had a light appearance, 
and it was desirable to avoid bringing 
one’s shins in contact with them; but 
if a spot seemed dark, and might be 
imagined to be soft ground, it proved 
to be one of the villanous prickly 
bushes of the country. This shrub 
grows all over Albania and Dalmatia, 
and, I believe, in Italy; it is low and 
bushy, with abundance of flat round 
seed; the spines are set both ways, 
up and down the twig, and are the 
most malignant thorns 1 ever met 
with. Whatever part of your gar¬ 
ments they catch hold of, from that 
they have never been known to part. 
Presently our road became inhabited 
by a stream of water, and every step 
that avoided the stones was ankle- 
deep in mud. How the mule could 
have got on, as I could not see, I 
cannot imagine, but the box which it 
carried was not seriously damaged. 
The two guides in their opunkas 
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walked firmly, but the others were 
tumbling fireqaently. «Thc female who 
had come with us now fairly “ com¬ 
pounded," according to the sporting 
, phrase, and gave vent to her aulFcr- 
ings in tears and reproaches. This 
had, however, a reviving effect upon 
others of our party, who were near 
compounding themselves—^for 1 had 
rather been holding out the endurance 
of this poor woman, who had walked 
most of the day with a portmanteau 
on her head, as an example for imita¬ 
tion. The town of Cattaro at length 
became visible far below us, after 
almost the longest three hours I ever 
passed. At other times, 1 might have 
been tempted to derive amusement 
from the mishaps of my friends under 
similar circumstances; but at present, 
some of the party had been reduced 
to such desperation, that I began 
sometimes to doubt the favourable 
issue of our journey. 13y nine o’clock 
the land gates are closed, and this 
we had heard already strike. The 
sea gate is open for another hour. It 
was not till after this, that, havi’-.g 
gained the coast road which leads to • 
Cattaro from the south, we reached 
the town. There, a boat was re(iuisite 
to take us over the sea gate; but all 
the town boats had long since retired, 
and it took us at least half an hour 
to awake somebody on board a tra- 
bacolo in tho harbour. When at 
length wc were convoyed to the gate, 
a small gratuity to the sentinels 
gained us admission, and a little be¬ 
fore midnight wo found ourselves once 
more in our favourite inn. We re¬ 
mained some days at Cattaro, airang- 
ing for our depai'ture. Inuring this 
time, we heard that the Vladika had 
at length found his task hopeless, and 
abandoned hostilities. He had been, 
however, a week arriving at such a 
conclusion, and the sound of the can¬ 
nonade was heard during tho whole 
of the time occupied by our return. 
It was A pity to see a worthy poten¬ 
tate of moderate means spending his 
pocket-money so fruitlessly. The 
philanthropist will be glad to learn 
that no lives were sacrificed during 
this protracted siege. The Montene- 
grians, more modest than some of.ojir 
own neighbours on a late occasion of 
very similar glory, laid claim only to 
having wounded one man in the fort; 


but an Albanian bulletin might have 
denied even that. . 

Before concluding, a few furiher 
particulars concerning Montenegro 
will not be out of place. In former 
days, as I have observed, they were 
but a den of mountain thieves, dan¬ 
gerous to each other, andunapproach- 
able by strangers. At the present 
time, no country can boast superiority 
in cither of these respects. Indeed, 
in so small a community, ciime is 
rare, from the greater certainty of de¬ 
tection. I speak nothing, of course, 
of border pastimes with their neigh¬ 
bours ; and these, possibly, form a 
safety-valve to the pent-up propen¬ 
sities of the inhabitants. This im¬ 
portant change has been brouglit about 
within fifty years, but, most of all, 
during the twelve years tljat the pre¬ 
sent Vladika has reigned. But the 
VladikasAvhohaveeffected this change, 
actuated by the desire of improving 
the condition of their people, have been 
obliged to barter tlieir independence, 
in a manner, for Kussian gold, in order 
to give them the means of effecting it. 
I am not able to say when the sub¬ 
sidizing system first coniinenced, but 
at present the Vladika, as m cU as all 
the officials and senators, receive thcii* 
stipends. That of the Vladika anioimta, 
1 believe, to about eight thousand 
pounds annually; but this may in¬ 
clude a small tax of, I think, two shil¬ 
lings on each household, which is paid 
by the Montenegrians themselves. Of 
tlic senators, tJiere are forty who arc 
elected by the communes, and paid by 
llussia. There is also a force of eight 
hundred men paid, and residing in 
different districts, which forms an 
executive police; but there is nothing 
in the shape of a standing army. The 
Vladikas are appointed by the empe¬ 
ror in nepotal succession from the 
family oi Betrovitch. The present 
Vladika received his education at St 
Petersburg, and several of his ne¬ 
phews are now there, from whom his 
successor will be chosen. I am not 
acciuainted with the amount of tem¬ 
poral power possessed by the Vladika, 
but 1 should think it was subject to 
much restraint. I have heard that, 
on more than one occasion in the, 
senate, he has been personally threat¬ 
ened during the stormy debates which 
have occurred. Though he is generally 
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popular, it would seem that lici*e, as 
elEie^fhere, there exists a strong party 
opposed to all reform, and pining for 
the good bid days of general license. 
The demeanour of tlie Montenegrians 
to.their Vladika, though respecttul, is 
free and independent. On meeting 
hinf the hand is raised to the head, 
or, if near, tliey offer to kiss his hand. 
This salutation is paid to any ordinary 
priest, and occasionally, through all 
Dalmatia, to a stranger like myself. 
Russia, it will be seen, reigns as com¬ 
pletely in Montenegro as though its 
passes were occupied by her soldiers. 
The supplies stopped, all would be 
anarchy and confusion. Nor do the 
Montenegi'ians object to tliis in any 
way. Their personal independence is 
in no way compromised, and tlieir 
laws and usages remain unaltered. 
There is not a single Russian in Mon¬ 
tenegro, and, only knowing them at a 
distance, they regard them at present 
with hearty good-will. The Vladika, 
however, who reaps the greatest bene¬ 
fits, has, it would appear, to submit 
to a certain loss of freedom. During 
the past summer he visited. Trieste 
and Vienna; and I was informed, on 
good authority, had desired to go to 
England, but had been unable to ob¬ 
tain the permission of an emperor who 
seems determined no one shall travel 
but himself. The Vladika had cer¬ 
tainly expressed to me a hope that Jio 
should visit England some time. Thei-e 
can be no doubt that it is w^ell worth 
while thus to secure the alliance of 
the Montenegrians, for they would 
prove a bitter thorn in any collision 
either with Turkey or Austria. The 
country is divided into twelve military 
jurisdictions, nnder so many captains, 
and every man is bound to serve, 
though by what power, except incli¬ 
nation, 1 am sure I do not^now. I 
do not imagine that tliis has been 
particularly provided for, so willing 
are they to seiwe uncalled. 

The population.of Montenegro is at 
the present time not short of one hun¬ 
dred and twenty thousand souls. Of 
these, more than half would be ser¬ 
viceable were their own tenutory in¬ 
vaded ; for every boy of eight years 
old and upwards cairies a gun, and 
there is no reason he should not point 
it as straight as an old^jr person, pre¬ 
senting, at the same time, a smaller 


mark to the enemy. The women even 
occasionally assist, and at all times 
carry the ammunition and supplies. 

I used sometimes to think, when meet¬ 
ing one of these armed urchins, how 
ignominious it would be to be robbed 
by him; and yet, were he only cun¬ 
ning enough to keep out of arm's- 
length, I don’t exactly know bow it 
could be helped. The arms of tho^ 
Montenegrians consist of a long gun, 
usually veiy elegantly mounted, the 
stock short, and curved like a horse’s 
neck; round his waist is a belt with 
cartouch-boxes containing the spare 
ammunition, the cartridges for imme¬ 
diate use being in the pistol-belt in 
front. Here, in a leather case, is a 
mass of arms which occupy the same 
relative position to the weai-er as the 
youthful kangaroo to its pai'ent; here 
are a brace of pistols with a pointed 
pommel, and a yataghan, which is 
used in these countries to the entii-e 
exclusion of the sword, and which, 
from its position in the belt, does not 
get in the way when walking—the 
ramrod for the pistols also^ which in 
the East is a separate arm, contain¬ 
ing sometimes a dagger or a pair of 
tongs for adjusting tlie never-absent 
pipe, and a smaller knife is often slung 
on behind. In ordinaiy times, a yata¬ 
ghan or pistol may be dispensed with; 
but whatever may be the occupation 
of man or boy, the gun is never left 
behind, whether ploughing, or cutting 
wood, or caiTying the heaviest bur¬ 
dens. It is almost extraordinary that 
they should thus encumber themselves, 
as, within their own boundary, none 
are so safe, and their mountains seldom 
afford them a living mark. I believe 
it arises very much from a fondness 
for the weapon. The greatest care is 
taken of it, and it undergoes a com¬ 
plete cleaning after every shot. The 
arms of the people in general present 
a striking contrast to their di-ess. On 
the former they spend most of their 
spare money, and they are. kept in 
gi-cat order and cleanliness. The 
warriors, when they take the field, 
fight more for plunder than for honour 
and glory. The spoils of houses and 
farm-steads, or the arms or heads of 
their enemies, (a prisoner is never 
spared,) all form desirable piizes. It 
must be remembered their service is 
chiefly voluntary, and they receive no 
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pay. It is not their tactics to expose 
themselves much in battle. The grey 
rocks, which suit well the colour of 
their dress, afford a shelter, from be- 

• hind which they take well-directed 
aim. Every man acts to tlie best 
of his judgment—usually acute where 
self-preservation is the law; and 
their great activity and powers of 
endurance enable them, in their diffi¬ 
cult country, to contend with many 
advantages against regular troops. In 
1838, during a temporary collision 
with Austria, they gave as good as 
tliey received, to say the least; and 
perhaps it was owing to this that peace 
was so soon concluded. In such a 
country cavalry is out of the question, 
and horses are seldom used. The 

. Vladika himself possesses a consider¬ 
able stud. The dress of the people— 
at all seasons the same—consists of a 
white coat of coarse cloth, with gene¬ 
rally a blue edging, open in front, and 
reaching nearly to the knee. This 
has no buttons, but is fastened round 
the waist by a red sash. They are 
usually shirtless, and their hardy bo¬ 
soms brave the storm in all weathei*s. 
Around their shoulders is thrown a 
description of plaid, generally of a 
brown colour, about three feet wide 
and six feet long; and from keeping 
this in its proper position, a slight 
stoop becomes habitual. They have 
wide drawers of blue serge, or some¬ 
times of the material of theii* coats, 
which is thicker; of this also are their 
leggings formed. Under the opunkas 
is worn a thick woollen sock; but in 
wet weather the men and women 
usually go barefooted. On their head 
is a small round cap of scai'let or black 
cloth. Their custom is to shave the 
whole of the face excepting the mus¬ 
taches, as well as the sides and crown 
of the head; but from long neglect, it 
is often difficult to distinguish the fa¬ 
voured localities. Petrarca, in his 
avocation of barber, was in the great¬ 
est request. The costume of the wo¬ 
men does not differ widely, but the 
coat is longer, and a petticoat replaces 

• the blue drawers—ground their waist 
is a belt of great weight, about three 
inches wide, and of the thickest lea¬ 
ther, set with cornelians and other 
coarse stones, mounted in brass. The 
red cap is usual, and the hair is often 
prettily braided. I have seen some 
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head-dresses Composed of tiUver 
coins, if one of the people seeni t q be' 
in the habit of bathing washing, 
and they do not remove their gaSTi\ents 
at night. The children have often 
nothing but a shirt. As a nation they 
are healthy and robust, though fevers 
occur at certain times in some districts. 
Among the men two casts of features 
are general; the one, known among 
us as the “ Jack Sheppard face”—tho 
lower parts rather prominent, and the 
nose short and somewhat turned up, 
tho complexion and hair very dark. 
The other is very different, a bright 
colour and high handsome features; 
yet nearly every person one meets 
belongs to one of these two varieties. 
The latter is commonest atnong the 
tallest men. They have all very good 
teeth, and their expression is intelli¬ 
gent and good-humoured. As in fea¬ 
ture, so in stature, considerable uni¬ 
formity appears. Their height averages 
about five feet ten, with great deve¬ 
lopment of muscle. The wdtnen are 
relatively inferior in looks—they are 
broad and short, seeming to possess 
gi’cat strength; but the labour they 
undergo, aud the burdens they cany, 
appear inimical to bear.ty. They have 
often pleasant countenances and good 
brick-dust complexions. The Servian 
or Naski hero spoken is considered 
among the purest dialects of Sclavonic 
—it has a very pleasing sound, being 
softer and more melodious than tho 
Russian. My stay was unfortunately 
not long enough to obtain much know¬ 
ledge of it, and this want will suffi¬ 
ciently account for any enWs that 
may appear in my descriptions of what 
I did not personally witness; for it 
prevented that free intercourse with 
the people, by which a true insight to 
their manners can alone be acquired. 
Their lawg seem very simple; he who 
kills is killed—shooting beingtho mode 
of execution. He who robs must make 
good; and, as few of the people ai*e 
in abject poverty, this is usually done. . 
Should they fail, a summary flogging 
is inflicted. At Cettigna is a small 
prison; I believe there is no other. 
When any one is there confined, he 
trusts entirely to his friends for sub¬ 
sistence. They are gpod-humoured, . 
obliging, and extremely loquacious; 
but their conMnued spitting is very 
disagreeable. I witnessed no games or 
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diversions among them except the 
one-stringed fiddle*; but I understood 
that they have a few athletic sports, 
such as wrestling and putting the 
fttone. They often go to sea. I en¬ 
countered two among the crew of all 
Au^nan packet. They all profess the 
Greek faith, and are in their way very 
religious. When passing a church 
they bow and cross themselves, and 
perform all sorts of pious movements, 
which sometimes border on the ludi¬ 
crous. Before going to sleep they 
make long prayers. Trevious to visit¬ 
ing the Vladika, an armed Montene- 
grian entered in the moniing the house 
where "we slept, and casting aside his 
gun and cloak, d^mmcnccd reading 
mass to the assernblcji party. This 
was the priest of the parish. The 
older members of the coinmunity arc 
not usually very cnjigh'’tcncd; but 
through the schools established by the 
Vladika, "where iiisti'uction is dis¬ 
pensed jpatuitOusly, most of the rising 
generation can read and write their 
native language, and a sulBciency of 
neatfy printed books are issued from 
the press he keeps employecT at Cet- 
tigua. No social distinctions arc yet 
known amonif them, and the most 
perfect equality prevails—even the 
sons address their father by his Chris¬ 
tian name. The only exception is in 
the person of the Vladika—liis lot on 
the whole is not an enviable one. The 
only educated mind among the many 
—the only polished gentleman among 
simple peasants ; he is indeed an iso¬ 
lated being. Handsome and in tho 
prime of life, yet there must be none 
to ttiecr his lot, or lighten his soli¬ 
tude, nor any to whom he would 
Jove to transmit his mountain throne. 
In this respect the laws of liis order 
arc stringent, and the breath of scan- 
dal has never yet sullied hi^air name, 
though it is quite true that whilst in 
his native laud the temptations are 
not very severe. I should not be sur¬ 
prised if a report I heard curftnt 
should prove true, that he intended, 
at no very distant period, to relin¬ 
quish tba government of I^oiitene^o, 
and fifpend the remaioder ^ his ^ys 
amqng a people more coj^nial totho 
hBhiti& of a toau of Were 

he an aBa^Wfptehtat^, ^ extended 

his %t*ntrym«n 

jmightlle olMwed; bnt izrith his 
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constitutional power, the attempts he 
has been able tU make have been con¬ 
stantly thwarted by prejudice and ig¬ 
norance. Had he the privileges or the 
ties of an ordinary man, then, as we 
all know, the bairener the rocks, the. 
dearer seems the love of the native 
land; but, situated as he is, he can 
hardly be accused «f want of patmt- 
ism if his stay in Monteuegro slimlld 
not extend beyond the time required 
in saving sufticieut of his income to 
quit it. 

Our voyage from CnttaTo to Corfh 
was accomplished in a small traba- 
oolo—the San'Marco of Spalatro— 
having on board three men and a boy. 
These boats, though not fast, are very 
safe, and the Dalmatians in general 
manage small craft well. The north 
wind is scarce at this time of the year, 
but a beautiful tramoniana blew du¬ 
ring the time we were w^orkiiig out 
of the Bocca. This wc lost entirely, 
and not a breath moved its calm wa¬ 
ters. We had also to wait sonie hours 
at Tort Rosa, situated at tlie entrance 
of the Bocca, for our papers. By the 
time we were out at sea, the wind had 
nearly died away, and the next day 
found ns employed gatliering Mild 
pomegranates on the diisolatc shores 
near Antiversi, in Albania. Again a 
beautiful traiuoutana sprang up, and 
in" a vessel of first-rate sailing powers, 
M^ould almost have brought us in. All 
day M'e went gallantly along. The 
heads of i^ticazzo—DyrricUium of old 
■—began to appear, and soon we passed it 
in aibam. All night m c held on, and in 
the morning M^ere beside the 
scapulas A croceraunia,'' and in sight of 
the island of Sassina, near the harbour 
of Aviona. On we went still, till at 
length tlicre ajipearcd the land of the 
Phceacians, “ like a shield upon the 
sea; ’’ but there was a cloud over it 
which portended ill. It advanced 
towards us,, and extended rapidly. It 
■ was SGipn evident to the most san- 
,guine that the wind was changing, 
and thero was shortly no mistake 
about the matter, I implored our 
-skipper to keep on, though he tacked* 
td the coast of Apuila; but he knew 
his trade too well—the trade of a 
trabacolb counting in never losing 
^ sightf"^ sHore. So we were obliged 
to. put-ip#to "Avlpna harbour, deeply 
VlamentibojfL jfdayB jrero spent 
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her&) not during to land for fear of put- long an imprisontnent in this little tub^ 
ting ourselves in quarantine. Above with holes to creep ki about the size 
,tlie town rises the fortress of Cauina, of a dog-kennel, and in the roughest 
but all wears a ruined appearance, possible weather, to find ourselves in 
Thepeopleof the neighbourhood, called one of the most comfortable hotels in 
Chimariots, have the worst reputation Europe, and surrounded by old friends, 
of all the Albanians, The coast of Since my visit to Montenegro, the 
Albania between this and Corfu has Vladika went to Vienna—I believe to 
a very barren and inhospitable appear- gain the mediation of Austria coiiccm- 
auce. The snowy peaks of the Tindus iiig the disputedterritoiy of Lessandro, 
rise directly frpm the sea. A few After his return I understand he was 
buslies were visible on the mountains, visited by Lord Clarence Paget, com¬ 
bat timber of any size is scarce. Vil- manding her Majesty’s frigate L’^gle, 
lages and houses arc seldom seen. A who had been sent to gain some in¬ 
glad contrast was presented when, on formation regarding his territory ; so 
tlic teiitli day of our voyage, we ap- that, perhaps, a more accurate account 
preached the beautiful shores of Corfu; maybe obtained than what is to be 
and it wds no small comfort, alter so found in these rough notes. 


ESTHETICS OF DUESS. 

A Case op Hats. 

Of all the follies that can be fairly ourselves for this physiological fact- 
placed to the charge of the human for we presume it to be one of the 
race—and, Heaven knows, they are best ascertained phenomena connect- 

thick as gnats in a summer sunbeam ed with the genus homo—it is better 

—none can be laid at more people’s to take it as we fina’ it; and if w® 

doors than the fickleness and vagaries cannot hope to cure man of the ab- 
of the judgment in adorning, to say suiTlity any time this side of the mil¬ 
nothing of covering, man’s outer scaf- Icnnium, let us try if we cannot turn 

folding—the body. And the worst of the failing to some account, and make 
it is, that this folly-cap fits all men, it useful as'well as ornamental, 
from the lied Indian of America to Tiie chief quarrel to be picked with 
the sallow-faced, cyc-slitted Chinese; man for his dressing propensities, is 
and through all the robed pomp of the on the ground that he not only hides 
solemn Turk to the chattering and “and disfigures the fair proportions 
capering moukeyism of the Parisian bbstow'ed on him by. his Maker, but 
exquisite—there are fops every where, that he ever and anon loads hifnself 
As Mr Catlin will tell you, one of his with such masses of useless incongrui- 
lanky Ojibbeway, or Joway, or Cut- ties, that the very end and object of 
away, or Anyothcrkindo’way Indi- his care arc stultified. Instead of 
ans varies the feathers in his head- making himself smart, pretty, becom- 
(Iress, and sticks new tinsel on his ing, beautiful—or any other word that 
buffalo-mantle, whenever he can get you can find in the dandy’s dictionary 
them; spending as much time in be- —ho frequently succeeds in making 
painting his cheeks on a summer himself positively ugly—frightful, ib 
morning, as Beau Brummell, of de- the pure abstract sense of the term— ‘ 
parted memory, ever wasted in ty- or detestable, in the lingo of the 
ing his cravat. And so it has ever Stultzean tribe—and relapses, as a 
been—so it will ever be; man is not Frenchman would say, from civisib 
only a two-legged unfledged animal, to brutism : Ah I qud animal que 
but he is also a vain imitative ape, Vkomme! 

fond of his own dear visage, blind to But let it not be supposed that w6* 
his deformities, and ever desirous of speak of man only, ks applied to that 
setting himself off to the best advan- . ^eat branch & the species designated 
tf^ge. It is bf no use quarrclliDg with by the xndst experienced natto:^tn3t3 
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as homo vir; it is quite as true of the 
other moiety, the homo femina. If it 
he possible that a woman should ever 
be made frightful by any thing ox^pt 
age, then it is surely by dress; if a 
woman never does a foolish thing i^i 
any other way, yet at least she errs 
in Ifcr habiliments; if she be fickle at 
all, (and speak to the fact, ye dis¬ 
appointed bacheloi’s and ye com¬ 
plaisant husbands!) in what is she 
more fickle than in dress ? We 
might waste a life in finding a suit¬ 
able simile for her volatility in this 
matter: rainbows with changing co¬ 
lours, water on a windy day, the wind 
itself in the month of March, the 
much-desiderated perpetual motion; 
all are feeble similes to describe a 
woman’s fickleness in dress. Shall 
we liken it to her tongue’s untiring 
play ? or shall we not rather say tliat 
it is a psychological fact standing 2 >er 
86 f the concomitant effect and conse¬ 
quence of her beauty? But, dear 
creatures! we arc not going to quar¬ 
rel with them for what gives us so 
much unconscious pleasure, (we do not 
mean milliners’ bills, gentle reader;) 
we glory in living tinder a petticoat 
government, aiid in essentially petti- 
coatian times. All we shall do is fo 
give a word of advice; and in trying 
on their caps for them, we will show 
them the rationale of their bows and 
their lace, if they will only have the 
patience to sit still for the experi¬ 
ment. 

Before embarking on such an im¬ 
portant project, allow ns to say that 
wo arc not going to quiz old Whang- 
Fong for his pig-tail and peacock 
feathers, nor his Cannibalean majesty 
for his obstinate refusal to wear a 
decent pair of inexpressibles ; it is a 
stiff subject to meddle with the dress¬ 
ing propensities of people^ tliat live 
“ in many a place that’s underneath 
the world.” For all we care, Abd el 
Kader and his Arabs may stifle them¬ 
selves up in their greasy blankets 
swarming with ancestral vermin un¬ 
der a nearly tropical sun; and the 
good people of Igloolik may bedeck 
themselves with the spoils of fish, 
flesh, and fowl, to set the fashions of 
• the Arctic circle. We are going to 
speak merely of our home acquaint¬ 
ances and our Earoi>aan friends; if 
these only would be reasonable in 


their dress, what a new thing it would 
be in the world —quel progresl quel 
evenanent! 

The fundamental rule of dress we 
take to be the following—utility in 
all cases, ornament when practicable. 
The first should ever precede, and 
serve as the basis to the second; and 
it is the inversion of their duo posi¬ 
tions that causes so many applicates 
of the utile and the dulce to end in 
sheer absurdity. The usefulness of 
any article or system of dress depends 
entirely upon climate, modified of 
course by the occupation or pursuits 
of the wearer; the beauty of it or the 
suitableness of the ornament to the 
character of the vestment. ' We defy 
all the editors oii\\(iRecueilsdesMotles^ 
Petits Courtiers des Darncs^ Belles 
AssemhUes^ &c., with even the i)oet- 
laureates of Moses and Sou, llyam 
and Co., with the whole host of 
Israelitish schneiders, to find out a 
better ajsthetic definition of the law 
of dress than this. Who would have 
the effrontery to maintain that an 
Englishman, the very type of the use¬ 
ful at Calcutta in his cotton jacket 
and nankeens, would in the same ha¬ 
biliments be a suitably dressed man 
at St Petersburg ? and however much 
a well-set ring may oniameut an aris¬ 
tocratic finger, ({hough aristocratic 
fingers, like aristocratic hands, as By¬ 
ron observes, need no ornament to tell 
their origin,) who but an Otaheitan 
would admire the application of them 
to the gouty toes of some “ fine old 
English gentleman ? ” Usefulness 
first, then, and ornament afterwards; ^ 
think first of what you actually want ' 
for your health or comfort; cut your 
coat upon that pattern, clap on your 
lace afterwards; but enrich it only to 
improve its appearance, not to inter¬ 
fere with, to conceal, or to alter its 
original destination. 

To begin, however, methodically, 
let us take what are commonly under¬ 
stood by well-dressed English people 
of the present day, and let us criticise 
them from top to toe. And first, 
then, of a gentleman’s head —le chef 
as the French call it—and the chapeau^ 
its present gear. What a covering! 
what a termination to the capital of 
that liillar of the ci’cation, Man 1 what 
an ungi'acoful, mis-shapen, useless, 
and imcomfortable appendage to tho 
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seat of reason—the brain-box I Does 
it protect the head cither heat, 
cold, or wet ? Does it set off any of 
natural beauty of the human cranium? 
Are its lines in harmony with, or in 
becoming contrast to, the expressive 
features of the face ? Is it comfort¬ 
able, portable, durable, or cheap ? 
What qualities, either of use or orna¬ 
ment, has it in its favour that it should 
be the crowning point of a well-di’css- 
ed man’s toilet ? The hat is, beyond 
all doubt, one of the strangest vesti- 
mental anomalies of the nineteenth 
century. 

The history of the hat is this :—The 
simplest covering for a man’s head 
after his own unshorn locks—(do not 
remind us of the matted and livmff 
locks of the Indians or Hottentots)— 
must liavc been something like the 
(Tveek skull-cap. This we hold to 
have been the root, or nnclcns, of the 
hat; and yet even this cap had a fault 
in point of utility, for it failed to sha¬ 
dow the eyes: and on the earliest 
Greek inoiiuraents we hud a cap with 
a wide brim appended, or a flattish 
straw-hat following close upon the 
Phiygian bonnet. A light flattish hat 
has its recommendation in a warm 
country, but it will not do for the 
winds and storms of a northern clime; 
and hence all the old Gauls, the north¬ 
ern nations, the Tartars, and the pea¬ 
sants of Europe, for many a long cen¬ 
tury wore a modified cap—sometimes 
swelling out into ornamental propor¬ 
tions, at others shrinking into the 
primitive simplicity of the Phrygian 
or Greek cap. Shall wo confess it, fas¬ 
tidious reader ?—wc strongly suspect 
the cap worn by that idle fellow Paris, 
when ho so impudently ogled the god¬ 
desses on Mount Ida, to have been very 
similar to the good old bonnet de nmt 
of our grandfathers—(shall wc whisper 
it, of ourselves?) Yes, that little 
cocked-up corner at the top looks like 
a budding tassel; he never had such 
bad taste as to tie it with a riband 
round his brows; and we do not read 
in Homer that Helen, though a capital 
workwoman, ever gave him one; but 
we are inclined to believe that the old 
punty-dunty,pudding-bag-sliaped cap 
which is still worn by the French pea¬ 
santry in their field occupations, and 
is still patronized by a large portion 
of Queen Victoria’s loving subjects, is 


of the highest antiquity, and based, 
wc have no doubt, on utility. Wc 
must bo candid enough to say, that 
we jgive up the argument as to the 
inti'msic beauty of this species of cap 
—truly we think it the very type of 
all tli.at is slovenly; but for use, there 
is not a more comfortable, portable, 
pliable, buyable, and washable a com¬ 
modity, than your—nightcap are we 
to say ? no—than your bonnet Grec. 

Hats, properly so called, whether of 
cloth or fur, were evidently the inven¬ 
tion of some out-of-door people; but 
then they were not the brimless pyra¬ 
midal canisters of the present fashion, 
but were either caps with dependent 
brims, or else broad and flexible Spa¬ 
nish sombreros. The very idea of 
a hat is that of utility—something to 
keep ofl‘ the sun and the rain—any 
thing -will do for w'annth that will 
aid the hair in keeping in the natural 
caloric of a man’s head; and hence 
wc much doubt whether the Irish, 
that hot-headed nation, ever wore 
hats in early times. From the want 
of shade being early felt by civilized 
nations, more than shelter from rain, 
and from hat-shapes being found on 
early southern inomiinents, wc are in- 
dined to think that the hat was more 
extensively worn in Southern than in 
Northern Europe; more, as it is, in 
Southern England than in Northern 
Scotland, lienee, although wo find 
many iron skull-caps, like hats, used 
by the military in the fifteenth cen- 
tuiy; and although wo find traces of 
hats even in the plebeian costumes of 
the middle ages—^yet we look upon 
the Spanish and Italian hat of the six¬ 
teenth century, as the more immedi¬ 
ate origin of its degenerate successor, 
the actual chapeau. Wo need not 
trace the variations of its form through 
the seventeenth century, from the 
high-crooned things of Heniy III. of 
France, and James I. of England, to 
the graceful beavers of Louis XIII,, 
Philip III., and Charles I. of Eng¬ 
land ; tlie change was all in favour of 
the beaver; and certainly the hat 
reached its culminating point of ex¬ 
cellence during the reign of our mar¬ 
tyr king. Who has studied the splen¬ 
did portraits of Vandyke, or the heads 
of Rubens, and has not perceived the* 
uncommon grace given to them by 
the well-proportioned and not- cxges- 
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sire hat? Who does not remember 
the fine portrait of Rubens himself, 
with his black Spanish hat turned up 
in front, the very perfection of that 
style of head-dress? Put a modem 
hat by the side of this hat of Rubens, 
and say which bears off the palm; 
there can hardly be two opinions upon 
the subject. The great change of this 
hat took place, as is well known, in 
Louis XIV.’s court, where first of all 
feathers were laid all round upon the 
flat of the brim, and next the brim 
was edged with lace, and pinched or 
cocked up, for greater use in military 
service. It might have been useful 
for a military man, especially one who 
had to handle a bayoneted musket; 
but it was a fatal invasion of the prin¬ 
ciple of beauty to adopt a permanent 
cock. There is no doubt that the 
flat cocked hat, the small three-cor¬ 
nered piuched hat of the dJys of Louis 
XIV. and Louis XV., gave much 
smartness to the soldier, and much 
neatness to the civilian; the change, 
too, corresponded with other altera¬ 
tions of dress, from the loose and 
flowing, to the tight and succinct 
principle; but picturesque effect was 
entirely lost; all the sentimentality, 
all the romance of the hat, evaporat¬ 
ed in the formal cock. But this small 
flat hat of the seventeenth and eight¬ 
eenth centuries, was perfection and 
beauty itself, compared with the out¬ 
rageous and elevated cocked %at 
which came into fashion sometime 
before 1750, and which is the imme¬ 
diate prototype of the present military 
cocked hat. Here the principle of 
utility was entirely abandoned; it w^as 
sacrificed to the display of an unna¬ 
tural brim. The hat was no longer 
foxmed by the pinching up of a cir¬ 
cular brim of moderate dimensions; 
but three enormous flaps wre made 
to rear their unwieldy nei^t in the 
air, and were strengthened, stiffened, 
imd supported, against the envious 
winds, to tfle torment of the wearer, 
and to the disfigurement of his per¬ 
son. All through the first half of 
the tasteless reign of good old 
George HI., did this horrible co- 
teriu^disguise the beau’s head ; and 
*th;e OTfect be judged 

of by his ^andchildren, when they 
oontemplatd, not without awe, the 
liibicund figure of some metropolitan 


church-beadle with his large-^aped 
coat, silver-headed cane, and mon¬ 
strous three-cornered hat. Our mo¬ 
dem great ladies, strange to say, 
seem to have an especial affection for 
this hat, since they take particular 
care to have a couple of footmen be¬ 
hind their carriage glorying in this 
capital atrocity, while on the coach¬ 
box they encourage the i>lder foiin of 
the flat cocked hat of Louis XV. 

All cocked hats, be it observed, ai*o 
glorious rain-traps; the only im¬ 
provement they are capable of is one not 
yet patented, namely, the appending 
of neat flexible spouts, say of Macin¬ 
tosh cloth, from each corner, so as 
to convey the water in pleasant 
mcanderings over the back and coat¬ 
tails. In dry weather these spouts 
might be tied up, and would form 
gi*accfnl curves eitlier before, behind, 
or on one side of the cocked fla 7 >s, 
-while in a shower they would add 
dignity to utility, as they hung all 
adoAvn the back of the wearer. One 
kijid of utility, liowever, the old 
cocked hat certainly had; it served 
in some degi'oe, maiigrc the looping 
up of the brim, to shelter the face 
from the sun ; jiot indeed when worn 
full front, as it was in Dr Johnson’s 
time, and as we remember the house¬ 
hold troops used to wear it—bnt 
when, by a daring innovation of revo¬ 
lutionary times, it came to be fum¬ 
ed round on its human pivot, and lay 
gently athwart the line of vision. 
Thus it is that our generals wear it 
in this nineteenth century; thus it was 
that the Great Duke got all through 
Spain with it; though Napoleon, who 
greatly reduced its dimensions, al¬ 
ways kept to the orthodox full-front; 
and in all positions, except the latter, 
it certainly docs shade some portion 
of the face from the sun. But while, 
for example, the projection of one 
peak shades the nose, the ears and 
cheeks are left to fish for themselves; 
or else, if the hat wheels round again 
to the front, the ears come under its 
benignant shade, but the tip of the 
proboscis suffers awfiilly. The cocked 
fiat has always-been a two-homed 
dilemna over since the third peak 
moved np in the world from its ori¬ 
ginal position of horizontal equality, 
and aspired to be a near neighbour of 
the cockade or towering plume. 
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It was that wicked revolution of 
Francfe, or rather thaj dissolute time 
preceding it, which produced the most 
mischief in the hat Hue. Look at any 
of the pictures of that day—look at the 
portraits of the Convcntioualists — 
look at the old prints of country 
gentlemen hunting or riding races at 
Newmarket—remember the Sir .Fo- 
shuas in many a noble gallery ; and 
you will not fail to remark that the 
choice spirits of the day, the go-ahead 
lads of that time, had let down the 
flaps of their cocked hats into slouch¬ 
ing, and we must say, most slovenly 
circular brims. There was a sort of 
free-and-easy look affected in that 
day about the head, totally at enmity 
with the prim rigidity of tlm cocked 
beaver; you iniglit have taken off 
your chapeau rond^ as it then Ciimo to 
be called, and you might liavo sat on 
it—it would have been never the 
worse; but not so witli its stiff old 
father—no liberties were to be taken 
with him ; once sit upon him, and you 
would have crushed him for ever. This 
very diftbrence of hats marked a dif¬ 
ference of politics—at least in Franco. 
There the old chapeau a trois comes 
was the badge of the aristocracy : tho 
chapeau rond and the bonnet rouye 
were sworn brothers in the cause of 
democracy. The times were getting 
unhinged; all fashions were relaxing; 
so were public morals; so were pri¬ 
vate morals; so were men’s hats: hats 
and heads seemed to have a sympathy, 
and to have gone wrong together. 

And what has been the history of 
tho hat since that day ?—the civilian’s 
hat we mean. Who remembers the 
overlapping crowns which came into 
fashion soon after the great peace, at 
a time when Frenchmen wore theii' 
brims extravagantly pinched up at 
tho sides, and deeply pulled down fore 
and aft? Sometimes the hat rose up 
in pyramidal majesty; sometimes it 
was shut in like a telescope wanting 
to be pulled out. And then every 
kind of fancy man had a fancy hat: 
there was the Neck-of-nothing hat, 
the Bang-up, the Corinthian, the 
Jerry, and the Logic; or else dis¬ 
tinguished leaders of ton lent their 
names to it, and we had the Peter¬ 
shams, the Barringtons, &c. Through 
every degree of absurdity has the 


chapeau rond passed, until it seems to 
have settled down into that quiescent 
state of mediocrity which marks the 
decline of empires and of hats. The 
brim is no longer only half an inch 
broad as it waa once, nor four inches 
broad as we also remember it: it 
seems to vary between the limits of 
one inch and two—a breadth just suf¬ 
ficient to let the lino of shade, when 
the head is erect, come upon the eye¬ 
lids, and just sufficient to clear tho 
ears. But if the head be moved ever 
so little, or if the rain come down 
ever so slantingly, the services of tho 
hat are at an end: it is well enough 
to intercept any thing coming down 
perpendicularly, but “ slantendicu- 
larly,” as friend Slick says—no. Its 
present height is just enough to pre¬ 
vent your wearing it in a carriage, 
and such, too, as to give a moderate 
wind a good purchase upon it: the 
substance is suclj that the least ex¬ 
posure to wet ruins it, whether of 
beaver or silk; a moderate blow will 
crack or break its form; and for tho 
first week, if you have any thing like 
a sensitive head, or any bosses of un¬ 
known qualities protruding from your 
cranium, you arc doomed to inces¬ 
sant hcadachs from haft-pinchings. It 
has no properties of usefulness to re¬ 
commend it, and none of ornament, 
saving this—if it can be called such— 
the being an invaluable appendage for 
a little man to make himself appear 
tall. What a wide interval from ithe 
simplicity of its Phiygian original! 

Having, therefore, criticized our 
present head-gear, and condemned 
our hats, without pulling them to 
pieces, let us enquire what a proper 
covering for tho head should be: first 
of all in point of usefulness, and next 
in point of comely appearance. But 
let no man vainly imagine that wo 
expect lo suit the fancies of all the 
creatures privileged to wear hats, or 
even to cover their heads ; we do not 
pretend to invent, or decide upon^ 
any one given type or form of head¬ 
dress. So many are the wants of a 
man in covering his head, so widely 
differing from each other are the exi¬ 
gencies of different people, that uni¬ 
formity in hats is to be given up as a 
bad job: to attempt it would foiHlie 
strength of^.a Hercules; the utmost 
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wc can hope to effect is to lay down 
certain limits for the valuations of this 


apex of human pride. 

For us, then, who live in a climate 
rainy, windy, hot, and cold, all within 
any twenty-four hours of the year, just 
as the case may be, it is plain that we 
want for general use something that 
will De proof against the atmospheri¬ 
cal accidents that may befall any man 
who goes abroad to take the air. And 
here let it bo observed, that in reason¬ 
ing about hats, all thoughts about 
that effeminate invention, the um¬ 
brella, ai‘o to be laid aside. This utensil 
is truly a disgrace to the manhood of 
the times; and its existence, by allow¬ 
ing people to dispense with warm 
cloaks and other anti-rain appliances, 
has caused more disease, in letting 
them catch cold, than any thing else 
we know of. Our stalwart ancestors 
did ainirably S^'ell without umbrellas; 
they wore good cloaks or coats, and 
broad beavers to keep the rain out of 
their necks, faring not a jot the worse 
fpr it. Umbrellas are only fit for nicn- 
milUncrs, Cockney travdlei-s, and 
women. The nature of a hat, w'o 
flatter ourselves, is something inde¬ 
pendent of cotton and whalebone; and 
instead of the ufnbrelia claiming pre¬ 
cedence over the hat, the hat, we take 
it, should be above the umbrella. An 
Englishman's hat, then, should be 
something that will keep the rain ofl' 
his face and neck when the weather 
is bad, and shield his eyes from the 
glare of the sun on the few days when 
sunlight is oppressiv'o—and these two 
requirements settle at once, on all 
principles of common sense, that a 
man, if he has only one kind of cover¬ 
ing for the head, should have a hat 
witl. a broad brim. This is the very 
foundation of the definition of an use¬ 
ful hat, providing that a hat is really 
to be the thing worn for protteting a 
man's upper story. Usefulness will 
also decide against height in the 
crown. Cui bono this same high 
crown of ours, that looks more like 
a watering-pot deprived of its spout 
and handle than a reasonable article 
of human apparel? Down with the 
crowns, say we! If you will wear a 
hat, down with your crown. You 
nowy-pat down youi' half-sovereign or 
sovereign, or whatever you please, 
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for your new hat first of all, but down 
with your crown too. Here, ^ntle 
reader, you will exclaim against our 
taste, and will protest that we would 
sacrifice every thing to that homd 
utilitarian principle, which opposes all 
ideas of beauty and poetry. We are 
free to confess that, in our opinion, 
there is not much poetry to be made 
about such a subject—unless some 
obsolete verses, “ All round my hat,” 
may be alleged to the contrary; but 
as for the beauty of the head-piece, 
we protest that we admit its existence, 
and think that it should be consulted 
by whomsoever would pay proper at¬ 
tention to his own outward appearance. 
The merely useful may possibly make 
the shape approximate to that of a 
Ciuaker’s or a jaiwey’s, but the beauti¬ 
ful has to elevate and modify it into 
the mystical proportions fit for a man 
of taste. One other quality, liowever, 
which is intimately connected with 
the useful, has to be noticed. Tlic 
substance should not bo hard and un¬ 
yielding. Witness, yt reminiscences 
—ye painful images of bygone licad- 
achs, even yet flitting through our 
brain like Titanic thunderbolts I—ac¬ 
cursed be the memory of that fellow 
Tightfit in Old Bond Street, who used 
to screw his hats on our cranium when 
we were young, and cre London had 
awakened us! As you value your com¬ 
fort, dear reader, never purchase a 
hard hat. A hard heart may be boi’iie 
with, but a hard hat—never! And 
last of all, a hat should be light—yes, 
the lighter the better—light as a gos¬ 
samer web, though 'tis a simile that 
will not bear stretching. You may 
have the misfortune to be a heavy- 
headed man, but do not add to it that 
of being heavy-hatted. Avoid the 
extremity of suffering; and observe 
the climax of ill from which we would 
shield your head—a narrow-brimmed, 
hai’d, heavy, hi^h-croTOcd hat— 

“ roh yatf ^^OTo/f 
KetKCv'^ 

The covering of the head, then, 
must have its usefulness made orna¬ 
mental, if not beautiful; and the due 
ornamentation of it will depend prin¬ 
cipally upon its form, but also upon 
its colour and material. Now, form 
is the principal thing; every one that 
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has half an eye for art will tell you 
this—^"tis an admitted axiom. Either, 
then, the shape of the*covering should 
conform to that of the head, or it 
should not, and we take our ground 
in support of the latter position. The 
natural form of the head is deter¬ 
mined by the rotundity of the cra¬ 
nium, beautifully modified by the 
waving curls of the hair—wc speak 
of the abstract well-formed head; and 
nothing that approaches to the same 
shape will ever do more than give a 
bad substitute for the outline of the 
head as nature framed it. Any cover¬ 
ing conceals the hair; and if you 
remove from sight this intrinsically 
beautiful integument, it is a principle 
of bad taste to put in its place only a 
poor copy of the same contour. If 
you cover the head, cover it with 
something that forms lines not curv¬ 
ing like the skull, nor yet so angular 
as to create too striking an opposi¬ 
tion of ideas in the mind of the be- 
boldcT. A close-fitting untasscled 
skull-cap does not improve the form 
of the head, for it is not lialf so grace¬ 
ful as the hair; but a square hat or 
a i)yramidal cap is truly detestable. 
This is the reason why the common 
nightcap is ugly ; it fits the head too 
closely, and its upper end conveys tlic 
ludicrous idea of something made to 
be pulled at. On the other hand, the 
double nightcap, pulled out and al¬ 
lowed to hang doMui on one shoulder, 
Sjiauish fashion, is less ugly—though 
far removed from our own ideas of 
beauty—because it introduces a new 
system of curves, and acts as a kind 
of dependent drapery to compensate 
for the concealment of the hair. Here 
is also the reason why the common 
liat is so frightful; it gives us straight 
or nearly straight lines, going up¬ 
wards like tangents from the oval of 
the face, and cut off above by another 
straight line (the section of the crown) 
at right angles; all su(?.h lines and 
angles ai’C foreign to the face and 
head. The common nightcap is too 
familiar, the common hat too stiff. 
Observe the lines of the face and 
head; the projection of tlio nose, tho 
rounded angularity of the chin ; the 
vertical section of the head affording 
cuiwes with decided yet harmonious 
irregularities; the horizontal section 
producing a nearly regular contour. 


Well, it is upon principles of this kind 
that the covering of the head should 
be beautified. STow, we profess our¬ 
selves unable to make any better 
reconciliation of tho useful with tho 
beautiful for this pm-pose, than in tho 
small, flexible, light, and broad-brim¬ 
med bat, which is still to be founjl in 
some Spanish and Italian pictures; 
a hat not quite so large as that worn 
in the reign of Charles I., yet with 
all its freedom and capability of as¬ 
suming a variety of gi-accful forms; 
not so stiff as the beaux of the Spanish 
court, and the rakes of our own mcr- 
vy monarch’s palace made it; not so 
formal as we know James 1. and Lord 
Bacon used to wear; but something 
between all these three types. Tho 
prevalence of straight lines in it should 
be avoided without its appearing slo¬ 
venly, and its dimensions should be 
such as to consult convenience with¬ 
out relapsing into a homely vulgarity. 
Sucli a kind of hat admits of any fur¬ 
ther ornament which the fancy of the 
wearer may induce him to add; a 
feather, a band; a buckle, or even a 
plain button for occasionally looping 
up the briin on one side or other, 
(not two sides, for it would return to 
the old cocked hat,)—aby of these ex¬ 
traneous additions would liamonizo, 
and would be in due chaa-acter with 
its shape. Such a hat would ccrteiiu- 
ly be useful; and that it would be 
ornamental we have only to decide by 
consulting om’ eyes, and by looking at 
our ancestors’ portraits of the seven¬ 
teenth century. 

But there is another kind of cover¬ 
ing for the licad, which, for its pecu¬ 
liar ^rposes, seems to us more useful 
and more oniamcntal even than this 
hat; we allude to the common round 
travelling cap, the ofiicers’ undress 
cap in the British anny. Are you 
going ajoarnoy? have you any rough 
work to do? have you got a head- 
ach and want something light? would 
you put on something that will -not 
spoil by being pulled about, sat «i, 
^Icpt on, and stood on ? something 
handy, useful, comfortable, and withal 
good-looking?—What do you do? you 
get a foraging cap. Every man looks 
well in a foraging cap ; it harmonizes 
with every body’s face: it makes tJar'* 
old look young, and the young look 
smart: it is without pretence, plain 
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in detail, and yet elegant in outline: 
it has no straight lines in it, and yet 
its curves are in contrast with thOso 
of the head; they run in opposite di¬ 
rections : and the shade of the cap, if 
it has one, emulates the decisiveness 
of the nose, and gives character to 
the .profile of the head, just as the 
nose gives point and force to the face. 
Nothing so easily admits of suitable 
ornament: a plain band—a golden 
one—or even a coloured one—makes 
it suitable to the various ranks and 
occupations of men : while its mate¬ 
rial, admitting of infinite variety, ac¬ 
cording to the taste of the wearer, 
never injures the source of its beauty, 
its form. The cap fails in only one 
thing; it is unfit for rainy weather ; 
it will only do for dry days. Do not 
attempt to put a fiap behind it, and 
tie it under your chin—you at once 
convert it into an ugly nightcap ; its 
curves then imitate those of the head, 
and the ridiculous takes the place of 
the becoming. For three hundred 
days, however, out jof the tlu’cc hun¬ 
dred and sixty-five, sUoh a cap may 
be worn wdth the greatest comfort and 
advantage: while, for simplicity and 
elegance, it has no rival. We exclude 
most vigorouslJ''aU other kinds of caps; 
we admit nothing but the common 
round foraging cap, with a small shade 
ovewthc eyes; we especially set our 
faces against the little quirked Iligli- 
land cap, now revived, and becoming 
popular among the southrons. This 
cap has part of its curves—those be¬ 
hind the head approximating too 
closely to the curve of the skull: in 
fact, at the hinder part it is a ^ull- 
cap ; whereas, the other part or the 
curves in front are too much in oppo¬ 
sition to the outline of the face: they 
bend over and foim an unpleasant 
contrast with the nose and chin : they 
are deficient in the shade oi^visor, and 


there is not one man in a thousand 
whose face they^suit. All fancy-caps 
with whalebone, falling tops, angular 
projections, &c., we utterly abomi¬ 
nate ; we pin our feith to the quiet, 
unsophisticated, gentlemanlike cap 
worn by our officers : it beats almost 
any other head-dress in the world. 

The prevailing tendency of the ago 
is to avoid distinctions of dross ex¬ 
cept in the value of the material, and 
then only between the two groat di¬ 
visions of society—the affluent and 
the poor. Hence all ornament seems 
to be a superfluity, except upon occa¬ 
sions of public display or military ser¬ 
vice ; and men will not now listen to 
any one who advises them to put fea¬ 
thers and gold lace on their hats and 
caps: they would as soon think of 
returning to the embroidered coats of 
their grandfathers. The principle is 
a good one : in the palmy days of 
Rome, the differences of dress bore no 
proportion to the differences of sta¬ 
tion ; distinction in dress was the fail¬ 
ing of the middle ages, a consequence 
of some lurking seeds of northern 
barbarism, which are only now ceas¬ 
ing to be propagated. Wc seem, like 
the great men of the Eternal City 
eighteen hundred years ago, to be 
looking more at the inward worth and 
influence of a man, than at his out¬ 
ward state and dress ; and it is a good 
sign of the times ; it is a reasonable 
inclination of the mind; but it con- 
nnes the exercise of taste in dress. 
Men of the present day are deter¬ 
mined to bo plain about the head as 
well as about the body; all ornament 
of head-dress they have left to sol¬ 
diers and to the fairer half of the 
creation :—sed hcRc ftactenus —we re¬ 
serve our remarks on the coiffures of 
these two classes for another oc-casion. 

H. L. J. 
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Guardsmen have at all periods 
been a racketing, rollicking set of 
fellows. Whether ancients or mo¬ 
derns, infidels or Christians, praeto¬ 
rians or janissaries, the mousquetaires 
and Scottish arcliers of the French 
Lonises, or the lifeguards of “ bonnie 
Dundee’s” own regiment, they have 
always claimed, and usually enjoyed, 
a greater degree of license than is ac- 
coi’ded to the more unpretending sol¬ 
diery of the lino. The first in the 
field, and the last out of it, they have 
sometimes seemed to think that, by 
thrashing the king’s enemies, they 
acquired a right to baton his subjects, 
that captured citiSs atoned for the 
wrongs of dt'luded damsels, and that 
each extra blow struck in tlic fight, 
entitled them to an extra bottle in 
the barrack-room. On duty, disci¬ 
pline—off duty, dissipation—seems 
to have been the motto of these gen¬ 
tlemen ; and if it be the case, that they 
occasionally forgot the former part of 
their device, it, on the other hand, is 
no where upon record, that they wore 
oblivious of its latter portion. Fight¬ 
ing hard and drinking hard, living 
hard and dying hard, the bravest men 
and most desperate dcbancliees of all 
countries, have worn the uniform of 
guardsmen. 

Our old friend, M. Alexandre Du¬ 
mas, who, if we may believe one of 
his biographers, passes twelve hours 
a-day in driving a gooscquill for the 
entertainment and particular edifica¬ 
tion of his countrymen, foim(J himself, 
one fine morning, desperately at a 
loss for something to write about. 
He is, perhaps, not the first writer of 
fiction who has been in a like predi¬ 
cament ; and even if he were, it would 
be neither wonderful nor unpardon¬ 
able, seeing that his average rate of 
production is about three volumes per 
month. There is a limit to all things, 
even to the imagination of a French 
romance writer: andM. Dumas, with¬ 
out exception the most prolific of mo¬ 
dem scribblers, was for once hard up 
for a subject. 

VMpital n'est pas pour lei chtenSy 
says the French proverb'. It oc- 
eorred to M. Dumas, that the league 


or two of books In the Bibliothfeque 
Royale were not placed there for the 
mere purpose of astonishing provin¬ 
cials, or causing English tourists to 
stare and lift up their hands in admi¬ 
ration ; but that ono of the objects of 
their preservation might well be, that 
they should aflbrd suggestions to any 
distinguished UtUratmr who happened 
to bo, like himself, in want of aji idea. 
Emerging, therefore, from his com¬ 
fortable abode in the Chaussee d’An- 
tin, ho turned his steps in the direc¬ 
tion of the royal library, and was 
soon up to his ears in dusty tomes 
and jaundiced parchments. After 
much rescai'cii, he discovered a folio 
manuscript, numbered, as he tells us 
in bis ])rcface, 4772 or 4773, and pur¬ 
porting to be a memoir, by a certain 
Count do la Fere, of events that oc¬ 
curred in France towards the latter 
part of the reign of Louis tlie Thir¬ 
teenth. Upon perusal, ho found this 
MS. so interesting, that he applied 
for, and obtained permission to publish 
it; and the memoir \fx question saw 
the light under the iitlo of Les Trois 
Mousqueiaires. 

The piquant and interesting matter 
contained in this book, caused Tt to 
be much read, and numerous persons 
were curious to see 1 he original manu¬ 
script. To their infinite sui'prise, how¬ 
ever, they could obtain no mccount 
whatever of such a document; and 
what was still move provoking, the 
libmrians seemed to look upon them 
as insane when they asked for it. 
There was much running up and down 
the library stairs, much mounting 
upon step-ladders, and tumbling of 
paper and parchment, mncli giumbling 
of pnzzle’d librarians and disappointed 
applicants, until at last, the most ob¬ 
stinate became convinced that the 
aforesaid MS. had no existence save 
in the imagination of M. Dumas, who 
had, as it is vulgarly styled, “ taken 
a rise ” out of the public. 

In the spring of the year 1625, 
a young Gascon gentleman named 
D’Artagnan, left his home to segk 
fortune at Paris. Ho was mounlea 
on an ill-looking cob, some fourteen 
years of age—^that is to say, within 
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foui: years as old as its rider; the 
s^vord which his father buckled on 
him at parting, was more reinarkat>le 
for its length than its elegance; his 
jim'sc contained fifteen crowns, and 
his valise a couple of^hirts. To com¬ 
pensate for this meagre eqaipmeut, he 
rodq like a Tartar, and fenced like a 
St George; and was moreover possess¬ 
ed of tlircc qualifications invaluable 
to a man who has his way to make in 
the world—a clear hcatl, a light heart, 
and a courage that nothing could 
daunt. One thing more ho had; a 
letter of recommendation from his 
father to Monsieur dc Treville, cap¬ 
tain of the mousquetaires, or body¬ 
guards, of his Majesty Louis the 
Thirteenth. 

Nearly the last words of the 
worthy old Gascon, who was com¬ 
pelled by his poverty to send liis son 
forth into tlic world thus slenderly 
provided, were an injunction to hon¬ 
our the King and Cardinal lUchclieu, 
then in the zenith of his power, and 
to fight as often as he could get an 
opportunity. With such counsels yet 
ringing in his ears, it is not suiprising, 
that before reachingParis youngD’Ar- 
tagrian gets into a very pretty quarrel 
against overpo?rcriug odds, is some¬ 
what maltreated, and, while sense¬ 
less from the blows ho has received, 
has his letter stolen from him by an 
emissaiyof the Cardinal, aniongwliosc 
political enemies M. dc Treville stands 
in the foremost rank. The young ad- 
venturor, however, consoles himself 
for his loss, shakes his feathers, and 
arrives at Paris without further ac¬ 
cident. Before entering the capital 
he disposes of his horse, of whose un¬ 
couth appearance he is heartily asham¬ 
ed ; and after improving his toilet as 
well as his scanty wardrobe will allow, 
he proceeds to the hotel of Monsieur 
de Treville, where he falls iif with the 
three mousquetaires who give a title to 
the book, in which, however, D*Artag- 
nan plays the most conspicuous and 
important part. He finds the hotel 
Treville thronged with applicants for 
an audience, petitioners, mousque- 
toireS) and lackeys bearing letters 
from pereons of the first importance. 

in his name, and after some 
admitted. Here is M. Du- 
mas’ flaunt of the interview. 

“ Hon^nr de Treville was that 
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day in a particularly bad humour; 
nevertheless ho returned D’Artaguan’s 
profound bow with a polite inclination 
of the head, and smiled at the strong 
Gascon accent in which the young man 
uttered his compliments. The sound 
recalled to his mind his own youth 
and his native country, two things 
of which the recollection is apt to make 
most men smile. He then waved 
his hand to D’Artagnan, as if request¬ 
ing him to have a moment’s patience, 
and approaching the door leading to 
the anteroom, he called out in an im¬ 
perious and angry tone — 

“ ‘ jftlios! Porthos! Aramis!’ 

“ Two mousquetaires, who had al¬ 
ready attracted D’Artagnan’s atten¬ 
tion, left the groups of which they 
formed a i)art, and entered the 
audience chamber, of which the 
door was immediately closed bcliind 
them. 

There was a remarkable contrast 
in the appearance of these two guards¬ 
men. One was a man of gigantic 
stature, loud-voiced, and of stern and 
haughty countenance; the other, OJI 
the contrary, was of gentle and na)*re 
physiognomy, with smooth rosy checks, 
a soft expression in Ills black eye, a 
delicate mustache on his upper lip, 
white hands, and a voice and smile 
remarkable for their mildness. The 
bearing of these two gentlemen upon 
entering the presence of their captain, 
showed a happy mixture of submis¬ 
sion and dignity, whicli excited the 
admiration of H’Artagnan, who was 
already disposed to look upon the 
mousquetaires as demigods, and upon 
their chief as an Olympic Jupiter, 
armed with all his thunders. 

“ Moi?sieur do Treville took two or 
three turns np and down tl»e apart¬ 
ment, silent, and with a contracted 
brow, passing each time before Por¬ 
thos and Aramis, who remained mute 
and immoveable as if upon the* pa¬ 
rade ground. Suddenly he stopped, 
and measured them from head to foot 
with an angry glance. 

“ * Do you know what the King told 
me, gentlemen, and that no longer 
agO' than yesternight ? Do you know, 
I say, what his Majesty told me? ’ 

“ ‘No,* replied the two guardsmen 
after a moment’s silence. ‘ No, sir, 
we do not know it.’ 

“‘But I hope you will do us the 
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honour to inform us,’ said Aramis 
in his most polite tone, and with his 
most graceful bow. 

“ ‘ He told me that henceforward 
he would recruit his mousquetaires 
from among the guards of Monsieur 
le Cardinal.’ 

“ ‘ Among the guards of Monsieur 
le Cardinal! And why so?’ demand¬ 
ed Porthos abruptly. 

“‘Because he finds that his o^vn 
sour wine requires to be improved by 
tlie admixture of some more generous 
liquor.’ 

“ The two guardsmen coloured up 
to the eyes. l)’Artagnan felt uncer¬ 
tain whother he was standing on his 
head or his heels. 

“ ‘ Yes,’ continued Monsieur de 
Treville with increased vivacity, ‘ and 
his Majesty is right; for, by iny honour, 
tlic mousquetaires cut a sorry figiu'o 
at the court! Monsieur le Cardinal 
was relating yesterday at the King’s 
card-table, in a tone of condolence 
that displeased me no little, how those 
infernal mousquetaires, those mhrettj's 
as he ironically called them, had for¬ 
gotten themselves over their bottle at 
a tavern in the Hue Ferou, and how 
a patrol of his guards had found it 
necessary to arrest them. I thought 
he was going to laugh in my face as 
he said the words, looking at me all 
the time with his tiger-cat eyes. 
Morbleu! you ought to know some¬ 
thing about it. You were amongst 
them; the cardinal named you. Moiis- 
qnetaires, indeed, who allow them¬ 
selves to be aiTested I But it is my 
fault for not choosing my men better. 
What the devil possessed you, Aramis, 
to ask me for a guardsman’s unifonn, 
when a priest’s surplice would have 
fitted you better? And you, Porthos, 
what is the use of your wearing that 
magnificent embroidered sword-belt, 
if the weapon it supports is of such 
small service to you ? And Athos, I 
do not see Athos. Where is he ? * 

“ ‘ Sir,’replied Aramis gi'avely, ‘ho 
is ill—very ill.’ 

“ ‘ Ill, say you ? And of what dis¬ 
ease ? ’ “ 

“ ‘ It is feared that it is the small¬ 
pox, sir,’ replied Porthos, who was 
desirous of putting in a word. ‘ It 
would be a great pity, for it would 
assuredly spoil his appearance.’ 

‘^^The small-pox! A fine story 
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indeed! The small-pox at his age! 
Net so I But wounded, I suppose— 
killed perhaps. Sangdteu I Messieurs 
les Mousquetaires, I insist upon your 
ccItsiDg to frequent taverns and places 
of bad repute: I will have no more 
brawling and sword-playing in the 
public streets. I will not have* my 
regiment made a laughing-stock to 
the Cardinars guards, who are brave 
fellows, prudent and quiet—who do 
not get themselves into trouble, and 
if they did, would not allow themselves 
to be arrested. Not they! *Thcy^ 
would sooner die upon the spot than" 
recede an inch. It is only the King’s 
mousquetaires who run away or ai'e 
taken prisonci's.’ 

“ Porthos and Aramis trembled 
with rage. TJjcy w'ould willingly 
Jiave strangled their chief, if they 
had not felt that it was the great 
aftVctiou he boro them that induced 
him to speak thus harshly. They bit 
their lips till the blood came, and 
clutched the hilts of their swords in 
silent fury. Several of the guards¬ 
men in the anteroom, who had heard 
Monsieur dc Trevillc’s summons to 
Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, and sus- 
spccted what was goijjg on, had ap¬ 
plied their cai's to the tapestry, and 
lost not a word of their captain’s rc- 
I)rOaches, which they repeated to 
those around them, who in their turn 
repeated them to their comrades on 
the staircase and in the courtyard. 
In an instant, from the anteroom to 
the street, all was commotion. 

“ ‘ Ila! his Majesty’s mousqiie- 
taircs allow themselves to be arrested 
by the Cardinal’s guards! ’ continued 
Monsieur dc Treville, who was as 
furious as his soldiers. ‘ Aha! sirs, 
six of his Eminence’s guards arrest 
six of the King’s! Morbleu! I have 
made up,;ny mind what to do. I will 
go at once to the Louvre, resign my 
post as captain of mousquetaires, and 
solicit a lieutenancy in the Cardinal’s 
guards; and if I am refused, morbleu I 
I will turn priest! ’ 

“ At these words the murtnur out¬ 
side the audience chamber became an 
explosion. On all sides oaths and 
blasphemies were resounding. D’Ar- 
tagnan looked about for a place^Tq^ 
hide himself. He felt a strong iircli- 
natlon to get under the table. 

« ‘ Well, captain,* said Porthos, ’ 
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who WM feompletely beside himself “ ‘ I was telling these gentlemen,’ 
with rage.anld vexation, ‘ the truth is said he, ‘ that 1 forbid my mousque' 
that we were six against six; but they taires to expose their lives without 
attacked us treacherously; and before necessity; that brave men are very 
we could draw a sword, two of us dear to the King, and his Majesty' 
were dead men, and Athos desperately knows that his mousquetaires are the 


wounded and equally useless. You 
know Athos, captain ; well, twice he 
tried to get up, and twice he fell down 
again. Nevertheless, %ve did not 
yield ourselves prisoners; wc were 
taken off by main force, and on the 
way to the guard-house we managed 
to break away from them. As to 
Athos, they thought him dead, and 
loft him on the ground. That is the 
real truth of the matter. And Avhat 
then, captain! One cannot win every 
battle. The great Poinpcy lost that 
of ITiarsalia, and Francis L, who, 
from what I have heard, was no fool 
in the fighting way, got roughly han¬ 
dled at Pavia.’ 

“ ‘ And I have the honour to assure 
you, sir,’ said Aramis, ‘ that I killed 
one of the guards with his own swoi'd, 
for mine was broken at the first onset.’ 

“ * I did not know that,’ said Treville 
in a more gentle tone. ‘ I see that the 
Cardinal exaggerated matters.’ 

“ ‘liut for* heaven’s sake, sir,’ 
continued Aramis, encouraged by the 
softened manner of his commander, 
‘for heaven’s sake, do not mention 
that Athos is wounded; he would be 
in despair if the King heard of it; and 
as the wound is very serious, having 
passed through the shoulder and en¬ 
tered the breast, it is to be feared 

> • 

• • • • • 

“ At this moment the tapestrj^ that 
covered the door was raised, and the 
head of *a man of noble aspect and 
handsome features, but fearfully pale 
appeared below the fringe. ’ 

“ ‘ Athos ! ’ exclaimed the two 
guardsmen. ^ 

“‘Athos!’ repeated Monsieur de 
Treville himself. 

“ You asked for me, sir,’ said Athos 
to Monsieur de Treville, in a calm but 
enfeebled voice—‘ my comrades told 
me that you asked for me, and I has¬ 
tened to obey your summons.’ 

“ And so Saying, the mousquetaire 
entered the room witli a tolerably firm 
unifona and belted as 
usnnl. Monsieur de Treville, touched 
to the so# by this proof of courage, 
#rang to J^eet hhn. e ^ 


bravest men upon the face of the 
earth. Your hand, Athos 1 ’ 

“ And without w^aiting for the new 
tomcr to hold out his right hand, 
Monsieur de Treville seized and 
pressed it energetically, not observ¬ 
ing that Athos, in spite of his com¬ 
mand over himself, w'ritlicd with pain, 
and grew each moment paler than 
before. The room-door had remained 
half open, and a loud murmur of sa¬ 
tisfaction from without replied to the 
words addressed to Athos by Monsieui’ 
do Treville. The heads of two or 
three mousquetaires, who forgot them¬ 
selves ill the enthusiasm of the mo¬ 
ment, appeared at tlic opening of the 
tapestry. Doubtless Mousieur de 
Ireville was about to check sharply 
this infraction of the laws of etiquette, 
wlien lie suddenly felt tlie hand of 
Athos contract in his, andjookiiig at 
the guardsman, he saw that he was 
going to faint. At tlie same moment 
Athos, who had summoned all his 
energies to struggle against the suf- 
leiings ho endured, was overcome by 
the torture of his wound, and fell 
senseless to the ground. 

“‘A surgeon!’ cried Monsieur de 
IreviUe. ‘ My surgeon—the King’s— 
the best I A surgeon! or, sangdieu ! 
my brave Athos will die!’” 

The swoon of Athos had merely 
been occasioned by loss of blood. 
The surgeon declares there is no dan¬ 
ger, and D’Artagnan, who has stood 
bis ground with true Gascon tenacity, 
at length obtains an audience. The 
loss ot his letter of recommendation 
now proves a great disadvantage to 
aim. In those days of court intrigue 
and espionage, men were naturally 
suspicious of each other, and the 
mingled noaw and shrewdness of the 
young Bearnais, are causes for Mon- 
aieur de Treville at first suspecting him 
of being a spy of the Cardinal’s, His 
suspicions, however, are wearing off, 
and he is disposed to be useful to 
D Artagnan, although he cannot admit 
him into the' mousquetaires—a novi¬ 
ciate of two years in some other re#- 
ment being-tSe indiqjensable condition 
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of admission into that favoured corps— 
when D’Artag^an, happening to look 
out of the window, starts, reddens 
with anger, and rushes to the door. 

* He has recognised, in a passer-by, the 
person who had stolen his letter ; and 
leaves Monsieur de Trcville in doubt 
whether he has to do with a madman 
or Avith an emissary of the Cardiiiars, 
who, fearing himself suspected, takes 
this pretext for clTecting a retreat. 

In his hurry to leave tlic hotel 
and pursue his robber, D’Artaguan 
gets into all sorts of scrapes. On the 
landing-place he runs against Athos, 
who is returning homo after having 
his wound dressed. Some hasty Avoj’ds 
pass, a challenge is the result, and 
rendezvous is taken for noon in a held 
near the Cannclito convent, then a 
favourite duelling ground. In the 
gateway of the courtyard, Porthos is 
talking with one of his comrades, and 
IVArtagnan, in trying to pass betAveen ' 
them, gets entangled in tlic velvet 
cloak of the former, and discovers, 
A\diat the guardsman had been most 
anxious to conceal, that the front only 
of his embroidered shoulder-belt was 
gold, and tliC back mere leather. 
Porthos, not having sufficient i)isto]es 
to purchase a Avh(d(‘. belt, had gratified 
his vanity with half a one, and Avorc 
his cloak to conceal the deficiency. 
The young Gascon finds himself A\itli 
a second duel on hia liands, and sots 
himself down as a dead man. Mean¬ 
time his robber has disappeared, and 
ns D’Artagiiau is proceeding in the 
direction of his lodging, he encounters 
Aramis, standing in the middle of the 
street Avitli some other gentlemen. 
Furious Avith himself for the follies he 
has been committing, D’Artagnan has 
made a resolution to be all things to 
all men, at least for the hoiu* or two 
that he still has to live; and obsciwiug 
that Aramis has dropped a handker¬ 
chief, and placed his foot upon it, he 
hastens to drag it from under his boot, 
and present it to him with a^ost 
gracious boAv and smile. A coronet 
and cipher on the embroidered cam¬ 
bric attract notice, and draw doAim a 
shower of raillery upon the head of 
the mousquetaire, who, in order to 
shield the honour of a lady, is com¬ 
pelled to deny that the handkerchief 
is his. His companions walk away, 
and Aramis reproa(^es D^Artagnan 


with his officiousness. The Gascon 
blood gets up, good resolutions are 
forgotten, and a third rendezvous is 
the result. 

M. Dumas is never more at home 
than in the description of duels. Him¬ 
self an excellent swordsman, he luxu¬ 
riates and excels in the description of 
points and parries, cartes and tierces, 
and of the vigorous estocades which 
his heroes administer to each other. 
One of thb good chapters *of the book 
—and there are many such—is the 
one in which D’Artagnan encotmtei’S 
thethrec redoubtable champlonswhom 
lio has so heedlessly provoked. We 
Avill endeavour, by abridgement, to lay 
it before our readers. 

“ D’Artagnan kncAV nobody at 
Paris, and betook himself, therefore, 
to his first rendezvous without se¬ 
conds, intending to content himself 
Avith those Avhoin his adversary sJiould 
bring. Moreover, his finn intention 
was to make all reasonable apologies 
to Athos, fearing that there Avould 
result from this duel the usual conse¬ 
quence of an encounter between a 
young and vigorous man and a 
Avounded and feeble one—if the fonner 
is conquered, his antagonist’s triumph 
is doubled; and if he conquers, he is 
accused of taking aii advantage, or of 
being brave at small risk, llesidcs 
this, either avc have been unsuccessful 
in the exposition of our young adven¬ 
turer’s elioracter, or the reader will 
have already perceived that D’Artag- 
nan Avas no ordinary man. Thus, 
altliough he repeated to himself that 
his death Avas inevitable, he by no 
means made up his mind to fall an 
easy sacrifice, as one less cool and 
courageous than himself might per¬ 
haps have done, lie reflected on the 
different characters of the three men 
with ^vhoqi he had to flght, and'began 
to think that his case was not so des¬ 
perate as it might have been. He 
hoped, by the candid and loyal apo¬ 
logy which ho intended to offer, to 
make himself a friend of Athos, whose 
austere mien and noble air pleased 
him greatly. He flattered hlmaejf 
that he should be able to intimidate 
Porthos by the affair of the shoulder- 
belt, which he could, if not killed upet; 
the spot, relate to every body, and 
which would cover the giant with ridi¬ 
cule. Finally, he did not feel much 
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afraid of Aramia, and he resolved, if 
he lived long enough, eitlicr to kill 
him, or at least to administer to him 
a wound in the face, that would con¬ 
siderably impair the beauty of which 
he-was evidently so proud. 

“When D’Ai-tagnau arrived in sight 
of the waste land adjoming the con¬ 
vent" of barefooted Carmelites, noon 
was striking, and Atlios was already 
on the gi*ound. The guardsman, who 
still sutfered cruelly from his wound, 
was seated on a post, and awaiting his 
adversary with the calm countenance 
and dignified air that never abandoned 
him. Upon D’Artagnan’s appear¬ 
ance, he rose coiu'teoiisly, and advan¬ 
ced a few steps to meet him. Oiir 
Gascon, on his side, made his approach 
hat in hand, the plume trailing on the 
earth, 

“ ‘ Sir,’ said Athos, ‘ I have given 
notice to two geutiemen to act as my 
seconds, but they are not come. I am 
surprised at it, for they arc usually 
punctual.’ 

“ ‘ For my part, sir,’ returned 
D’Artagnan, ‘ I have no seconds. I 
arrived in Paris yesterday, and know 
no one but Monsieur dc Treville, to 
whom I was* recommended by my 
father, who has the honour lo be a 
friend of his.’ 

“Athos glanced at the beardless 
chin and youthful mien of his adver¬ 
sary, and seemed to reflect for a 
momcjit. 

“ * Ah qaP said he at last, speaking 
half to himself and half to D’Artag¬ 
nan ; ‘ ah ga ! but if I kill you, it will 
be something very like child-murder.’ 

“ ‘ Not exactly, sir,’ replied D’Ar¬ 
tagnan, with a bow that ■was not with¬ 
out its dignity; ‘ not exactly, sir, 
since you do me the honour to meet 
me with a wound by which you must 
be greatly inconvenienced.’. 

“ Inconvenienced certainly, and you 
hurt me tefribly, I must acknowledge, 
when you ran against me just now; 
but I will use my left haiid, according 
to my custom in such circumstances. 
Do not suppose on that account that 
I Jim sparing you; I fight decently 
with b<^h bands, and a left-hajiided 
swordsman is an awkward antagonist 
^hen one is not pr(;j)ared for him. I 
am sorry I did not tell you of it sooner, 
that you might have got your hand in 
accordingly. 
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“ ‘ Ti-uly, sir,’ said D’Artagnan, 
with another b<rw, ‘ I know not how 
to express my gratitude for such 
courtesy.* 

“ ‘ You arc too obliging to say so,’ 
I'etumed Athos, -nutli his princely air; 
‘ let us talk of something else, if not 
disagreeable to you. Ah, sangbku! 
you liurt me terribly! My shoulder 
burns.’ 

“ ‘ If you would permit me,’ said 
D’Artagnan, timidly. 

“ ‘ What then, sir?’ 

“ ‘I have a balm that is wondcifully 
cfliicacious ill the cure of wounds. I 
hold the recipe from my mother, and 
haye myself experienced its good 
cflects.’ 

“‘Well?’ 

“‘Well, I am sure that in less 
than three days it 'would heal yonr 
wound^ and at tlic end of that time, 
sir, it would still be a great honour lur 
me to meet 3 ^ 011 .’ 

“ D’Artagnau said these ivords v itJi 
a simplicity that did credit to his na¬ 
tural courtesy of feeling, at the same 
time that it could not give rise to the 
sliglitest doubt of Ins courage. 

“ Pardivti^ sir!’ said Athos, ‘ 3 ’^our 
proposition jileascs me, not that 1 can 
accept it, but because it is that of a 
chivalrous gentleman. It is thus iliat 
spoke and acted those heroes of Ciiar- 
lemagne’s days, on whom every cava¬ 
lier should strive to model liimscdf. 
Unfortunately we do not live in the 
times of the great emperor, but in 
those of Cardinal Richelieu; and 
however well we might 'keep our 
secret, it would be known before 
three days had elapsed that we in¬ 
tended to fight, and our duel w^ould 
be prevented. Ah ga! where can 
those idlers beV’ 

“ ‘If you arc in haste, sir,’ re¬ 
sumed D’Artagnan with the same 
simplicity wdth which he had a mo¬ 
ment before proposed to put olF the 
duel for three days—‘ if you are 
pres^d for time, aud that it pleases 
you lo finish with me at once, let me 
beg of you to do so.’ 

“ ‘Another proposal that I like,’ 
said Athos with an approving nod of 
the head ; * it is that of a man lack¬ 
ing neither wit nor valour. Sir, I like 
men of your stamp; and I see that 
if we do not kill one another, I shall 
hereafter have much pleasure in your 
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society. But let us wait for these 
gentlemen, I beg of you. I have 
plenty of time, and it will be more 
according to rule, Ha! here comes 
one of them.’ 

^ “ At that moment the gigantic form. 

of Porthos appeared at the extremity 
of the Rue Vaugirard. 

“ ‘ What! ’ cried D’Artagnan, 

‘ Monsieur Porthos is one of your 
seconds ?’ 

“ ‘ Yes; is it disagreeable to you ? ’ 

“ ‘By no means.’ 

“ * And here is the other.’ 

“ D’Artagnan turned his head and 
recognised Aramis. 

*‘‘What!’ he exclaimed in etill 
greater astonishment, ‘Monsieur Ara¬ 
mis is the other ? ’ 

“ ‘ Certainly; do you not know 
that we are never seen asunder, and 
are known in court, camp, and city, 
as Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, or the 
three inseparables ? But you are 
just arrived from Gascony, which ac¬ 
counts for your being unacquainted 
with these circumstances.’ 

“ Meanwhile Porthos, who had 
abandoned his cloak and changed nis 
shoulder-belt, approached, nodded to 
Athos, but on beholding D’Artagnan, 
remained struck with astonishment. 

“ ‘ This is the gentleman I am 
to fight with,’ said Athos indicating 
D’Artagnan with his hand, at the 
same time bowing to him. 

“ ‘ It is with him that I am to fight,’ 
said Porthos. 

“ ‘ Not till one o’clock,’ said D’Ar¬ 
tagnan. 

“ ‘And l*also,’ said Aramis, who 
just then came up. 

“ ‘ Our appointment was for two 
o’clock,’ said D’Artagnan with per¬ 
fect composure. 

“ ‘What are yon going to fight 
about, Athos ? ’ asked Aramis. 

“ ‘ Faith, I can hardly tell you. 
He hurt my shoulder. And you, 
Porthos ? ’ 

“ ‘ I fight because I am so minded,’ 
replied Porthos colouring. 

“ Athos, whom nothing escaped, 
saw a slight smile curling D’Artag- 
nau’s lip. 

“ ‘We had a dispute about dress,’ 
said the young Gascon. 

“ ‘ And you, Aramis^ asked Athos. 

“ ‘A theological difference,’replied 
Aramis, making a sign to D’Artagnan 
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that he wished the cause of their 
duel to.remain a secret. 

“ ‘ Indeedl ’ said Athos looking at 
D’Artagnan. 

“ ‘ Yes, a point of St Augustin on 
which we are not agreed,’ said the 
latter. • 

“ ‘ Decidedly he is a man of 
and sense,’ mattered Athos to It¬ 
self. 

“ ‘ And now that you are all as¬ 
sembled, gentlemen,’ said D’Artag¬ 
nan, ‘ allow me to apologise to you.* 

“ At the word apologise, a cloud 
passed across the features of Athos, 
Porthos smiled contemptuously, Ara¬ 
mis made a negative sign. 

“ ^ou do not understand me, 
gentlemen,’ said D’Artagnan raising 
his head proudly. ‘ I only apologise 
in case I should not be able to pay 
my debt to all of you ; for Monsieur 
Athos has the right to kill me the 
first, which greatly diminishes the 
value of my debt to you, Monsieur 
Porthos, and renders that to Monsieur 
Aramis nearly worthless. And now, 
gentlemen, 1 say again, accept my 
apologies, but on that account only— 
and to work ! ’ 

“ And so saying, he drew his 
sword witli the most fearless and 
gallant mien possible to be seen. His 
blood was up, and at that moment he 
would have fought not only Athos, 
Porthos, and Aramis, but the whole 
regiment of mousquetaires. 

“ ‘ When you please, sir,’ said 
Athos, putting himself on guard. 

“ ‘ I was waiting 3^our orders,’ re- 
tiinicd D’Artagnan. 

“ But the two rapiers had scarcely 
clashed together, when five of the 
Cardinal’s guards, commanded by 
Monsieur de Jussac, appeared* from 
behind a corner of the convent. 

“ ‘ The Cardinal’s guards ! * ex¬ 
claimed Porthos and Aramis. ‘ Sheath 
your swords, gentlemen ! ’ 

“ But it was too late. The com¬ 
batants bad been seen in an attitude 
that left no'doubt as to their pugna¬ 
cious intentions. 

“ ‘ Hola 1 ’ cried Jussac advancing 
towards them, followed by bis men. 
‘ Hola, mousquetaires! fighting here ? 
And the edicts. We have forgotten 
them, eh ? ’ * 

“‘Your generosity is really re¬ 
markable, gentlemen of the guards/ 
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paid D’Artagnan’s intentions by his ges- 

-oin'-W ;tftii4g^essor8*in the tures and the expression of his face, 
recqnt *atf 5 ^yV[ ^ 1 pi*t)m!se you that ‘ You may retire, we permit it. Be- 
if we saw: yeii fighting wo would not gone, then, and quickly,’ 

.interrupt yon. Leave us alone, then, “ D’Artagnan did not stir, 

and yon will have yoiir amusement “ ‘ Decidedly you are a fine fel¬ 

low,’ said Athos, pressing the young 


for nothing. * . 

k ‘ Gentlemen,’ said Jussac, ‘I am 
grimed to tell you that the thing is 
■ impossible. Duty before c^'ery thing. 
Be pleased to sheath your swords, and 
follow US.’ 

“ ‘Sir,’ replied Araniia, parodying 
Jussac’s manuer, ‘we sboilldjiave the 
greatest pleasure in accepting your 
polite invitation, if it depended upon 
us so to do, but unfortunately the 
thing is impossible; Monsieur de 
Treviile has forbiddeu it. Move on, 
therefore ; it is the best tlnng you can 
do.’ 

“ This bantering exaspcriitod Jus- w' 
sac. * We will charge you/ said he, 

‘ if you disobey.’ 

“ ‘They are five,’ said Atlios in a 
low voice, ‘ and we arc but thn^e; wc 
shall be beaten again, and we must 
die here, for I swear not to reappear 
before the captain if conquered.’ 

“ Athos, Torthos, and Aramis drew 
closer to caqii other. Jussac was ar¬ 
ranging his men iu Hue. Tliis single 
moment of delay was suilicient for 
D’Artagnan to make up his mind ; it 
was one of tiiose moments that decide 
a man’s whole life. The choice was 
to be made between King and Car¬ 
dinal, and, once made, it must be i>er- 
severed in. If he fought, he disobey¬ 
ed the Jaw, risked his head, and made 
an enemy of a ininister more power¬ 
ful than the king himself. All these 
considerations passed like ligUtniug 
^hrouffh the mind of the young (xas- 
con ; uut, be it said to las honour, he 
did not hesitate an instant. Turning 
towards Athos and his friends. 

“ ‘ Gentlemen,’ said Ih*, ‘ allow me 
to amend the words last spoken. You 
said you were only three, but to my 
thinking we arc four.’ 

“ ‘ But you are not one of us,’ said 
Porthos. 

“ ‘ True,’ replied D’Artagnan, ‘ I 
have not the coat; but I have the 
spirit. In my heart I am a mons- 
^etairc—I feel it, and that leads me 
on/ 

“ ' You may retire, young man,’ 
criod Juissac, who doubtless guessed 


man s hand. 

“ But the three monsquetairea 
thought of D’Artagnan’s youth, and 
distrusted his inexperience, 

“ ‘ Wc should only be three, of 
whom one wounded, and a child,’ said 
Athos;,‘but they will say all the 
same, that there were four of us.’ 

“ ‘ Gentlemen,’ smd D’Artagnan, 
‘ only try me, and I swear hy my 
honour that if we are conquered I 
will not leave the ground alive.’ 

“ ‘AVhat is yoiu' name, my brave 
fellow ? ’ said Athos- 

“ ‘ D’Artagnan, sir.’ 

“ ‘ Well, then, Athos, Porthos, 
Aramis, and D’Artagnan, forwards ! ’ 
cried Athos. 

“ ‘What do you decide to do?’ 
cried Jussac. 

“ ‘ We are going to have the hon¬ 
our of charging you,’ said Aramis, 
raising his iiat with one hand and 
drawing his sword with the other. 

“ And the nine combatants preci¬ 
pitated themselves on each other with 
a fury that did not exclude a certain 
degree of method. Atlios took one 
Caluisac, a favourite of the Cardinal’s; 
Porthos had Bicarat; and Aramis 
found himself opposed to two adver¬ 
saries. As to D’Artagnau, he en¬ 
countered Jussac liiinsell^ 

“The heart of the young Gascon 
beat high, not with fear, there was no 
shadow of it, but wdth emulatioii; he 
fought like an enraged tiger, turning 
about his enemy, changing each mo¬ 
ment his ground and his guard. Jus¬ 
sac w'as one of the good blades of the 
(lay, and had had much practice; but 
he had, nevertheless, all the difficulty 
in the world to defend himself against 
a supple and active antagonist, who 
was constantly deviating from the 
received rules of fencing, attacking 
him on all sides at once, and parry¬ 
ing, at the same time, like a man who 
had the gi*eatest regard for his epi¬ 
dermis. At last Jussac lost patience. 
Furious at being thus kept at bay by 
one whom be looked upon as a child, 
his ean^-froid abandoned him, and he 
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began to commit blunders. D’Ar- 
tagnan, who, although •lacking prac¬ 
tice, was perfect in theory, redoubled 
his agility. Jussac, with the design 
pf finishing him at once, delivered a 
terrible thrust, which D’Artagnan 
parried adroitly, and, before his op¬ 
ponent could raise himself, he glided 
like a serpent under his guard, and 
passed his sword through hia body. 
Jussac fell heavily to the earth. 

“ D’Artagnau now cast an uneasy 
and rapid glance over the field of 
battle. Aramis had Already l^ed 
one of his advejcsaries. The' other 
gave him plenty to do, but Aramis 
was able to take care of himself. Bi¬ 
carat and Portlios were wounded; 
Porthos in the arm, and Bicarat in 
the tliigh. But neither wound was 
serious, and the sight of their blood 
made them fight all the better. There 
was no need to interfere there. Athos, 
wounded again by Cahusac, was 
growing each moment paler, but he 
did not give way an inch, lie had 
changed his sword to his left hand. 
D’Artagnan caught his eye as he was 
looking to see who most required his 
aid. The look of the wounded mous- 
quetairo was most eloquent; hcAvould 
have died sooner than call for assis¬ 
tance, but his glance said how much 
he stood in need of it. With a single 
bound, D’Artagnan was upon Cahu- 
sac’s fiank. 

“ * Have a care, sir guardsman,’ 
cried he, ‘ or I slay you on the spot.’ 

Cahusac turned to face his new 
opponent. It was high time, for 
Athos, Avho had only been sustained 
by his extreme courage, sank upon 
one knee. 

“ ‘ 6Viwyrf/cw/’ cried he to D’Ar¬ 
tagnan, * do not kill hiin, young man, 
I beg of yon; I have an old quarrel 
to ternuuate with him when my wound 
is healed. Disarm him only—So— 
Well done I’ 

This last exclamation was caused 
by Cahusac’s sword, which flew from 
his hand to a distance of twenty paces. 
D’Artagnan and Cahusac rushed to 
pick it up, but D’Artagnan reached it 
first, and put his foot upon it. Calm- 
sac ran to the guardsman whom Ara- 
mis had killed, took his rapier, and 
^as returning to D’Artagnan ; but on 
his road he met Athos, who had taken 
breath daring the moment’s respite 


which the Intter hi* htoeijred JbSm,.- 
and now"reooipn^B«tf 
ing that the Gascon 'wflCuld Jrilp'hU 
enemy. D’Artagnah"*' satv- '^fhat be' 
should dlsCblige him by ag^n inter- - 
1 ‘cring. A few seconds later, Cahusac 
fell with n wound through the thro^. 
At the same moment Aramis pla#d 
his sword’s point on the breast of nls 
prostrate'adversary, and forced him 
to sue for mercy. 

“ Porthos and Bicarat alone re¬ 
mained. llforthos, while figliting, in¬ 
dulged in* aft'•'sorts of fanfarronades, 
askipgBicarat what time of day it whs, 
ahdeomplimentinghim on the company 
which Jus brother had just attained 
in the regiment of Navarre. In spite 
of his jests, however, he did not gain 
ground. Bicarat was a stubborn and 
skilful opponent. It was time to bring 
fUatters to a conclusion beforo some 
patrol should, arrive, and take both 
royalists and cardinalists into custody. 
Athos, Aramis, and D’Artagnan, sur¬ 
rounded Bicarat, and summoned him 
to surrender. Although alone against 
four, and with a wound through the 
thigh, he would not give in, though 
.Jussac, who had raised himself on his 
elbow, called out to liiai to yield. 
Bicarat was a Gascon, like D’Artag- 
nati; he only laughed, and pretended 
not to hear, at the same time point¬ 
ing to the ground at his feet. ‘ Here 
■will die Bicarat,’ said he, ‘ the last 
of those who are with him.’ 

“ ‘ But they are four against you,’ 
cried Jussac; ‘ I order you to desist.’ 

“ ‘ Ah, if 3^ou order me, it is an- ’ 
other affair 1 ’ said Bicarat; ‘ you are 
my superior, and I must obey.’ 

“ And giving a spring backwards, 
he broke his sword across his knee, In 
order not to yield it up, threw the 
pieces over the convent wall, and, 
crossing his ^rms, whistled a Cardi- 
nalist air. 

“ Courage is always respected even 
in an enemy. The monsquetaires 
saluted Bicarat with their swords, 
and returned them to their scabbards. 
D’Artagnan did the same, and, assist¬ 
ed by Bicarat, he carried under the 
convent porch Jussac, Cahusac, and 
that one of Aramis’s adversaries who 
■was only wounded. The other, as 
already observed, was dead. They 
then rang the bell, and left the ground; 
the mousquetalred and D’Artagnan, 
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intoxicated with joj, caixying away 
four swords out of fire, and taking 
the direction of Monsieur de Treville’s 
hotel. Every mousquetaire whom 
they met, and informed of what had 
happened, turned back and accom- 

S ’ed them; so that at last their 
ch was like a triumphal prices- 
. D’Artagnan was beside himself 
with delight; he walked between 
Athos and Porthos, holding an arm 
of each. 

If I am not yet a mousquetaire,’ 
said he to his new friends, as they 
crossed the threshold of the Hotel 
Treville, * I may at least say that I 
am received apprentice.’ ” 

The result of this affair is to pro¬ 
cure D’Artagnan the favour of Mon¬ 
sieur de Treville and the King—the 
latter of whom dislikes the Cardinal 
in secret nearly as much as he fears 
him. The young Gascon Las an au¬ 
dience of Louis the Just, who recruits 
his finances by the present of a hand¬ 
ful of pistoles; and a few days later 
he is appointed to a cadetship in the 
company of guards of the Chevalier 
des Essarts, a brother-in-law of Tre¬ 
ville. According to the singular ideas 
of those djjys, there was nothing de¬ 
grading to a gentleman in receiving 
money from the king’s hand. D’Ar- 
tagnau, therefore, pockets the pistoles 
with many thanks, and takes an early 
opportunity of dividing them with his 
friends with the mythological names, 
Messieurs Athos, Porthos, and Ara- 
mis, who, according to the custom of 
mousquetaires, have more gold upon 
their coats than in their purses. The 
courage and good qualities of the 
Gascon have won the hearts of the 
three guardsmen, and ho is admitted 
to make a fourth in their brotherhood, 
of which the motto is, “ Un pour tous^ 
et tons pour wn.” All is in common 
amongst them—pleasuAs, perils, pis¬ 
toles. 

The characters of the three mous¬ 
quetaires are well sketched and sus¬ 
tained, and illustrate admii'ably the 
vice^ virtues, and propensities of their 
time'and station. Aramis, who was 
originally intended for the church, has 
relmqulsbed the black coat of an abbd 
in order to fight a nobleman who had 
insulted him. He still, however, per¬ 
sist* in consideriiighim^lf as a guards¬ 
man only pro tempore; and when- 
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ever fortune or his mbtress fiowus 
upon him, he declares his intention of 
abandoning his sinful mode of life, 
and throwing himself into the arms of 
mother church. Vanity is the failing 
of Porthos, who shines more by his 
imposing appearance, brilliant attire, 
and bull-dog courage, than by any 
qualities of the head. To Athos, 
who is the most interesting of the 
ihree, a certain mystery is attached, 
which, however, is seen through early 
in the book. He is a man of high 
birth, princely manners, and chival¬ 
rous feeling, but whose stormy life 
has cast a strong tinge of melancholy 
over his character, and Who now finds 
his sole consolation in the wine-cup. 
It must not be therefore supposed 
that Athos Is a sot, a wallower in 
wine, or a haunter of taveni orgies. 
He drinks, it is true, enough to pros¬ 
trate any three ordinary men ; but he 
takes his liquor, as he does every thing 
else, so much like a gentleman, and, 
moreover, there is so much self-devo¬ 
tion and generosity in his character, 
such dignity of manner and rectitude 
of feeling—his temper so even and 
kindly—his courage so heroic—that 
he is unquestionably the most amiable 
and interesting of the dramatic per^ 
sonce, preferable to D’Artagnan, to 
whom premature worldly wisdom gives 
a hardness bordering upon egotism. 
While Aramis is sighing sonnets to 
his mistress, and Porthos parading on 
the crowa of the causeway in all the 
glory of gold lace and embroidery, 
Athos sits tranquilly at home, and 
says, like Gregory in the Deserter— 

J’aime roieux boiro.” 

His real name—for Athos, Porthos, 
and Aramis are merely assumed ones 
—is known only to the King and to 
Monsieur de Treville. 

It would be difficult within the 
limits of this paper to give an idea 
of the entire plot of the Three Mons~ 
quetatres, which is, in fact, less a tale 
witharegular intrigueand denouement^ 
than a narrative of adventures and 
incidents, extending over a period 
of nearly three years. D’Artagnan, 
whose enterprising character and Gas¬ 
con acuteness qualify him admirably 
to take a part in the court intrigues of 
the time, soon finds himself almost at 
open war with the Cardinal, and en- 
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gaged in serving the intj^rests of Louis 
the Thirteenth’s unhappy queen, Anne 
of Austria, who, by rejecting the suit 
^of the scarlet duke—as the mousque- 
*taires irreverently style the Cardinal 
Duke of Hichelieu—has drawn upon 
herself the deadly hatred of that om¬ 
nipotent personage. The Duke of 
Buckingham, who is madly in lore 
with the queen, visits Paris in dis¬ 
guise, and obtains an interview with 
her. At parting, he implores her to 
give him some trifle, which he may 
presciwe as a souvenir of their attach¬ 
ment ; and Anne of Austria gives him 
the flrst thing that comes to hand, 
which happens to be a jewel-case, 
containing twelve diamond clasps or 
ferrets that she has lately received 
from the Ring. The Cardinal,. omni¬ 
present by his spies, learns this; man¬ 
ages adroitly to rouse the king’s jea¬ 
lousy ; and prevails on him to give a 
ball, at which the queen is desired to 
appear, wearing the ferrets in ques¬ 
tion. Anne of Austria is in despair. 
To obtain the restitution of the jewels 
within the eight days that have to 
elapse before the one fixed for the 
ball, appears impossible. Bucking¬ 
ham is in England; if she writes, her 
letter will bo intercepted by the Car¬ 
dinal ; if she sends, her messenger will 
be stopped. Nothing could at that 
time be done in France without com¬ 
ing to the knowledge of Richelieu. In 
her extremity she is induced to con¬ 
fide in one of her attendants, with 
whom D’Artagnan is in love i and a 
few hours later, the intrepid Gascon 
and his three inseparable friends set 
out for England, provided with a leave 
of absence from Monsieur de Treville, 
and attentled by their four lackeys. 
D'Artagnan alone knows the object of 
their journey; but the others, confid¬ 
ing implicitly in his judgment, and 
bound, moreover, by the rules of their 
association, ask no questions, and 
willingly brave the dangers that the 
Cardinal strews in their path. It is 
agreed that, in case of rencontres by 
the way, the dead or wounded are to 
be left to their fate, and the others are 
to push on without an instant’s delay. 
Should D’Artagnan fall, the survivors 
are to take from his pocket the queen’s 
letter to Buckingham, and continue 
their route. 

Tim adventurers are not allowed 


to proceed far without molestation. 
They stop to breakfast, and a stranger 
picks a quarrel with Porthos, who 
stays behind to fight him, and does not 
rejoin them. Near Beauvais they re¬ 
ceive a volley from some pretended 
labourers; D'Artagnan’s hat is kn^« 
ed off by a ball; a lackey is Icitin 
the road, andAramis is badly wound¬ 
ed, and obliged to remain at the next 
town. D’Artagnau, Athos, and their 
two attendants, reach Amiens at mid¬ 
night, and stop to sleep at the sign of 
the Golden Lily. Here various sus¬ 
picious incidents occur, and in the 
morning their horses are found to be 
dead-lame, and iiuable to proceed. 
One that might still have gone on has 
been bled by mistake. 

“ All these accidents succeeding 
each other began to alarm our travel¬ 
lers ; they might be the result of 
chance, but they were more probably 
that of an organized plot. Athos and 
d’Artagnan left their room, while 
Planchet (D’ArtagnauJs groom) went 
to' enquire whether there were any 
horses to be bought in the neighbour¬ 
hood. At the door were standing two 
vigorous animals, saddled and bridled, 
and which would hav8 suited the 
guardsmen well. Planchet asked to 
whom they belonged, and was told 
that their masters had passed the 
night at the inn, and were then paying 
their score previous to depai’tnre. 
Athos went to do the same, while 
D’Artagnan and Planchet remained at 
the street door. 

The host was in a smull back 
room, which Athos was requested to 
enter. He did so without suspicion, 
and took out some pistoles to pay. 
The innkeeper, who was seated at a 
desk, of which one of the drawers was 
half-open, took the money, turned it 
about, and icxamined it on all sides, 
and suddenly exclaiming that it was 
false, declared that he would have 
Athos and his companion arrested as 
comers. 

Scoundrel r cried Athos, ad¬ 
vancing towards him; 1 will cut your 
oars off for your insolence,’ 

But the man stooped down, took 
a brace of pistols out of the open 
drawer, and pointing them at Athos, 
called loudly for help. On the instant 
four armed mei^entered by a sid^- 
door, and attacked Athps, 
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“ ‘ I am taken!* cried tlie mons- 
quetau’e, with all the power of his 
lungs. ‘ To horse, D’Artagnan! Spur! 
spur! ’ 

‘‘ And he fired both his pistols. 
D’Artagnan and Planchct untied the 
tww horses that were waiting at the 
doy, sprang upon their backs, and 
set off full gallop. 

“ By dint of spurring and precau¬ 
tion, D’Artiignan and his follower 
reach Calais without further accident; 
the horse of the former falling dead 
within a hundred yards of the iown. 
They hasten to the port, and find 
themselves close to a gentleman and 
his servant, dusty and travel-stained, 
who arc enquiriiig for a vessel to take 
them to England. The master of a 
sloop that is ready to sail informs 
them, that an order had arrived that 
very morning to prevent any ship 
from leaving the harbour without an 
express permission from the Cardinal. 

“ ‘ I have that permission,’ said the 
gentleman, taking a paper from his 
pocket. 

“‘Very good!’ said the sailor, 

^ Get it countersigned by the governor 
of the port, and give me the prefe¬ 
rence,’ • 

. “ ‘ Where shall I find the gover¬ 
nor ? ’ 

“ ‘ At his country-house, a quarter 
of a league from the town. You see 
it yonder. A slated roof at the foot 
of a little hill.’ 

The gentleman and his attendant 
take the direction of the governor’s 
house. D’Artagnan follows them; 
picks a£ quarrel with the stranger, who 
IS a certain Count de Wardcs, an 
adherent of the CardiTial’s, wounds 
Mm desperately, himself receiving a 
scratch, takes the pass, gets it coun¬ 
tersigned, and proceeds to England. 
The Duke of Buckinghapi is hunting 
at Windsor with the king; but the 
indefatigable Gascon follows him thi¬ 
ther, and delivers his letter. The 
duke hunics with him to London to 
give him the feitets; tmt, to his un¬ 
speakable Gonsternatiou, finds that 
two out of the twelve are missing. 
They had been cut from his dress by 
an emissary of the Cardinal’s at a ball 

Windsor Castle, at which he had 
worn the queen’s present. The fer- 
are of immense value, and diffi¬ 
cult workmanship. Buckingham sends 


for his jeweller, who demands eight 
days and thre^ thousand pistoles to 
replace the missing oniaments. The 
duke locks him up in a room, with his 
tools and a workman, and allows him 
six thousand pistoles, §.iid thirty-six 
hours to complete them. The ferrets 
are ready within the prescribed pe¬ 
riod. Furnished with a password 
from the duke, who has trusty agents 
in France, D’Artagnan reaches Paris 
by a different road and without im¬ 
pediment, arriving in time to save the 
queen, who appears at the ball with 
her twelve ferrets, to the vast discom¬ 
fiture of the Cardinal. Meanwhile 
D’Artagnan’s mistress has been spirited 
away by Richelieu, and the young 
Gascon is in despair. He confides his 
misfortunes to Monsieur do Trcville, 
who promises to do what he can to 
find the lady, and advises d’Artagiiau 
to leave Paris till the Cardinal’s wrath 
is a little blown over. D’Artaguan 
takes liis advice ; bethinks him of the 
three mousquetaires, and sots out to 
look for them. lie finds Porthos and 
Aramis where he left them, nearly 
recovered from their wounds; and 
proceeding to Amiens, enters the hotel 
of the Golden Lily, and confronts the 
host—his whip m his right hand, his 
left oil his sword-hilt, and evidently 
meaning mischief. 

The innkeeper, however, turns 
out to be more an object of pity than 
blame. . Previously to the arrival of 
D’Artagnan and Athos on their way 
to England, he had received infonna- 
tion fitim the authorities, that a paa*ty 
of coiners, disguised as guardsmen, 
would arrive at his inn, and that he 
was to tak^ measures to arrest them. 
The six men who brought him these 
orders disguised thcmselYes as ser¬ 
vants and stable-boys, and remained 
to assist in the capture. In the skir¬ 
mish, Athos shot two of them, wound¬ 
ed a third, cut the host across the face 
with the flat of his sword, and re¬ 
treated fighting to the cellar stairs. 
Entering the cellar, he pulled the door 
to and barricaded it. His assailants 
left the house, canying oflf their killed 
and wounded; and when the inn¬ 
keeper, recovering a little from his 
^arm, went to inform the governor 
of what had occuiTed, the latter de¬ 
clared himself totally ignorant of the 
whole business, denied that be had 



1846.J The Thru Guardsmen. 71 


given orders to arrest any coiners, and 
threate^ied to bang the unlucky host 
if he mixed up hia name in the affair. 

“ ‘But, Athoa!’ criedD’Artagnan, 
losing all patience at the innkeeper's 
prolixity,—‘ Athos, what is become of 
him?' 

“ ‘ I was eager to repair my wrongs 
towards the gentleman,' replied the 
innkeeper, ‘ and hurried to the collar 
to set him at liberty. But on my de¬ 
claring what I eaiiio for, lie swore it 
was only a snare laid for him, and in¬ 
sisted upon making his conditions be¬ 
fore he came out. I told him very 
humbly—for I was aAvaro of the scrape 
into which I had got myself by my 
violence towards one of the King's 
mousquetairea—that J was ready to 
submit to them.' 

“‘In the first place,' said he, ‘I 
must have my servant delivered to 
me, fully armed,’ 

“ Ills order was obeyed, and Mon¬ 
sieur Grimaud was taken down to the 
cellar, wounded as he w^^s. Ills mas¬ 
ter received him, barricaded tlie door 
again, and bid us go to the devil. 

“ ‘But where is he y' criedD’Artag- 
nan. ‘ Where is Athos ?' 

“ ‘ In the cellar, sir,’ 

“ ‘ScoundrelI you have kept him 
all this time in the cellar ?' 

“ ‘ Good heavens, sir! /keep him 
in the cellar! You do not know wliat 
he is doing there, or you would not 
suppose it. If you can prevail upon 
him to come out, I shall be grateful to 
you to the last day of my life; I will 
adore you as my guardian angel. 

“ ‘ I shall find him there, then?’ 

“ ‘ Certainly you will, sir—he won't 
come out. Every day we are obliged 
to hand him down bread at the end of 
a hay-fork, and meat too, when he 
asks for it. But, alas! it is uot of 
bread and meat that he makes the 
largest consumption. I tried once to 
enter the cellar with two of my ser¬ 
vants, and he put himself in a most 
terrible passion. 1 heard him and his 
lackey cocking their pistols and car¬ 
bine ; and when we asked what their 
intentions were, your friend said that 
they had forty shots to fire, and that 
they would fire cveiy one before al¬ 
lowing us to enter the cellar. I then 
went to complain to the governor, and 
he told me that I had only got what I 
deserved, and that it would teach me 


to maltreat honourable gentlemen who 
used my house.’ 

“ ‘ So that, sincethat time * ♦ 
said D'Artagnan, who could not help 
laughing at the pitiable countenance 
of the host. 

“ ‘ Since that time, sir,’ continued 
the latter, ‘ we lead tlie most wrjftch- 
, ed life imaginable; for jmu must Know 
that all our provisions are iu the 
cellar, our wine in bottle and our wiuo 
in cask, beer, oil, and spices, liams 
, and sausages; and as we cannot get at 
them, we arc unable to give food or 
drink to the travellers who alight here, 
and our inn is losing all its custom. 
If your friend stops one week longer 
iu my cellar, I am a rniued man.’ 

“ ‘ And ((uite right that you should 
be, scoundrel! It was easy to sec by 
our appearance, tliat we were men of 
quality and not c*>iiiors.’ 

“ ‘ Y(‘s, sir, you are right,’ replied 
])Oor Boniface. ‘ But only listen to 
him, he is getting into a passion.’ 

“ ‘ Doubtless somebody has dis¬ 
turbed him,’ said D’Artagnan. 

“ ‘ We are obliged to disturb him,’ 
cried the host; ‘ two English gentle¬ 
men have just arrived. The English, 
as you know, love gcv>d wine, and 
these have asked for the best. My 
wife is gone to beg Monsieur Athos to 
let her in, and he has no doubt refus¬ 
ed as usual. Holy Virgin 1 What a 
racket he is making.* 

“ D’Artagnan rose from his seat, 
and followed by tiie host and by Plan- 
chet with his cocked cai-bine,took the 
direction of the cellar, whence a tre¬ 
mendous noise was proceeding. The 
Englislimen were exasperated; they 
had just come off a long journey, and 
were dying of hunger and thirst. 

“ ‘ It is perfect tyranny,’ cried they 
in very good French, ‘ that this mad¬ 
man will not allow these good people 
the use ot their wine. But we will 
break open the door, and if ho is too 
furious, we will kill him.’ 

“‘Not so fast, gentlemen,’ said 
D’Artagnan, drawing his pistols from 
his belt. ‘ You will kill nobody, if 
you please.’ 

“ ‘ Let them come,’ said Athos, in 
his usual calm voice, from the other 
side of the door, ‘ let them come in^^ 
and'we shall see.’ 

“ Brave as they appeared to be, 
the two EngMshmen nfesitated and 
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looked at one another. One might 
almost have supposed that the cellar 
was garrisoned by one of those hun¬ 
gry ogres of the fairy tale, whose ca¬ 
vern no one could enter with impu¬ 
nity. There was a moment’s silence; 
but the Englishmen were ashamed to 
retr&t, and one of them, descending 
the five or six steps leading to the 
cellar, gave the door a kick that made 
it rattle on its hinges. 

» ‘ Planchet,’ said D’Artagnan, 
cocking his pistols, ‘ you take the one 
at the bottom of the stairs; I will 
take the other. Since you are for a 
fight, gentlemen, you shall have a 
bellyfuTl.’ 

‘Is that D’Artaguan’s voice?’ 
cried Athos. 

“ ‘ It is,’ replied the Gascon. 

“ ‘ Very good,’ said Athos, ‘ we 
will work them a little, these door- 
breakers,’ 

“ ‘ A moment’s patience, Athos,’ 
said D’Artagnan. * Gentlemen,’ lie 
continued, turning to the Englishmen, 

‘ you arc between two fires. My ser¬ 
vant and myself have three shots to 
fire, you will receive as many from 
the cellar, besides w^hich we have got 
our swords, with the use of which, I 
can assure you, my friend and myself 
are tolerably well acquainted. Allow 
me to arrange matters. I give you 
my word that you shall have some 
wine just now.’ 

“ ‘ If there is any left,’ growled 
Athos in a tone of raillery. 

“ ‘ What does he mean—if there is 
any left?’ cried the host, who felt a 
cold perspiration break out all over 
him. 

“ ‘ Nonsense, there will be some 
loft,’ replied D’Artagnan; ‘ two men 
cannot have drunk the whole cellar 
out.’ 

“ The Englishmen shcqlhed their 
swords, and D’Artagnan related to 
them the history of the imprisonment 
of Athos, upon hearing which they 
gi'eatly blamed the innkeeper. 

“ ‘Now, gentlemen,’ said D’Artag¬ 
nan, ‘ if you will be pleased to return 
to your apartment, in ten minutes yon 
shall have what you require. * 

“ The Englishmen bowed and re- 
iired. 

“ * I am alonn, my dear Athos,’ 
said p’Artagaan.—‘ Open the door.’ 
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“ There was a great noise of fag¬ 
ots and beams felling down; the be¬ 
sieged was demolishing his counter¬ 
scarps and bastions. The next mo¬ 
ment the door opened, and the pale 
face of the mousquetaire appeared. 
D’Artagnan sprang forward and em¬ 
braced him, but when he tried to lead 
him out of the cellar, he perceived 
that Athos staggered. 

“ ‘ You are wounded?’ cried he. 

“ ‘ I! not the least,’ was the reply. 
‘ I am dead drunk, that is all, and 
never did any man better deserve to 
be so. Fore God! mine host, I have 
drunk for my share, at least one hun¬ 
dred and fifty bottles.’ 

“ ‘ Heaven have mercy on me!’ 
cried the ,host. * If the servant has 
dnmk half as much as the master, I 
am a ruined man.’ 

“ ‘ Griinaud knows his place too 
well to drink the same wine as his 
master; he has drunk from the cask. 
By-the-by, I think he must have for¬ 
gotten to pufoin the spigot—I hear a 
running.’ 

“ D’Artagnan burst into a fit of 
laughter. The innkeeper was in a 
high fever. Just then Grlmaud 
showed himself behind his master, 
his carbine on his shoulder, and his 
head shaking like that of the drunken 
satyr in some of Ilubens’ pictures. 
His clothes were smeared with an 
unctuous liquid, which the host imme¬ 
diately recognized as his best olive 
oil. 

“ D’Artagnan and Athos now cross¬ 
ed the common room, and installed 
themselves in the best apartment of 
the hotel; while the innkeeper and 
his wife lighted lamps, and rushed 
into the cellar, where a frightful spec¬ 
tacle awaited them. In rear of the 
fortifications, in which Athos had 
made a breach for his exit, and which 
were composed of fagots, planks, 
and empty casks, arranged according 
to all the rules of strategy, were nu¬ 
merous pools of oil and wine, in which 
the bones of the hams that had been 
eaten were lying. In one comer was 
a pile of broken bottles, and in 
another a huge cask of wine was just 
yielding up the last drops of its blood. 
Out of fifty large sausages that had 
been suspended to the Iwams of the 
roof, ten only were remaining. The 
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image of devastation and death, as 
the ancient poet saidl reigned thei'e 
as upon a field of battle.” 

With characteristic generosity 
and insouciance^ Atbos forgives the 
host, and compensates him for the 
damage done to his property. The 
two guardsmen then sit down to drink, 
and D'Artagnan tells his friend of 
the misfox-tune he has had in the loss 
of his mistress. 

“‘Your misfortune makes me 
laugh,’ said Athos, shrugging his 
shoulders. ‘ I wonder what you would 
say to a love story that 1 could tell 
you.’ 

“ ‘ Something that happened to 
yourself? ’ 

“ ‘ Or to one of my friends; no 
matter.’ 

“ ‘ Tell it me.’ 

“ ‘ I would rather drink.’ 

“ ‘ You can do both.’ 

“ * True,’ said Athos, filling his 
glass; ‘the two things go well to¬ 
gether.’ 

“ The mousquetairo paused, and 
seemed to be collecting his thoughts ; 
and as he did so, D’Artagnan observed 
that he grew each moment paler. He 
had reached that stage of intoxication 
at which ordinary drinkers fall under 
the table and sleep, Athos, however, 
did not do that; he di’eamed aloud 
without sleeping. There was some¬ 
thing frightful in this somnambulism 
of drunkenness. 

“ ‘ One of my friends,’ he began— 
* one of my friends, mind you, not 
myself,’ interrupted he with a gloomy 
smile; ‘ a count of my province, that 
is to say of Berri, noble as a Dandolo 
or a Montmorency, fell in love when 
twenty-five years of age, with a young 
girl of seventeen, beautiful as painters 
have depicted Venus. Joined to the 
naivete of her age, she possessed the 
soul and feeling of a pbet; she could 
not bo said to please — she intoxi¬ 
cated all who approached her. She 
lived in a littlevillagc with her brother, 
who was a priest. None knew who 
they were, nor whence they came; 
but she was so beautiful, and her 
brother so pious, that none thought of 
asking. It was rumoured and be¬ 
lieved that they were of good family. 
My Mend, who was lord of that coun¬ 
try, might have seduced the young 
girl or taken her by force, as he chose; 


he was the master; who would have 
come to the assistance of two friend¬ 
less strangers ? Unfortunately he was 
an honest man, and he married her. 
The fool—the idiot! ’ 

“ ‘ Why a fool, since he loved her? 
asked D’Artagnan. 

“ ‘ Patience,’ said Athos. * He 
conducted her to his castle, and made 
her the first lady of the province; and, 
to do her justice, she knew perfectly 
how to support her rank.’ 

“ ‘ Well?’ said D’Artagnan. 

“ ‘ Well! one day she was out 
hunting with her husband,’ continued 
Athos, speaking in a low tone and 
very fast, ‘ she was overcome by the 
heat, and fell from her horse in a 
swoon ; the count sprang to her as¬ 
sistance, and as her clothes seemed to 
prevent her breathing, he cut them 
open with his dagger, and her sliouldcr 
was uncovered. Guess what she had 
upon her shoulder, D’Artagnan ?’ said 
Athos with a strange wild laugh. 

“ * How can I tell ? ’ said D’Artag¬ 
nan. 

“ ‘A fieuY’de-lis, She was branded!’ 

“ And Athos emptied at a draught 
the cup that stood before him. 

“ ‘ lloiTor ! ’ cxclaivicd D’Artag¬ 
nan. ‘ What do you tell me ? ’ 

“ ‘ The truth—the angel was a de¬ 
vil—the innocent young girl was a 
convict.’ 

“ ‘And what did the count do?’ 

“ ‘ The count was a powerful noble¬ 
man ; he had right of pit and halter 
upon his lands ; ho bai'cd the shoulder 
of the countess, tied her hands behind 
her back, and hung her to a tree.’ 

“ ‘Heavens! Athos! a murder!’ 
cried D’Artagnan. 

“ ‘ Yes, a murder, nothing more,’ 
said Athos, pale as death. ‘ But 
there is no wine—wc arc drinking 
nothing.’ 

“ And Athos seized the last bottle 
by the neck, put it to his mouth, and 
emptied it as though it had been an 
ordinary glass.” 

This strange story, that could hard¬ 
ly have proceeded from any but a 
French imagination, is nevertheless 
very effective, far more so in Monsieur 
Dumas’ terse and pointed diction 
than in our imperfect translation. 
The dame with the fleur-de-lis on 
her shoulder is not dead, but on the 
contrary married again, and proves 
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understands English, read diligently 
the works of Shak82)eare and Fletcher, 
and I dare undertake that he will find 
in every page either some solecism of 
speech, or some notorious Haw in sense; 
^et these men are reverenced, when 
■we are not forgiven. That their wit 
is great, and many times their cxpres- 
^ons noble, envy itself cannot d(*ny. 
But the times were ignorant in which 
they lived. Poetry w'as then, if not in 
its infancy among us, at least not 
arrived to its vigour and maturity. 
Witness the lameness of their jihtts, 
many of which, especially those they 
writ first, (for even that age refined it¬ 
self in some measure,) were made up 
of some ridiculous, incoherent story, 
which in one play many times took up 
the business of an age. I suppose 1 
need not name ‘ Pericles, Prince of 
Tyre,* nor the historical plays of Sfiak^ 
speare, besides many of the rest, as 
the ‘ Winter’s Tale,* ' Love’s Labour 
Lost,* * Measure for Measure,* w'liich 
w'ere either founded on impossibilities, 
or at least so meanly wTitten, that the 
comedy neither caused your mirth, nor 
the serious part your concernment.” 

In all this rash and wretched 
folly, Drydcn shows his ignorance of 
the order in winch Shakspearc wrote 
his plays ; and Sir AValter kindly 
say*^ that there will be charity in 
believing that he Avas not intimate¬ 
ly acquainted with those lie so siun- 
uiarily and unjustly condtunns. But 
unluckily this nonsense Avas Avritten 
during the very time he Avas said by 
Sir Waltei' to have been “ engaged 
in a closer and more critii^al examina¬ 
tion of the ancient English poets than 
he had before bcstowxd upon them 
and, from the perusal of Shakspoare, 
learning that the sole sta]>le of the 
drama w'^as “ luiniau characters actnig 
from the direct and energetic influence 
of human passions.” Yet Sir AYaltcr 
was right; only Diydcn’s opinions 
and Judgments kept fluctuating all his 
life long, too much obedient to the 
gusts of whim and caprice, or ofteiier 
still to the irregular influences of a® 
impatient spirit, that could not brook 
any opposition from any quarter to its 
domineering self-AAlll. For in not 
many months after, in the Prologue 
to “ Aurciigzebe,” are these noble 
lines— 

^'£ut spite of all his pride, a secret 

shame 


Invades his heart at Shakspeare’s sacred 
name; 

Awed when ho hears his godlike Ro¬ 
mans rage. 

He, in a just despair, would quit the 
stage. 

And to an ago less polish’d, more un- 
skill’d. 

Dors, with disdain, the foremost honours 
yioia.” 

Less polished — inoi'e unskilled ! 
Here, too, lie is possessed with the 
same foolish fancy as Avhen he said, 
in the “ Defence of the Epilogue,”— 

“ I5ut these absurditioa Avhicli those 
poets committed, may more properly 
be called the age’s fault than theirs. 
For besides the Avaiit of education 
and learning, (which Avas their parti¬ 
cular unhappiness,) they wanted the 
beiuTU of converse. Their audiences 
Avere no better, .and therefore Avere 
satisfied Avitli Avliat they brought. 
Those Avho call theirs the golden age 
of ])oetry, have only this reason for it, 
that they Averc then content Avith 
aconis before tiiey knew tlie use of 
bread!” Then, after a someAAliat 
hasty and unconvincing examination 
of certain incorrectnesses and mean¬ 
nesses of expression ev en in Hen Jon- 
son, leanieil as he was* lie asks, 
“ What eorroctness after this can be 
oxitected from Shahspeare or Fletcher, 
who wanted that learning and care 
Avhich Joiison had? I Avill therefore 
spare myself tln^ trouble of empiiring 
into their fanlts, Avho, had they lived 
now, had doubtless written more cor¬ 
rectly.” t>incc Shakspeare’a days, too, 
the Ihiglish language liad been re¬ 
fined, lie says, by receiving new 
Avords and phraac.s, and becoming the 
richer for them, as it Avould be “ by 
importation of bullion.” It is admit¬ 
ted, however, that Shakspeare, Flet¬ 
cher, and Jonson did indeed beautify 
our tongue >y tlicir curiasa fdicitas 
in the use of old words, to Avliich it 
often gave a rare meaning; but in 
^that they were folIoAved by “ Sir John 
^Suckling and Mr ‘Waller, who refined 
upon them /” But the greatest improve¬ 
ment and rcfineincut of all, “ in this 
age,” is said to Iiua'c been in wit. Pure 
Avit, and Avithout alloy, Avas the Avit of 
the court of Charles the Second, and 
of the Clubs. It shines like gold, yea 
much fine gold, in the Avorks of all 
the master play-Avrights. Whereas, 
“ Shakspeare, who many times has 
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mitten better than any poet in any 
language, is yet so far from writing 
wit always, or expressing that wit 
according to the dignity of the sub¬ 
ject, that he writes, in many places, 
below the dullest writ(U*s of ours, or 
any preceding age. Never did any 
author precipitate himself from such 
height of thought to so low expres¬ 
sions, as he often does. He is the 
very Janus of poets ; he wears al¬ 
most every where two faces; and you 
Ijave scarce begun to admire the one 
ere j'ou despise the other.” Tliat the 
wit “of this age” is much more courtly, 
may, Diydeii tluiilis, be easily proved 
by viewing the characters of gentlemen 
wdiich were written in tlic last. For 
example—who do you think ? Why, 
Mkhcutio. “ Shakspeare showed 
the best of his skill in Mcrcutio ; and 
lie said himself that he w as forced to 
kill him in the third act, to jn-event 
being killed by him. Hut for my 
part I cannot dud he w^as so dangtu'- 
ous a person: I see nothing in him 
but what was so exceedingly harmless, 
that he might have iive<l to the eucl 
of the play and died in his bed, with¬ 
out oflence to any man.” Wit Shak¬ 
speare had in common wdth his inge- 
Tiious eontcfn]V)raries; but theirs, to 
speak out plainly, “ was not that of 
gentlemen; there w%ns ever somewhat 
that w'as ill-natured and clownish in it, 
and which confessed tlie conversation 
of the authors.” “ In this age,” Pry- 
den declares the last and greatest 
advantage of ^vi’itiug proceeds from 
coiivorsation. “ In that age ” there 
Avas “ less gallantry ; ” and “ neither 
did they (Shakspeare, Ben, and tlie 
rest) keep the best eomiiauy of theirs.” 
Bn' lot the illustrious time-server 
speak at large. 

“ Now, if they ask me, whence it is 
that our conversation is so much re- 
f I must friicly, ana without flat¬ 
tery, ascribe it to tlio court; and in it, 
particularly to the king, whose example 
gives a law to it. liis own misfortunes, ♦ 
and the nation's, afforded him an oppor¬ 
tunity, which is rarely allowed to soa'o- 
reign princes—I mean of travelling, and 
being conversant in the most polished 
courts of l''uropc ; and, theieby, of cul¬ 
tivating u which was formed by 

nature to receive the tmprossions of a 
I'aliaut and generous education. At 
ids return, lie found a nation lost as 
much in barbarism as in rebellion j and, 


as the excellency of bis nature forgave 
the one, so the excellency of his man¬ 
ners reformed the other. The desire 
of imitating so great a pattern, first 
awakened the dull and heavy spirits of 
tlie English from their natural r^sser- 
vedness; loosened them from their stiff 
forms of conversation, and made them 
easy and pliant to each other in dis¬ 
course. TJius, insensibly, our way of 
living became more free; and the fire 
of the English wit, w hich was before 
stifled under a constrained, melancholy 
w'ay of breeding, began first to display 
its force by mixing the solidity of our 
nation with the air and gaiety of our 
neighbours. This being granted to be 
triu*, it would be a wonder if the poets, 
whose work is indtation, shoidd be the 
only persons in three kingdoms who 
should not receive advantage by it; or, 
if they should not more easily imitate 
the wit and conversation of the present 
age than of the pa-st. 

“ Let u^, therefore, admire the beau¬ 
ties and the lieights of Shakspeare, with¬ 
out falling al'ter him into a carelessness, 
and, us 1 may call it, a lethargy of 
thought, fur whole scenes together.” 

Shakspeare lethargic—comatose ! 

Sir Walter’s admiration of “ glorious 
John” w'as so much part of his very 
nature, that he says, “ it is a bold, 
l)erhaps presumptuous, task to attefhpt 
to separate the true from tlie false 
criticism in tlie foregoing essay: for 
Avho is qualified to be umpire betwixt 
8hak.spi',arc and Dryden?” None 
that ever breathed, better than his 
ov\ n great and good sidf. Yet surely 
he wjxs AvroDg in saying, that when 
.Shakspeare wrote foi* the stage, “ w it 
Avas not required.” Keqnired or not, 
tliere it was in peifection, of AAiiich 
HrydeiK with all Ins endoAvments, had 
no idea, 'i'iic question is not as he 
jmts it, were tliose “ audiences inca- 
jiable of reviving the delights Avhicli 
a cultivated mind dt'rives from the 
gradual development of a story, the 
just dei>ondence of its parts upon 
each other, the minute beauties of 
language, and the absence of every 
tiling incongruona or indecorous?” 
They may have been so, though we 
do not believe they Avere. But the 
question is, are Shaksjieare’s Plays, 
beyond all that ever were written, 
distinguished for those very excel¬ 
lences, and free from almost all those 
very defects? That they ai’c, few if 
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any will now dare to deny. While the 
best of Dryden’s own Plays, and still 
more those of his forgotten contem¬ 
poraries, infinitely inferior to Shak¬ 
espeare’s in all those very excellences, 
are choke-full of all manner of faults 
and fla^ant sins against decorum and 
coDgruity, in the eyes of mere taste; 
and with a few exceptions, according 
to no rules can be rated high as works 
of art. The truth of all this mani¬ 
festly forced itself upon Sir Walter’s 
seldom erring judgment, as he pro¬ 
ceeded in the composition of the ela¬ 
borate note, in which he would fain 
have Justified Dry den even at the 
expense of Shakspeare. And, as it 
now stands, tliough beautifully writ¬ 
ten, it swarms with non-sequitiiTH^ 
and perplexing half-truths. 

In the Preface to “ Troilus and 
Cressida,” ( 1679 ,) Diyden again— 
and for the last time—descants, in 
the same unsatisfactory strain, on 
Shakspeare. iEschylus, he tells us, 
was held in the same veneration 
by the Athenians of after ages as 
Shakspeare by his countrymen. But 
in the age of that poet, the Greek 
tongue had arrived at its full per¬ 
fection, and they had among them 
an exact standard of writing and 
speaking; whereas the English lan¬ 
guage, even in his (Dryden’s) own 
age, was wanting in the very founda¬ 
tion of certainty, “ a perfect gram¬ 
mar so, what must it have been in 
Shakspeare’s time? 

The tongue in general is so much 
refined since then, that many of his 
words, and more of his phrases, are 
scarce intelligible. And of those which 
we understand, some are ungrammati¬ 
cal, others coarse ; and his whole style 
is so pestered with figurative expres¬ 
sions, that it is as atifected as it is obscure. 
It is true that, in his latter plays, he had 
worn off somewhat of the rust; but the 
tragedy which I have undertaken to 
correct was in all probability one of his 
first endeavours on the stage. . 

So lamely is it left to us, that it is not 
divided into acts. For the play itself, 
the author seems to have begun it with 
some fire. The characters of Pandarus 
and Thersites are promising enough; 
but, as if he grew weary of his task, 
after an entrance or two, he lets them 
fall; and the latter part of the tragedy 
is nothing but a confusion of drums and 
trumpets, excursions, and alarms. The 
persons who give name to the tragedy 


are left alive. Cressida is false, and is 
not punished. Yet, after all, because 
the play was Sbakspearo’s, and that 
there appeared in some places of it the 
admirable genius of the author, 1 under¬ 
took to remove that heap of rubbish, 
under which many excellent thoughts 
lay wholly buried. Accordingly, I have 
remodelled the plot, threw out many 
unnecessary persons, improved those 
which were begun and left unfinished, 
as Hector, Troilus, Pandarus, and Ther¬ 
sites, and added that of Andromache. 
After that, 1 made, with no small 
trouble, an order and connexion of’all 
the scenes, removing them from the 
places where they were inartificially 
set; and though it was impossible to 
keep them all unbroken, because the 
scene must be sometimes in the city 
and sometimes in the court, yet I have 
so ordered them, that there is a cohe¬ 
rence of them with one another, and a 
dependence on the main design: no 
leaping from Troy to the Grecian tents, 
and thence back again, in the same act, 
but a due proportion of time allowed for 
every motion. I need not say that I 
have refined the language, which before 
was obsolete; but 1 am willing to ac¬ 
knowledge, that as I have often drawn 
his English nearer to our times, so 1 
have sometimes conformed’ my own to 
his; and consequently, the language is 
not altogether so pure us it is signifi¬ 
cant.” 

John Drydcn and Samuel Johnson 
resembl (5 one another very strongly 
in their treatment of Shakspeare. 
Both of them seem at times to have 
perfectly understood and felt his great¬ 
ness, and both of them have indited 
glorious things in its exaltation. Their 
praise is the utterance of worship. 
You might believe them on their 
knees before an idol. But theirs is a 
strange kind of reverence. It alter¬ 
nates with derision, aud is compatible 
with contempt. The god sinks into 
the man, and the man is a barbarian, 
babbling uncouth speech. “ Coarse,” 
“ ungrammatical," “ obscure,” “ af¬ 
fected,” “ unintelligible,” “ rusty 1 ” 
The words distilled from the lips of 
Cordelia, Desdemona, Juliet, Imogen! 

Dryden informs us, that ages after 
the death of .^schylus, the Athenians 
ordained an equal reward to the poets 
who could alter his plays to be acted 
in the theatre, with those whose pro¬ 
ductions were wholly new, and of 
their own. But the case, he laments, 



156 North's Specimens of the Critics. [Feb. 


is not the same in England, though 
the difficulties arc gi-cater, JEscljy- 
lus wrote good Greek, Shakspearc bad 
English \ and to make it iiitelligiblo 
to a refined audience was a bard job, 
Borcly “pestered with figurative ex¬ 
pressions” must have been the trans- 
mogrifier; and he had to look, for 
■wages, not to a nation’s gratitude, hut 
a manager’s greed. It was, indeed, 
a desperate exi>edient for raising the 
funds. In his judgment the Play itself 
was hut a poor affair—an attempt by 
an apprentice, that, to be producible, 
required tiie shaping of a master’s 
hand. “ Lamely left,” it had to be set 
on its feet cre it could tread the stage. 
With what nonchalancci\oiifi< he throw 
out “ unnecessary ])ersons,'’ and im¬ 
prove “unfinished!” Hector,Troilus, 
Pandarus, and Thersites, skilloss 
Shakspeare had but begun —artful 
Dryden made an end of them ; Cros- 
sida, M'ho was false as she was fair, 
yet left alive to deceive more men, 
became a })aragon of truth, chastity, 
and suicide ; and by an amazing 
stretch of invention, far beyond the 
Swan’s, was added Andromaclie. 
Dryden proudly announces that “the 
scenes of Pandarus and Cressida, 
of Troilus and Pandarus, of Aiulro- 
macho with IJertor and the Trojans, 
in the second act, arc wlioliy new ; to¬ 
gether with that of Nestor and Ul) ssos 
A^ith TJiersitcs, and that of The* sites 
Avitli Ajax and Achilles. 1 will not 
Avearyinyroader witli the scenes which 
are added of Pandarus and the lovers 
in tlic third, and those of Thersites, 
which ai'c Avliolly altered; but I can¬ 
not omit the last scene in it, which is 
almost half the act, betnixt Troilus 
an 1 Hector. I have been so tedious 
in three acts, that I shall contract 
myself in the two last. TIjc begiu- 
niug scenes of the fourth act arc either 
added, or changed wholly’ by me; the 
middle of it is Shakspearc’s, altered 


and mingled with my otvn; three or 
four of the last scenes are altogether 
new i and the whole fifth act, both 
the plot and the writing, are my own 
additions.” O heavens! why was it 
not all “my oavuY” 

No human being can have a right 
to use another in sucli a way as this, 
Shakspeare’s plays were then, and are 
now, as much his o>vn property as the 
property of the public—or rather, the 
public holds them in trust, Dryden 
was a delinquent tow'ards the dead. 
His crime was sacrilege. In reading 
hts “ Ti'oiliis and Cressida,” you ever 
and anon fear you have lost your 
senses. Bits of veritable Shakspearean 
gold, burnished star-bright, embossed 
in pcw'tcr! Diamonds set in dirt I 
Sentences illuminated w'ith words of 
]>ower, suddenly rising and sinking, 
tlirough a fiaro of fustian! Here 
Apollo's Jute—there hurdy-gurdy. 

“ For the l)iay itself,” said Dryden 
insolently, “ the author seems to have 
begun it with some fire and here it 
is continued Avith much smoke. “ The 
characters of Pandarus and Thersites 
arc i)roniising enough; ” here we 
shudder at their pcrlurmance. Such a 
monstrous Piindarns Aronld have been 
blackballed at tlic Pimj). Thersites— 
Shakspeare's TJicrsites—for Homer’s 
Avas anotlier Thersites quite—finely 
called by Coleridge, “ the Caliban of 
demagogic life”—loses all individua¬ 
lity, and is but a brutal buffoon grossly 
caricatured. The scene between Ulys¬ 
ses and Achilles, Avith its Avondrous 
Avisdomful speech, is omitted ! of 
itself, -worth all the poetry Avritteu 
between the Restoration and the Re- 
A'oln'ion. 

S])irit of Glorious John ! forgive, wo 
beseech thee, truth-telling Christo¬ 
pher—but angels and ministers of 
grace defend us! who art thou? 
Shakspeave’s ghost. 


PaocoauE^ spoken by Mr Bctterton, representino th* Ghost op 

SnAKSPRAKE. 

“ See, iny loved Britons, see your Shakspeare rise, 

An awful ghost confess’d to humiin eyes I 
Unnamed, mothinks, distinguish’d 1 had been 
From other shades, by this eternal green, 

About whose wreaths the vu’gar poets strive. 

And, with a touch, their wither’d bays revive. 

Uutaught, unpractised, in a barbarous age, 

1 toimd not, but created first the stage; 

A nd if 1 drain’d no Greek or Latin store, 
f was that my own abundance gave me more. 
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On forei^ trade I needed not rely, 

Like fruitful Britain, rich without supply. 

In this my roug;h-drawn play you shall behold 
Some master-strokes, so manly and so bold. 

That he who meant to alter, found *ein such. 

Ho shook, and thou<;ht it sacrilege to touch. 

Now, where are the successors to my name ? 

What bring they to fill out a poet’s fame ? 

Weak, short-lived issues of a feeble agej 
Scarce living to be christen’d on the btagc! 

For humour farce, for love they rhyme dispense, 

That tolls th(‘ knell for their departed sense. 

Dulncss, that in a playhouse meets disgrace, 

Might meet with reverenee in its proper place. 

The fulsome clench that nauseates thci town, 

W^ould from a judge or alderman go down— 

Such virtue is there in a robe and gown ! 

And that insipid stuff u liich here you hate. 

Might somewhere else be call’d a grave debate : 

Dullness is decent in the clmrch and state. 

But I forget that still ’lis understood 

Bad plays are best decried by showing good. 

Sit silent, then, that my pleased soul may see 
A judging audience once, and worthy mo. 

Mv faithful scoTio from true records shall tell. 

How U’rojan valour did the Greek excel; 

Your groat forcfalliers shall their fame regain, 

And Homer’s angry ghost repine in vain.” 


The best hand of any man tiiat 
ever lived, at prologue and epilogue, 
was Dryden. And here he k1jou(‘(1 
himself to be the boldest too; and 
above fear of ghosts. For tliotigli it 
was but a make-believe, it must have 
required courage in Sh:ikspi*arc’s imu*^ 
dercr to look ou its mealy laee. 
The ghost sj)eaks well— nobly —for 
six lines—though more like Djydeu's 
than Shakspeare’s. ^V/aMvas not his 
style when alive. ’^Die seventh line 
would liave choked him, had he Ix'eu 
a mere liglit-and-shadow gliost. Hut 
in death never would lie thus have 
given the lie to liis lUe. “ Untaught,” 
he might have truly said—for he had 
no master. “Unpractised!” Nay, 
“ Troilua and Cresaida” sprang from 
a brain that had teemed nitli many a 
birth. “ A barbarous age! ” Head— 
“ Great Fliza’s golden time,” when 
the aun of England's genius was at 
meridian. “ Sacrilege to touch ! ” 
Prologue had not rcacWreface. l^ittlc 
did the “ injured ghost” suspect the 
spectacle that was to ensue. Much 
of what follows is, in worse degree, 
Drydenish all over. Sweetest Sliak- 
speare scoffed not so! 

Suppose Shakspeare’s ghost to have 
slipped quietly into the manager's 
box to witness the performance. 


Poets after death do not lose all 
meiTiory of their own earthly visions. , 
Thoughts of the fairest arc wdth tliera 
in Paradise. At first sighf of Doriiida 
he would have bolted. 

Dryden says, that “ he knew not to 
distinguish the blown puffy style from 
true sublimity.” He would then have 
done so, and no mistake. “Thefury 
of liis fancy often transported liim 
be 3 'ond the bounds of jiidginent, either 
in coining of iumv words and phrases, 
or racking words which were in use, 
into the violence of catachresis.” His 
ears would have been jarred by Pros- 
pero’s “ polite conversation,” so un¬ 
like what he, who had not “kept the 
best societ}',” was confined to “ in a 
barbarous age.” Yat Dryden con¬ 
fessed that Ik» “ understood the nature 
of the passions,” and “made his cha¬ 
racters distinct;” so tliat “his fail¬ 
ings were not so much in the passions 
fliernselves, as in his manner of ex¬ 
pression.” Unfortunately, his vocabu- 
laiy was neither choice nor extensive, 
and he “ often obscured his meaning 
by his words, and sometimes made it 
uiihitclligible.” 

“ To speak justly of this whole mat¬ 
ter : it is neither height of thought 
that is discommended, nor pathetic ve¬ 
hemence, nor any nobleness of expres- 
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sion in its proper place; but it is a 
false measure of all tliesc, something 
which is like them, and is not thorn j it 
is the Bristol stone, which appears like 
a diamond ; it is an extravagant thought 
instead of a sublime one; it is a roar¬ 
ing madness instead of vehemence; a 
sound of words instead of sense. If 
Shakspearo were stripped of all the 
bombasts in his passions, and dressed in 
the most vulgar words, we should find 
iho beauties of his thoughts remaining; 
if liis embroideries were burnt down, 
there would still be gilver at the bottom 
of the melting-pot; but 1 fear (at least 
let me fear it for myself) that we, who 
npe his sounding words, have nothing of 
his thought, but are all outside ; there 
is not. so much as a dwarf within our 
giant’s clothes. Therefore, let not 
Shakspeare suffer for our sakos; it is 
our fault, who succeed him in an age 
that is more refined, if we imitate him 
so ill that we copy his failings only, 
and make a virtue of that in our writ¬ 
ings which in his was an iraperfeetiun. 


For what remains, the excellency 
of that poet was, as I have said, in the 
more manly passions; Fletcher’s in the 
softer. Shakspeare writ better betwixt 
man and man; • Fletcher betwixt man 
and woman: consequently the one de¬ 
scribed friendship better — the other 
love. Yet Shakspeare taught Fletcher 
to write love; and Juliet and Desde- 
mona are originals. It is true, the 
scholar had the softer soul, but the 
master had the kinder. Friendship is 
both a virtue and a passion essentially; 
love is a passion only in its nature, and 
is not a virtue but by accident: good¬ 
nature makes friendship, but effeminacy 
love. Shakspeare had an universal 
mind, which comprehended all charac¬ 
ters and passions; Fletcher, a more 
confined and limited: for though he 
treated love in perfeOtion, yet honour, 
ambition, revenge, and generally all the 
stronger passions, he either touched 
not, or not masterly. To conclude all, 
he was a limb of Shakspeare.’* 


THE TOWKn OF LONDON.—A POEM. 

« 

By Thomas Roscue. 


Part I. 


Proud Julian tow(‘rs! y^e whose gi*ey turrets rise 
In lioaiy grandeur, mingling with the skies— 
Whose name—thought—image—eveiy spot are rife 
With startling legends—themes of death in life ! 
liecall the voices of wrong’d spirits fled— 

Echoes of life that long survived their dead ; 

And let them tell ihe history of thy crimes, 

The present teach, and waim all future times. 


Time’s veil withdrawn, what tragedies of woe 
Loom in tlic distance, fill the ghastly show ! 

Oh, tell what hearts, tora from light’s cheering ray, 
Within thy dfeath-shades bled their lives away; 
What anxious hopes, strifes, agonies, and fears, 

In thy dread walls have linger’d years on years— 
Still mock’d the patient j)risoner as he pray’d 
That death would shroud liis w^oes—too loi^ delay’d! 


Could the great Norman, with prophetic eye, 
Have scann’d the vista of futurity, 

And seen the cell-worn phantoms, one by one, 
lUse and <lesccnd—the father to the son— 
Whose purest blood, by treaclieiy and guilt, 

On thy polluted scaffolds has been spilt, 
JMethiuks Ambition, with his subtle art, 

Had fired his hero to a nobler part. 
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Yes ! curst Ambition—spoiJer of mankind— 

Tliat witli thj trophies lur’st tJic dazzled mind, 

That ’neath tho gorg-eous veil thy conquests weave, 
Would’st hide tijy form, and Reason’s eye deceive— 
By what strange spells still dost thou rule the mind 
That madly worships thee, or, tamely blind, 

Forbears to fathom thoughts, that at thy name 
Should kindle horror, and o’crwhelm with shame^ 

Alas, that thus the human heart should pay 
Too willing homage to thy bloody sway; 

Should stoop submissive to a iieud sublime 
And venerate e’en the majesty of crime ! 

Plow soon to those that tciii)>t thee art thou near— 

To prom]»t, direct, and steel the heart to fear! 

Oh, not to such the voice of peace shall speak, 

Nor placid ze])hyr laii their fever’d cheek; 

Sleep ne’er shall seal their hot and blood-staiu’d eye, 
But conscious visions ever liauul theta nigh ; 

(Irandeur to them a laded llcwer .sliall be, 

Wealth but a thorn, and IlOA^ er a fruitless tree ; 

And, as they near the tomb, with ])antujg l)reast, 
Shrink from the dread uiiloiow u, yet hoi)e no rest! 

Stern towers of strength ! oiict^ bulwarks of the laud, 
When feudal j)o\ver bore sway with sovereign hand— 
Fi'own yc no more—the glory of the scene— 

Sad, silent witness of ^^'lat crimes have been I 
Accurst tin; day when tirst our Norman ibe 
Taught Albion’s high-born Saxon sous to bow 
’Neath victor-]>ride and insolence—learn to feel , 

What eaith’s daik woes— v heii abjeet vassals kneel; 
And Avorsc the hour when his remorseless lieir, 

Alike* uncheck’d by heaven, or earthly prayer, 

With lusts ignoble, fed by martial might, 

Usurp’d man’s fair domains aiid native right. 

Ye generous spirits that protect the brave, 

And watch the seaman o’er the crested v a\'e, , 

Cast rouud tho fearless soul your glorious spell, 

That bred a ]lami)den and inspired a Tell— 

Why left ye AVallace, greatest of the free, 

His hills’ proud chamjuon—heart of liberty— 

Alone to co])C with tyranny and luite, 

To sink at last in ignominious fate? 

Sad Scotia wept, and still ou valour’s shrine 
Our glistening tears, like pearly dcv\ drops, sldue, 

To tell the world li#w Albyii’s hero bled, ^ 

And treasure still the mcinory of her dead. 

Whose prison annals speak of thrilling deeds, 

How truth is tortured and how genius bleeds ? 

Whose eye dare trace them down the tragic stream— 
Mark whatTresh phantoms in the distance gleam, 

As dark and darker o’er th’ ensanguined page 
The ruthless deed pollutes each later age? 

Sec where the rose of Bolingbroke’s rich bloom 
Fades on the bed of martyr’d Richard’s tomb! 

‘Look where the sjiectre babes, still smiling fair. 

Spring from the coucli of death to realms of air! 

Oh, thought accurst I that uncle, guardian, foe. 

Should join in one to strike the murderous blow. 
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Ask we for tears from pity’s sacred fount ? 
“Forbear]” cries vengeance—“ that is my account.” 
There is a power—an eye whose light can span 
The dark-laid schemes of the vain tyrant, man. 

Lo! where it pierces through the shades of night, 
And all its Jiideons secrets start to light— 

In vain earth’s puny conquerors heaven defy— 

Their kingdom’s dust, and but one throne on high. 
See heaven’s applause support the virtuous wrong’d, 
And ’midst his state the despot’s fears prolong’d. 
Thou tyrant, yes! the declaration God 
Himself hath utter’d—“ I’m the avenging rod!” 
Words wing’d with fate and fire! oh, not in vain 
Ye cleft the air, and swept Gomorrah’s plain, 

When, dark idolatry unmask’d, she stood 
The mark of heaven—a fiery solitude ! 

And still yc sped—still mark’d the varied page 
In every time—through each revolving age— 
Wherever man trampled his fellow man, 

Unscared by crimes, marr’d liis ruthless plan— 
Still shall ye speed till time has pass’d away, 

And retribution reigns o’er earth’s last day. 

Methinks I hear from each relentless stone 
The spirits of thy martyr’d victims groan, 

And eager whispers Eclio round each cell 
The oft repeated legend, and rc-dwcll, 

With the same fondness that bespeaks delight 
In childhood’s heart, when on sonic winter’s night, 
As stormy winds low whistle through the vale, 

Jt shuddering lists the thrilling giiostl}'- tale. 

It seems but now that blood was spilt, whose stain 
Proclaims the dastard soul—the bloody reign 
Of the Eighth Harry—vampire to his wife, 

, Who traffick’d for his divorce with her life ; 

So fresh, so moist, eacli ruddy drop appears 
Indelible tlirough centuries of years ! 

And who is this whose beauteous figure moves, 
Onward to meet the reeking form she loves; 

Whose noble mien—whose dignity of grace, 

Extort compassion from each gazing face? 

’Tis Dudley’s bride! like some fair opening flower 
Torn from its stem—she meets fate’s direst hour; 
Still unappall’d she views that bloody bier, 

Takes her last sad farewell without a tcar. 

Each weeping muse liath told how Essex died, 
Favourite and victim, doom’d by female pride. 

How courtly Suffolk spent ids latest day, 

And dying Raleigh penn’d his deathless lay. 

Here noble Straflbrd too severely taught 
How dearly royal confidence is bought; 

Received the waiTant which demands his breath, 

And with a calm composure walk’d—to death. 

Nor ’mong the names that liberty holds dear, 

Shall the great Russell be forgotten here ; 

His country’s boast—each patriot’s honest pride— 
For them he lived—for them he wept and died. 

And must we yet another page unfold, 

To glean fresh moral from the deeds of old? 
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would naturally give place to a less 
ilaring and lofty generation, when the 
forest bad given way to the field, and 
the lair of the wild beast had become 
the highway and the bower. But if 
the evil day should again return, -the 
guardian power of intelle,ct and virtue 
will again come forth iu the human 
shape, and vindicate the providence 
that watches over the jirogrcss of 
mankind. I utterly deny the ex¬ 
haustion of national genius; I even 
deny its cxliaustibility. If the moral 
vegetation languishes, and the soil is 
parched for a while, the great source 
of refreshing and fertility still lies be¬ 
fore us—the public mind, in its bound¬ 
less expansion, and in its unfathom¬ 
able dei»th; the intellectual ocean 
which no plummet has ever sounded, 
and which no shore has ever circum¬ 
scribed, lies ready to restore the ba¬ 
lance of nature. 

But the sense of power itself in the 
national mind forbids the exhibition 
of its strcngtli in tranquil times. It 
is lofty and fastidious; it will not 
stoop to a contest iu Aviiich nothing is 
to be contended for. It is not an 
actor; and it cannot adopt the figured 
passion of the actor, rend its robe, 
and flourish, and obtest heaven against 
the traitor and the oppressor, to the 
sound of ail orchestrik, or in the glitter 
of stage lamps. The true ability of 
the empire must scorn all mimic en¬ 
counter; and what else can be thelittle 
struggles of party shut up in the le¬ 
gislature, whose sound scarcely tran¬ 
spires through the walls, -whose tri- 
amphs are a tax, and whose oracles 
are an intrigue ? But, when the true 
day of trial shall come—when an 
enemy shall be seen hovering on the 
coasts of the Constitution—when 
trumpet answers trumpet, and the 
“ country is proclaimed in danger”— 
then, and not till then, shall we know 
the superb resoui*ccs of our intellec¬ 
tual strength: whatever may have 
been the prowess of the past, we may 
see it not merely rivaled but thrown 
into eclipse by the future; the burnish¬ 
ed armour, and massive swords and 
maces of our old intellectual chivalry, 
superseded by more manageable and 
more destructive implements of suc¬ 
cess ; and the sterner conflict followed 
by the more consummate triumph. 
Yet, when we undeiwaliie the living 
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ability of a nation from its quie¬ 
tude at the moment, we but adopt 
the example of every past age iu suc¬ 
cession. The last ten ycax-sj;^of the 
last century were preceded by a pe¬ 
riod of despair; Chatham’s career was 
run, and the national regrets over 
his tomb were mingled with sorrows 
for the extinction of all parliamentary 
renown I —The day had gone down, 
and darkness was to cover the sky 
for ever. But while the prediction 
was scarcely uttered, the horizon was 
in a blaze, mighty meteors rushed 
across it in a thousand courses of 
eccentric speed and splendour; and a 
period of intellectual display began, 
which at once dazzled and delighted 
mankind. Anne’s Augustan age of 
war, negotiation, and eloquence, was 
once pronounced to be, like the Au¬ 
gustan age of Rome, incapable of 
rivalship by posterity; but our own 
times have seen a bolder war, a broader 
peace, and a richer development of 
science, invention, and elo(]ucuce. For 
fifty years, England was pronounced 
to have worn herself out by the pro¬ 
lific brilliancy of the half century 
before; like a precocious infant, to 
have anticipated her powdrs, and en¬ 
sured their premature decay ; like the 
Ba'otians, to have had her riudaric 
period, and thcne-cforward to have 
paid for its raptun^s aud^.renown by 
perpetual darkness; or like tlielsraei- 
ites ill Egypt, to be condemned to 
drudgery for life, sunk into an intel¬ 
lectual slave-caste; — ■when; in the 
midst Qf the scofling, -or the sojtow, 
suddenly arrived a new epoch, a ikmv 
summons to the national genius, a 
time of lofty interpositions, “ thunder- 
ings in the air, and lightning running 
along the ground,” an era of the mar¬ 
vellous things of mind; the cliains 
fell oflT tlie hstids, and the generation 
went forth, with a new sense of su¬ 
periority, into neAv scenes of know¬ 
ledge, discovery, and empire. 

Whether it was my good or ill for¬ 
tune to make my first efibrt in tho 
midst of the men whose names have 
immortalized their clay, I shall not 
venture to decide. But my resolve had 
been firmly taken—not to remain in 
Parliament unless I discovered in 
myself faculties fit for its service. I 
was determined not to play the mute 
if 1 had the means of uttering a voice, 

i' 
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But no'W tho whole force of adminis¬ 
tration was demanded; and I made 
up my mind to ascertain by trial, 
what no man can be sure of without 
that trial, whether I possessed any 
capacity for public life. 

The subject on which I first spoke 
was an address to tho throne, in an¬ 
swer to the King’s message on the 
wan On this night Fitt, but lately 
recovered from a lit of his licreditary 
gout, spoke briefly, and with evident 
Icoblencss of frame. Fox, whoso 
energy seemed always to depend on 
his rival’s power, and whose eUxpieuce 
always rose or fell with the vigour or 
languor of the minister—Fox, never 
so great as when Fitt put forth all his 
Strength, on this night idled away Ins 
houi', through the mere want of an 
antagonist; but Slieridan made ample 
compensation for his loader. The 
House had fallen^pto lassitude, and 
the benches were already thin wlien 
he arose. I had heard Inm as the 
humorist on some trivial occasions of 
debate. I had enjoyed the social 
pleasantry which placed him at the 
head of the wits ; but 1 was still but 
imperfectly acquaiuted with the strong 
sarcasm, tke deep disdain, and tJie 
grave sopListiy, Avliich this extraor¬ 
dinary mail could exhibit with such 
redundant ease, and wield witli such 
vigorous dexterity. 1 must give but 
an outline :— 

“ You Iiavc made war,” said he, 
“and you have made thp arms of 
your country contemptible by failures, 
which you rendered inevitable by your 
rashness. You, sir,” and he fixed his 
flashing eye on the premier, “ have 
commenced that war bj' a series of 
declarations, which made our diplo¬ 
macy as contemptible as our cam¬ 
paigns. The national sword had been 
wrested li'om our han(]s. But you 
werenot content with tlnithumiliation, 
and you added to it the disgrace of 
■ the national understanding. You laid 
down a succession of principles, and 
then trampled them In the dust on 
tho first opportunity. You encumbered 
yourself for action with pledges which 
you could never liavc intended to 
austaiii, or which in the. first collision 

f our pusillaiuinity threw- away. Yet 
deprecate your perfidy even moi'e 
than 1 despise your Aveakness, I can 
comprehend the efifrontcry of a fair 


aggression; but I scorn the meanness 
of intrigue, I may face the man-at- 
arms, but 1 shudder at the assassin. 
I may determine to hunt down and 
destroy the lion, but I disdain the 
trap and the pitfall. And what has 
been the pretext of his majesty’s mi¬ 
nisters V Moderation. In this spirit 
of moderation they invaded France ; 
in this spirit of moderation they cap¬ 
tured her fortresses, and then liauded 
them over to the Emperor; in tliis 
Spirit of moderation they denounced 
the men who had given France a 
constitution ; and in this spirit of mo¬ 
deration yon now in-epare to rebuild 
her Bastilc, to restore her scaffolds, to 
reforge her chains, and summon all 
the kings of Europe, instead of taking 
a salutary lesson from the tomb of 
the monarchy, to see its skeleton ex¬ 
humed, and placed, robed and crowned, 
upon the tlirone, w-ith the nation forced 
to offer homage, at once in mockery 
and terror, to the grinning emblem; 
in Avhich, with all your philtres, you 
can never put life again.” 

The orator then gave a general and 
singularly imi»osing view of the state 
of i)Ur European connexions; which 
ho described as utterly frail, the re¬ 
sult of interested motives, and sure to 
be broken up at the first temptation. 
But the “ first lord of the treasury 
and chancellor of his majesty’s ex- 
chetiuer,” said he, “ smiles at my 
alarm; he has his security at his side 
—he has the purse, which commands 
all the baser portion of our nature 
with such irresistible control! On one 
point 1 fully agree with tho right 
honourable gentleman—that nothing 
but the purse could ever keep them 
faithful. Yet, is there nothing but 
gold that can bribe ? is there no brijje 
in teiTitory ? will he not find, yvhm 
he hurries to the purchase of allies 
with the millions of the treasury ill 
his hand, that more powerful pur¬ 
chasers have been there before him? 
When he offers the loan, will he 
not find them offering the province? 
when he bids with the subsidy, will 
he not be outbid with the king* 
dom? Or, if the anticipated con¬ 
querors of Europe, raising their sense 
of dignity to the level of their power, 
should disdain the traffic of corruption; 
will not the roaring of the French can¬ 
non in the ears of kings make them 
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feel, that, to persist in your ill-omened 
alliance, is to devote themselves to 
rnin V will they bargain, in eight of 
the axe? will.they dare to traffic in 
the blood of their people, with the 
grave dug at their feet? will they be 
dazzled by your gold, while the French 
bayonet is startling their eyes? With¬ 
in ten years, if England exists, she 
will be witliout an ally; or, if she 
continues to fight, it will be in loneli¬ 
ness, in tci'ror, and in despair.” 

In this strain he pour(*d out his 
daring conceptions for more than two 
hours, during which he kept the whole 
audience in the deepest attention, lie 
concluded in an uproar of plaudits 
from both sides of the House. 

My time now came. And the rising 
of a new member, always regarded 
with a genci’ous spirit of courtesy, 
produced some additional interest, 
from the knowledge of my services on 
the Continent, and inv iniinediate con¬ 
nexion with the niinislry. The House, 
winch had filled to overflowing in the 
course of Sheridan’s incomparable 
Speech, was now huslied to the most 
tot.al silence, and every eye was turned 
on me. 1 shall say nothing of my 
perturbation, further than that I had 
stood before an eiiemy’s line of ten 
thousand men, with their muskets 
levelled within half a hundred yards 
of me; and that 1 thought the benches 
of the House of Commons on that 
night looked ranch the more formid¬ 
able of the two. My head swam, my 
throat, burned, my eyes grew dim. I 
thought that the gi'onnd was shaking 
under mv feet, and I could have almost 
rejoiced to have sunk into it, from the 
gaze and the silence, which equally 
appalled me!* While I attempted to 
mutter a few sentences, of which I 
felt the sound die within my lips, my 
eye was caught by the quick turn of 
Pitt’s head, who fixed his impatient 
glance upon me. Fox, with that 
kindliness of heart which always for¬ 
got party when a good-natured act 
was to be done, gave his sonorous 
cheer. From that instant I was an¬ 
other man; I breathed freely, and, 
recovering my voice and mind toge¬ 
ther, I plunged boldly into the bound¬ 
less subject before me. 

After scattering a few of the showy 
Sophisms which the orator of the oppo¬ 
sition had constructed into his specious 
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argument, I placed the war on the 
ground of necessity. “ Nations cannot 
act like individuals—they cannot sub¬ 
mit to self-sacrifice—they cannot give 
n]) their rights—they cannot affect an 
indolent disdain or an idle generosity. 
The reason of the distinction is, that 
in every instance the nation is a trus¬ 
tee—It has the rights of posterity in 
its keci)ing; it has nothing of its own 
to throw away; it is responsible to 
every generation to come. If war be 
essential to the integrity of the em¬ 
pire, war is as much a duty—a teri’ible 
duty, 1 allow—as the protection of our 
children’s propert}^ from the grasp ot 
rapine, or the defence of their lives 
against the midnight robber. Btit wo 
are advist'd to peace. No man on 
earth would do more willing homage 
than myself to that beneficent genius 
of nations. But where am I to offer 
my homage? Aiati 1 to kneel on the 
high-road where the enemy’s armies, 
fierce with the hope of plunder, are 
rushing along? Am I to build my 
altar in the midst of contending thou¬ 
sands, or on the ground cov(‘red with 
corpses—i»i the battle, or on the grave? 
Or am i to carry my ottering to the 
capital, and there talk thfl language of 
national cordiality in the ear of the 
multitude dragging their king to the 
scattbld? Am i to appeal to tlie feel¬ 
ings of human brotherhood in streets 
smoking with civil massacre ; to ad¬ 
jure the nation by the national hon¬ 
our, whore revolt is an avowed prin¬ 
ciple ; to press upon them the opinion 
of Europe, where they have proclaimed 
M’^ar with the world; to invoke them by 
the faith which they have renounced, 
the iillegianccwliich they have disdain¬ 
ed, the (xod whom they have blas¬ 
phemed? Those things are impossible. 
If wc arc to have a treaty with this 
new order ol? thinking and action, it 
must be a comj'iact of crime, a solemn 
agreement of treachery, a formal bond 
of plunder; it must be a treaty fitter 
for the cavern of conspiracy than for 
the chamber of council; its pledge 
must be like that of Catiline, the cup 
of human blood! No; the most 
powerful reprobation which ever shot 
from the indignant lip of the moralist, 
would not be too strong for the base¬ 
ness which stooped to such a treaty, 
or the folly which entangled itself in 
its toils. No bm-ning language of pro- 
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pliccy would be too solemn ami too 
stingingfortlicprojiieditiited wrclchcd- 
ness, and incurable calamity, of such 
a bond. No \ if we must violate the 
simplicity of our national interests by 
such degrading, and such d(‘sperate 
involvements—if we should not shrink 
from this consjjiracy against mankind, 
let it, at least, not be consummated in 
the face of day; Jet us at once aban¬ 
don the hollow ])rctences of human 
honesty; let us pledge ourselves to a 
perpetual league of rapine and revolu¬ 
tion j let it be transacted in some lower 
region of existence, Avhero it shall not 
disgrace the light of the sun ; and let 
its ceremonial be worthy of the spii’it 
of evil which it embodies, whose power 
it proclaims, and to whose supremacy 
it commands all nations to bow 
down.” 

In alluding to the menace, that our 
allies would soon <|pscrt us, 1 asked, 
“Is this the magnanimity of party? 
Is England to bo pronouuccd so poor, 
or so pusillanimous, that she must 
give up all hope unless she can be 
suffered to lurk in the rear of the 
battle? AVliat says her prince of 
poets?— 

' England sliall never rue. 

If England to herself shall bo but 
true.’ 

Is this ‘ little body with a mighty 
heart,’ to depend for existence on the 
decaying strength or the decrepit 
courage of the Continent? Is she only 
to bon-ow tJie shattered armour which 
lias hung up for ages in tJjc hails of 
continental royalty, and encumber 
herself with its broken and rusty 
panoply for the ridicule of tbc world? 
Tne Eiiropean governments have un¬ 
dergone the vicissitudes of fortune. 
Instead of scoffing at the facility of 
their overthrow, let ns i^ise them on 

their feet agaiu; or, if that be beyond 

buman meaTis, 1 shall not ioln the 

pRrty-cry ivhicli insuits their tall—I 

certainly shaiV not exult in that me¬ 
lancholy pageant of mixed mirth and 
scorn, in which, like the old Homan 
triumph, the soldier with his ruthless 
jest and song goes before the chariot, 
and the captive monarch follows be¬ 
hind; wearing the royal robe and the 
diadem only till he has gratified a 
barbarous curiosity or a cruel pride, 
and then exchanging them for the 
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maimcle and the dungeon. 1 de- 
ju'ecate the loss of these alliances; 
and 3’et I doubt whetUer the country 
will ever l)c conscious of her true 
strength until the war of the Con¬ 
tinent is at an end. 1 more than 
doubt the wisdom of suffering others 
to take the lead, wdiich belongs to us 
by the right of superior rank, sui)erior 
prowess, and sui)erior fame. I shall 
have but slight regret for the fall of 
those outworks which—massive, nay, 
majestic, as they ai*c—Avastc the 
pow er of England by the division of 
her force, and make us decline the 
gallant cuterprize of the field—ram¬ 
parts and fosses which reduce ns to 
defence, and wliich, while they offer a 
thousand points of entrance to an 
active assault, shut us in, and dis¬ 
qualify us from victory.” 

I now repeat this language of the 
moment, merely from later and long 
experience of its truth. I fully be¬ 
lieve, that if England had come for¬ 
ward to the front of the battle in the 
early years of the w^ar, she w'ould 
have crushed all resistance; or if she 
had found, by the ciiauce of things, 
the ('ontineut impenetrable to licr 
arms, she tvoiild have surrounded it 
with a wall of fire, until its factions 
had left nothing of themselves but 
their ashes. 

1 w'as now fully engaged in public 
life. The effort whicli 1 had made in 
Parliament had received the approval 
of Pitt, who, without stooping to no¬ 
tice tilings so trivial as stylo and 
manner on questions of national life 
and death, highly applauded tiie cour¬ 
age w'liich liad dared to fact', so dis- 
tiiiguished a PiirUaincntary favourite 
as Sheridan, and had takim a view of 
affairs so accordant with his own. 
From this peilod, I was constantly 
occupied in debate; and, taking the 
premier for my model, I made vapid 

pTobciency in the difficult art of ad¬ 

dressing a British House of Commons. 

Of course, I have no idea of giving 
myself the praise on this subject, 
which no man can give to himself on 
any, without offence. But I felt that 
this was an art which might escape, 
and which had often escaped, men of 
distinguished ability, and which might 
be possessed by men of powers alto¬ 
gether inferior. I must acknowledge, 
that a portion of my success was ow- 



1845 .] Mavstoa; o!'^ the Mctnoirs oj a Statcaman, Part XV. 


ing to tho advice of that shrewdest, 
and at the same time most friendly, 
of human beings, the secretary. “You 
must be a man of business,” said lie, 
or you will be nothing ; for praise 
is nothing—popularity is nothing— 
even the applause of the House is 
nothing. These matters pass away, 
and the orators pass away with them, 
John Hull is a solid animal, and likes 
reality. This is the true secret of the 
successes of hundreds of men of medi¬ 
ocrity, and of tlie failures of almost 
every man of brilliant faculties. The 
latter Hy too high, and thus make no 
way along llic ground. They always 
■ aliglit on the same spot; while the 
ueaker, but wiser, have put one foot 
befoiv aiiotlicr, and have -tinshcd on. 
Sheridan, at this moment, has no more 
weight in the House than he had 
witliin a twelvemonth after taking his 
seat. Fox, with tbe most powerful 
abilities, is looked on simjdy as a 
magnificent spcochmakcr. His only 
weight is in liis following. If his 
party fell from him to-morrow, all his 
eloiiuencc would find its oTily echo hi 
bare walls, and its only panegyric in 
street-placards. Pitt is a man of 
business, complete, profound, inde¬ 
fatigable. If you have his talents, 
copy his pnidencc; if you have not, 
.still co}>y his prudence—make it the 
interest of men to consult you, and 
you must be ultimately successful.” 

1 laughingly observed, that the 
“I^ullnmnuiben abest” had been hon¬ 
oured with an iinexjiected illustra¬ 
tion. 

“ Sir,” said the minister, fixing Iiis 
keen grey eye upon me, “ if Eton Iiad 
never taught any other maxvm, it 
would have been well worth all tho 
tail of its longs and shorts. It is the 
concentration of wisdom, personal, 
private, and public ; the polar star 
of polities, as probably 3'ou ivonld 
say ; or, as 1 in my matter-of-fact 

stj'le should express it, the finger¬ 

post of the road to fortune.” 

But there never was a time when 
all the maxims of political wisdom 
were more required. A long succes¬ 
sion of disasters had already broken 
down the outworks of the continental 
thrones. The renown of tho ^reat 
armies of (Tormany was lost; the 
discipline of the Pnissiau, and the 
steady intrepidity of the Austrian, had 
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been swept before the Avild disorder 
of the French. Men began to believe 
that the art of war had been hitherto 
unknown, and that the enemy had at 
length mastered the exclusive secret. 
Monarchy came to be regarded as only 
another name for weakness ; and civi¬ 
lized order for national decrepitude. A 
kindof superstition stole over the minds 
of men ; t/lc signs of European over¬ 
throw were discovered in every change; 
calculations were calmly raised on the 
chances of existence to the most 
powerful dynasties; the age of crowns 
was ill the move, tho age of republics 
was ill the asmidant; and while tho 
feebler minds looked with qifiescent 
awe on ivhat they regarded as the 
inevitable tide of events, the more 
daring regarded the pi'ospcet as a 
summons to prepare for their part of 
the spoil. The struggles of Opposi¬ 
tion grow more resolute as the hope 
of success came nearer, and the Go¬ 
vernment began to feel the effects of 
this perpetual assault, in the sudden 
neutrality of some of its most osten¬ 
tatious champions, and in the general 
reserve of its siqiportcrs in the House. 
Even the superb iierscverancc of Pitt 
Avas beginning to be w'cary of a con¬ 
test, in 'whicli victory lost its fruits 
on the one side, Avhile defeat seemed 
only to give fresh vigour on the other. 
But a ncAv triumph Avas to cheer tho 
face of things. 

I was returning one morning from 
the House, after a night spent in a 
fierce debate on the war, which Fox 
denounced with an asjierity unusual 
to his generous temperament. The 
premier had made a powerful speech, 
vindicating the govemincnt from 
all share in the continental misfor¬ 
tunes ; pronouncing loftily, that, in 
a war not made for conquest, it was 
sopliistry to'Vpcak of our failure of 
possession as a ciime ; and declaring 
in a tone of singular boldness and 

energy—tM if the Continent were 

untrod by a British soldier, there 
wfis a still broader field for the arras 
and the triumphs of England. But 
his eloquence had more effect in ex¬ 
posing the errors, than in reducing 
the numbers of his opponents, and the 
smallness of his majority would have 
made a feebler mind resign on the 
spot. The announcement of the num¬ 
bers was received Aviih an insulting 
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cheer by the minority, and tiui cahiuofc 
was already by anticipation in tUcii* 
hands. 

I left the House wearied and de¬ 
jected, and M as retuniing to Downing 
Street, to throw myself on a coucti, 
and get a few liours of rest before my 
piorning toil; M lien I found a mes¬ 
senger at the door of my office, bear¬ 
ing a request from the iftcrctary of 
state, that 1 should attend him as 
soon as jDOssihle. I found my friend 
before a table covered with despatclics, 
his brow furrowed ■with -weariness 
like my OM n. 

You sec me here, Marston, more 
tired than any ploughman or M'^atcU- 
man, or any otlier son of labour I’rom 
this to John O’Oroat’s House. I -was 
sent for, from the House, six hours 
ago, and every hour siiicti have I been 
poring over tliose puzzled papers. 
How king T can stand this wear and 
tear the physicians must tell, but it 
would rcfpiirti the constitution of Her¬ 
cules or Samson, or both together, 
to go through the work that is begin¬ 
ning to fall on tlie members of the 
cabinet. 

1 offered to give him such assistance 
as "was in nfy power. 

** ^^ 0 , no, Marston ^ I am-chained 
to the oar for tliis night at least, and 
must pull till I fall aslee]>. My pur¬ 
pose iu keeping yon from your i)iUoM' 
at this time of night, is not to relievo 
naj'self from trouble ; but to ask -whe¬ 
ther you are disposed to relieve thego- 
vernmeJit from serious difficulty, and 
in a way which I hope Avill be not dis¬ 
agreeable to yoursell’." 1 concluded 
that ray mission M^as to bo continen¬ 
ts h and my heart danced at the sug¬ 
gestion. In England it was iuipcis- 
siblc to continue my search for the 
being in -whom all my thoughts were 
fixed ; but once beyoirl the sea 1 
should have the world before me. I 
asked whether there -M'as any inten¬ 
tion of trying the chances of attack 
again on the French frontier. 

“ None whatever. The greater pro¬ 
bability is, that Ibe French -will make 
some experiment on the strength of 
oure.’^ 

I looked all .isi^niislunent. He iu- 
my i(K>k, and said—“To 
solve the enigma at once. It is our 
•wish to send you to Ireland.” 

I listened in silence while he went 


into a long detail of the hazard of the 
island, arising from the interests of a 
powerful republican party, who, in¬ 
flamed by the successes of Fi'ance, 
were preparing to receive troops and 
arms from the republic. He linisJicd 
by saying, in a tone of compliment, 
which, from him, was as unusual as I 
believe it was sincere, that my exer¬ 
tions in debate had attracted high 
consideration in the highest quarter, 
and that I had been proposed by the 
monarch himself for the cliief-sccre- 
taryship of Ireland. The premier 
had assented to the appointment at 
once; “ and here,” said he, “ is the 
■uun’rant, which J have jwepared in 
aiiticipationof its acceptance. Youare, 
from this iiiomcut, virtual viceroy of 
Ireland.” 

Tills was elevation indeed! I had 
at once sunnouiited all the gra¬ 
dations of office. ^Jlie broadest pro¬ 
spect of official ambition Iiad suddenly 
opened before me; popularity, ibiind- 
ed on the most s(tlid grounds, was now 
■waiting only my acceptance ; the 
sense of power, always dear to the 
heart of man, glowed iu every vein; 
and it is only justice to myself to say, 
that the strongest impulse of all -w-as 
the desire to leave iny name as a be¬ 
nefactor to a people, who seemed to 
me as much gifted by nature as they 
were uiilmppy by circumstances. 

“ How long will it take you to pre- 
jiaro for the joinncy V ” asked the 
minister. 

“ Half an hour,” was my reply. 

“ Bravo I Marston. 1 see your 
campaigning has not been thrown 
away upon you. You liave the sol¬ 
dier’s promptitude. Wo were pre¬ 
pared to allow you a week. But the 
sooner you set off the better. The 
truth is,” said he rising, “ we are in 
gi'cat difficulties in tiiat quarter. The 
most thoroughly English portion of 
the island is at this moment the most 
disturbed. There are drillings, pur¬ 
chases of anns, midnight musterings, 
and even something not far from pre¬ 
pared attacks upon the king’s troops. 
The papers anxoug wUicli you found 
me, contain a regular and a very 
complete organization of an insurrec¬ 
tionary government. You will I'e- 
quire all the energy of the soldier and 
all the prudence of the statesman." 

“ Let me add to them,” said I, 
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“ what js (issential to the success of 
both in a country of generous hearts 
and quick conceptions, the sincerity 
of a patriot.’* 

• The experiment is worth trying,” 
said he with a smile, “ if it were only 
for the sake of its novelty. But Ire¬ 
land has qualities which, like those of 
her soil, require only to be turned u]) 
to the light to reward all the labours 
of w'calth or wisdom.” Before that 
evening closed in, I was a hundred 
miles on my way lo the Irish capital. 

A rapid journey, and a tranquil 
passage over the sixty miles that lie 
between Wales and Ireland, gave me 
I what an old Roman would regard as 
an omen of the ])eacefulncss of my 
mission. On the dawn of one of the 
finest mornings of tlu^ year, 1 came 
within sight of the Irish e.oast, and 
was struck, as all travellers have 
been, by the beauty of the bold and 
pretnresque coast which rose from the 
waters before me. In front ivas a 
province of inountains, touched by all 
the variety of colours, which are 
painted in such richnciss by the suui- 
mcr sun, on groups of pinnacles and 
cones, forest hills, and the fine diver¬ 
sities of woodland and mountain sce¬ 
nery. On one side the ej’c glanced 
over a vast sheet of water, shut in by 
headlands, and as blue and bright as 
a lake under a serene sky. At the 
extremity of this noble estuary, a 
cloud, unchanging and uurnovjiig, 
showed where a city sent up the 
smoke of its ten thousand fires; be¬ 
yond this, all Ava«s purple confusion. 
My official rank threw open all the 
elite of Irish society lo me at my first 
step; and I found it, as it has been 
found by every one else, animated, 
graceful, and hospitable. The nature 
of its government tended to those 
qualifications. While the grave busi¬ 
ness of the state was done in London, 
the lighter business of show was sedu¬ 
lously sustained in the Irish capital. 
The lord-lieutenant was generally a 
nobleman, selected more for his rank 
and his wealth than for his statesman¬ 
ship. A rich, showy, and good-hu¬ 
moured peer was the true man for the 
head of affairs in Ireland. It w’as of 
more importance that he should give 
balls and suppers, say lively thi ngs to 
the ladies, and be jocular with the 
gentlemen, than that ho should have 


thebrain^ of Bolingbrokc or the tongue 
of Chatham. But the position of the 
secretary was the absolute antipode 
of this tranquil and festive sinecure, 
lie was in Ireland what the premier 
was in England, but with ten times 
more of the difficulty, and ten times 
less of the power. The whole conduct 
of public affairs lay on his shoulders ; 
he was responsible for cvciy thing, 
while he was A*cc in nothing; per¬ 
petually assailed by opposition for 
measures which he was not at liberty 
to expluiu, and standing between the 
English cabinet and tlic Irish party 
as a scapegoat for the mistakes of the 
one, and a target for the shot of thi* 
other. Blit the chief trial of temper 
was in the House of Commons. Op¬ 
position in Ireland never had a list oi‘ 
more brilliant names. Government 
had the majority behind its bench, 
and that majority recruited Rom tlu! 
ranks of Opposition; but the more 
distinguished were fixed to party by 
their own celebrity; and the recruits, 
however able, w'ere so liable to be 
attacked for their change of side, 
that they were paralyzed; in some 
instances, they were so much galled 
by the merciless shar}Whooting of 
their former associates, that they ran 
back, and left the minister to fight 
the field alone. 

I was fortunately free from the 
entangloments of that question, which 
has since formed so large a portion of 
the political disquietudes of Irish de¬ 
bate. The religion of the south was 
not yet among parliamentary topics. 
The religion of the north, active, ar¬ 
dent, and indefatigable, w'as our most 
restless theme; and the political theo¬ 
ries which seemed to grow out of its 
bold abstractions, kept the govern¬ 
ment in perpetual anxiety. The whole 
northern portion of the island was ripe 
for revolt. America had blown the 
hot-blast of the revolutionary furnace 
across the Atlantic, and a spark from 
lYaiicc would have now ipited the 
whole hot surface of the soil. 

One of my first acts, after arrang¬ 
ing the preliminary business of office, 
was to make a dying tour through 
Ulster. I was astonished at its 
beauty. Even after being familiar 
with the loveliness of the English 
landscape, I w^as in a state of con¬ 
tinued surprise at the variety, rich- 
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ness, and singularity of nature in the 
iiortliern counties. Mountain, lake, 
magnificent bay, and broad river, 
followed each other in noble and un¬ 
ceasing succession. I was still more 
struck with the skill and good fortune, 
by wliich the people had contrived to 
combine the industry of manufactures 
with the life of the fields ; a problem 
which England herself had failed to 
solve. But, moat of all, I was at¬ 
tracted by the independent air, and 
liandsome and vigorous appearance 
of the people *, almost every man w^as 
a ]H'oprictor, and had the look which 
l^Topvietorahip alone can give, I 
Ibiiud books in almost every cottage, 
decency of dress every wliore, and 
among the higlun* onlers frequent ele¬ 
gance and accoinj)Iishmcut. The wo¬ 
men Averc cultivated and intelligent; 
the men, spirited and enquiring. J3ut 
the politics of France had made tlieir 
way tlirougli a large portion of the 
province, and the glories of a republic 
“loomed large” before the poptdar eye. 
As it was ray purpose to sec all that 1 
could with my own eyes, I mingled 
largely in society, made no distinction 
between honourable men of different 
political errtids, enjoyed to-day the 
stag-hunt and claret of the noble 
Whig, and to-morrow the stag-hunt 
and claret of the noble Tory, listen¬ 
ed to all, laughed with all, and learn¬ 
ed something from all. The English 
aristocrat, especially if ho holds high 
official place, once haunted the imagi¬ 
nations of the Irish of all conditions, 
like an incarnation of an Indian deity 
—all fierceness and frigidity; and it 
must be acknowledged that the general 
order of viceroys and secretaries had 
not tended much to remove the con¬ 
ception. They were cliicfly men of 
advanced life, with their habits formed 
by intercourse with the m**st exclusive 
class in existence, the EnglLsIi peerage, 
or rendered rigid by the dry formalities 
of official life. But I was young, had 
seen a good deal of that rough Avork of 
the world which gives pliancy, if not 
polish, to all characters; and I was, be¬ 
sides, really delighted with the anima¬ 
tion, pleasantry, and winning kind¬ 
ness which exhibited themselves every 
where round nu*. I Avas half a sou 
of Ireland already, and I regarded 
the recognition as the pledge of my 
success. 
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“Do you knoAv,” said one of the 
most influential and accomplished 
noblemen of the country to mo, one 
day at his sumptuous table—“ how 
many of the lords-lieutcnant do you 
think have left a popular recollection 
behind them V ” 

I professed my ignorance, but 
enumerated some names remarkable 
for intelligence and vigour of admini¬ 
stration. 

“ Oh,” said my entertainer, “that 
was not the question! Great states¬ 
men and showy governors, capital 
rulers of the country and bold ma¬ 
nagers of our factions, Ave have had 
in sufficient succession, but I speak of 
the faculty of being remembered; the 
talent of making a i)ul)lic impression ; 
the power of escaping that national 
oblivion into Avhich mere ofiicial ser¬ 
vices, let them l)e of Avhat magnitude 
they may, inevitably drop Avhen their 
performer has disappeared. Well, 
then, 1 shall tell you. 7W, and no 
more.” 

1 begged to kuoAv the names of 
those “discoverers of the grand se¬ 
cret, the philosopher'’s stone of popu¬ 
larity',” the alchemists Avho had poAver 
to fix the floating essence of the Irish 
mind! 

“ChestcrfieldandTownshend. Ches¬ 
terfield, regarded as a fop in Eiig- 
laiul, Avas a daring, steady, and sub¬ 
tle governor of the unruly s]>irits of 
Ireland, in one of the most hazardous 
periods. That the throne of the Bruns- 
wicks did not sec an Irish revolt at 
the moment when it saAv a Scottish 
invasion, was the service of Chester¬ 
field. But he ruled not by his wis¬ 
dom, but by his wit. He broke down 
faction by bon-mots; he extinguished 
conspiracy by passing compliments; 
he administered the sternest law with 
the most polished smile; and cut 
doAvn rebellion by quotations from 
La Fontaine, and calembourgs from 
Scarron. But with these fortunate 
pleasantries he combined public and 
solid services. He threAV a large 
portion of the croAvn lands in the 
neighbourhood of the capital into a 
park for the recreation of the citizens, 
and thus gave one of the earliest and 
most munificent examples of regai'd 
for the hcaltli and enjoyment of the 
people; a more enduring monument 
of his statesmanship could not have 
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been offered to the gratitude of the 
countiy.” 

Of the Marquis Townsheiid I Iiad 
heard as a gallant soldier, and a stir- 
• ring viceroy, but I still had to learn 
the source of his popularity. 

“ Townshend was one of those sin¬ 
gular men who possess faculties of 
which they have no knowledge, until 
the moment when they become neces¬ 
sary. He began life as a soldier, and 
tinished his soldiership in the most bril¬ 
liant victory of his day—the battle of 
Quebec. On his appointment to the 
viccroyalty, he found his government 
a nothing; a goveriinient faction su¬ 
perseding the govortior, and an oppo¬ 
sition faction engrossing the people, 
lie now, for the first time, became a 
politician, lie resolved to crush both, 
anti ho succeeded, lie treated tlie 
government faction in Ireland Avith 
contumely, and he'treated the oppo¬ 
sition Avith contempt. Both Averts 
indignant; he laughed at both, and 
treated them Avitli still more scorn. 
Both Avere astonished—the govern¬ 
ment faction intrigued against him in 
England, the opposition threatened 
impeachment, lie defied them still 
more haughtil}'. They now found that 
ho Avas not to be shaken, and both 
submitted. The nation joined him, 
Avas pacified, grcAv in vigour, as it 
required tranquillitj'^; and here you 
have the secret of all the privileges 
wliich Ireland has obtained. Toavii- 
slirnd performed, only on a smaller 
scale, the same national sciwice Avhich 
Bitt performed on a larger one. lie 
took the people out of the hands of 
aristocracy, broke up the league of 
0|nilence and power, and gave the 
island that popular freedom Avhich the 
great minister of England gave to tlie 
empire. For this the name of Town- 
sliend lives among us still. His bold 
satires are recorded, his gallant bear¬ 
ing is remembered, his passing plea¬ 
santries have become a portion of the 
national wit, and his rough but effec¬ 
tual services are among the memorials 
of our independence as a people.” 

The evening of this hospitable day 
concluded with a ball to the iicigli- 
bouring families, and all was graceful 
and animated enjoyment. My host 
had travelled much in early life, and 
had brought liome some fine pictures 
and valuable sculptures, lie u as an ac¬ 


complished classical scholar—a quality 
which 1 found in some degree fashion¬ 
able among the leading personages of 
the time, and Avhich unquestionably 
added much to the high tone of conver¬ 
sation among the parliamentary circles. 
In his magnificent mansion an artist 
might have found studies, a scholar 
learning, a philosopher Avisdom, and 
a man of the aawW all the charms of 
polislicd life. How soon, and how 
fearfully, Avere they all to be extin¬ 
guished! How bitterly Avere all who 
honoured and esteemed that generous 
and highly-gifted nobleman, to feel 
Avhat shadows Ave are, and what slia- 
doAvs Ave pursue! 

Our mornings were chiefly spent in 
hunting over the fine landscape Avhicli 
sjircad, in all the vailous beauty of 
vegetation, Avithiii vicAv of the man¬ 
sion. On one of those days the atten¬ 
tion of tlic lield was canght by the 
fierce riding of a singular- looking man, 
scarcely above the peasant in his gene¬ 
ral appearance, and yet mounted on 
one of the finest English horses that 1 
had ever seen. He rode at every thing, 
managed his horse Avitli practised 
skill, and soon became an object of 
general emulation. To “ride up” 
to the “ Avild horseman,” Avas found 
to be a task not easily accomplished, 
and at length all was a trial of speed 
with this dashing exhibitor. A glance 
Avhicli, Avhen on the point of one of 
his most desperate Icajis, he threw 
back at me, seemed to be a kind of 
challenge, and I rushed on at speed. 
The Irish hunter is matchless at “top¬ 
ping” stone Avails, but his practice has 
not lain much among rivers; and the 
English horse is sometimes his master 
at the deep and rapid streams Avhich, 
running between crumbling banks, are 
perhaps the severest trials to both 
horse and ^ider. I'he majority of the 
hunt pulled up at the edge of one of 
those formidable chasms, and I was 
by no means unwilling to follow their 
example; but the look of the strange 
rider had a sneer along with it, which 
put me on my mettle, and I dashed 
after him. The hounds had scrambled 
through, and we rode nearly abreast 
through abroken country, that mixture 
of bog and firm ground which occurs 
frequently in iiCAvly cleai’cd laud, and 
over Avhich nothing but the most 
powerful fcluc\ss can make way. We 
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had uow left everyone btjliind us, were 
struggling on through the dimness of 
a hazy day, sinldtig iuto twilight. 
Suddenly my mysterious rival turned 
ins horse full upon me, and to my utter 
amazement discharged a pistol at my 
head. The discharge was so close 
that I escaped only by tlie swerving 
of my horse at the ilash. I felt my 
face burn, and in the impulse of the 
pain made a blind blow at him with 
my whip. He had drawn out another 
pistol in an instant, which the blow 
luckily dashed out of his hand. No 
words passed between us, but I bound¬ 
ed on him to seize him. lie slipped 
away from my grasp, and, striking in 
the spur, galloped madly forward, 1 in 
pursuit. The twilight had now deep¬ 
ened, and he plunged into a lane 
bounded on both sides by steep 
hedges, and which, from some former 
hunting in this quarter, I knew to be 
a cul-de-sac. This doubled my deter¬ 
mination to make myself master of 
the assassin; and even in the hurry 
of the moment I formed some concep¬ 
tion of my having seen his face before, 
and that the attempt to put me out of 
the way was connected, in some way 
or other, witt public affairs. This 
question was soon decided. He reach¬ 
ed the end of the lane, which was 
shut in with a wall of about the height 
of a man. His horse shied at the 
obstacle. The rider, with an oath 
and a desperate exertion, pushed him 
to it again. I was now within a few 
yards of him, and arrivtjd just in time 
to sec the animal make a convulsive 
spring, touch with his hind feet on 
the top of the wall, and roll over. 
My Irish horse cleared it in 
the native style, and I found my 
enemy crushed under his hunter, 
and evidently in the pangs of death. 
He had been flung on a heagof stones, 
and the weight of the falling horse 
had broken his spine. I poured some 
brandy down his thi'oafc, relieved him 
from the incumbrance of the liuntcr— 
attempted to give him hope—but he 
told me that it was useless; that he 
feh death coining on, and that 1 was 
the last man who should wish him to 
Kre, “ as ho had pledged himself to 
my extinction.” lor a while, his rc- 
coilecSbBS were wild, and he talked of 
events in France and Spain, where he 
seemed to have done some deeds 
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which affected him with peculiar hor¬ 
ror in the prospect of dissolution. 
But, after a brief period of those ter¬ 
rible disclosures, his pains totally 
ceased, his mind grew dear ; and he 
acknowledged that lie was one of the 
leading agents of a National Con¬ 
spiracy to rcpublicanize Ireland. 
“ You are too kind,” said ho to me, “to 
one who now secs the madness of the 
design, and is sensible of the guilt 
of taking away the lives of honour¬ 
able men.” A lapse of weakness hero 
tied his tongue ; and I brought him a 
draught of water from a sju-iiig which 
gurgled beside the wall. Ho thanked 
me, and proceeded to say, that my 
“ character for vigilance and activity 
had alarmed the principal conspira¬ 
tors, and that he,•thinking all crimes 
meritorious in a popular cause, had 
resolved to signalize the commence¬ 
ment of his services, by putting the 
English secretary to death on the first 
occasion.” For this purpose, he had 
followed my step.s for some time in 
the metropolis, but without finding a 
fit opportunity. The intelligence of 
my hunting days in the north gave him 
renewed expectations, and he had 
followed me in various disguises ; had 
been present at dinners and balls, 
■where 1 was the principal guest; had 
even frequently con\crsed ■with me on 
public and foreign topics ; in fact, had 
haunted me with a case of pistols con¬ 
stantly in his bosom ; yet had never 
been able to find the true opportunity 
of despatching me without eclat. He 
had, at last, determined to give up 
the object as altogether hopeless; 
and had already prepared to act on a 
bolder scale by heading open rebellion, 
when he heard of niy intending to 
hunt on this day. It was to be his 
last ex]>eriment; “ and how ]*ejoiccd 
I am,” said ho, “ that it has failed 1 ” 
Ho now remained for a while in ap¬ 
parent meditation, and then suddenly 
raising himself on his hand, said, in a 
full and manly tone—“ One thing I 
still can do in this world, if it may 
not be too late. Leave me here; I 
must die; go back in all haste to your 
friends, and tell them to prepare 
either to fly or defend their lives. 
This is the night appointed for the 
breaking out of the insurrection. 
Fifty thousand men are abeady armed 
in the mountains, and ready for th& 
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Kignal to march on the principal towns. 
U'he few troops in the couiitiy arc to 
be made prisoners in their barracks. 
The government stores are to be 
divided among the ix'oplc. Before 
twelve hours arc over we shall have 
a force of a hundred thousand men on 
foot; audarepubllcwillbeproclaimed.” 

The intelligence was startling, but 
not wholly unexpected. 1 demanded 
the names of the leaders ; but on this 
head he refused to make any answer. 
I next enquired, whether the rebel 
directory*had any hope of assistance 
from the Continent. “ That I can fully 
answer,” said he, now almost at his 
last gasp. “ I myself was the nego¬ 
tiator. It is but a month since I was 
in Baris. ' The government agreed to 
send seven sail of the line, with ten 
thousand troops, and Hoche, the fa¬ 
vourite general of the republic, to the 
north ; or, in case of unexpected ob¬ 
stacles, to the south of Ireland. I 
have been looking out for their flag 
fi*oni hour to hour.” The man sank 
back on the ground. I j)repared to 
run for help, if there 'were any to be 
found in that desolate place, . He 
grasped my hand; his was icy. “ No,” 
said he, “I must now be left alone; I 
am dying, and I am not sorry to die. 
I am free from your blood, and I shall 
not share in the horrors w'hich I see 
at hand. Men in health, and men 
dying think differently of those things. 
Farewell! ” lie gave ray hand a con¬ 
vulsive clasp, and expired. 

My situation was an anxious one. 
Night had fallen, and the liour was 
full of peril to those whom I had left 
behind; it was even possible that the 
insuiTection might have already 
broken out. Sounds, which seemed 
to me, in the stillness of the hour, to 
be the signals of the peasantry—the 
echoes of horns, and trampling of 
bodies of horse—began to rise upon the 
gust, and yet I was unwilling to leave 
my unfortunate victim on the ground. 
A length a loud shout, and the firing 
of musketry onjthe skirts of the wood, 
awoke me to a sense of the real 
danger of my situation. I forced my 
way through the thickets, and saw a 
skirmish between a laigc mass of 
armed men, and a picket of troops in 
a village on the borders of the w'ood. 
There was now no time to be lost. I 
returned to the spot where the body- 


lay, placed my hand on its forehead, 
to a.scertain whether any remuant of 
life lingered there; found all cold; 
and, remounting my horse, wound 
my dreary and difficult way back to 
tl»e mansion. 

To my surprise, I found the win¬ 
dows blazing with lights, carriages 
arriving, and all the signs of a night 
of gala. I had forgotten tliat this was 
my noble entertainer’s birthday, and 
that tlic whole circle of the neigh¬ 
bouring nobles and gentlemen had 
been for the last iiiontb invited. 
There were to be private theatricals, 
folIoAved by a ball and supper. The 
whole countiy continued to pour in. 
Full of my disastrous intelligence, my 
first enquiry was for the uolde host; 
lie was not to be seen. 1 was at 
lengtli informed umler the seal of se¬ 
crecy by his secretary, that some in- 
formatiou of popular movements with¬ 
in a few miles, having been conveyed 
to him late in the day, he had put 
himself at the head of a squadron of 
his yeomanry to ascertain the nature 
of the disturbance, and as it was then 
too late to coimtermand the invita¬ 
tions to the ball, had given strict 
orders that tlic cause «f Ins absence 
should be concealed, and that the en¬ 
tertainments should go on as if ho 
were present. 

Agreeing that this was the Avisest 
thing Avhich could be done, to avoid 
unnecessary alarm, Avhich paralyses 
action beforehand, and renders aU 
ridiculous aft^il', I seldom felt it moi^ 
difficult to play my part than on this 
occasion. As a minister’, any thing in 
the shape of solicitude on my part, 
was sure to be magnified into actual 
disaster, and I Avas forced to keep an 
unembarrassed countenance. 1 im¬ 
mediately sent out servants in every 
direction bring intelligence of the 
actual state of affairs, and above all, 
to ascertain Avhat had detained their 
master. Though all this Avas done 
with the utmost secrecy, it was im¬ 
possible to suppress the growing int- 
pressiou that something extraordi¬ 
nary must have occuired, to withdraw 
from liis OAvn hospitable roof, and so 
long detain, the lord of the mansion, 
distinguished as he was for the most 
polished courtesy. As the hour Avan- 
ed, the enquiries became more urgent, 
the dance languished, and the showy 
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crowd forming into gi'onps, and wan¬ 
dering through the saloons, or gatJier^ 
ed to the windows, had evidently lost 
all the spirit of fcativit}^ To niy as¬ 
tonishment, strong opinions began to 
find utterance, and I discovered that 
his lordship, in his general and lofty 
disregard of the shades of popular 
Kentiinent, had among his guests some 
individuals whose rank and wealth 
Iiad not preserved them from the 
taint of republicanism. As it was not 
my purpose to make a ball-room the 
i-eene of a political squabble, and as I 
felt it due to my olUcial position to 
avoid any unnecessary entanglement 
ill the obscure follies of provincial par- 
tizanslnp, I first tried to langli down 
the topic. But a ycrting orator, a 
handsome and fluent enthusiast, re¬ 
cently returned from a continental 
excursion, gave so stirring a picture 
of the glories of French independence, 
and the glittering advantages which 
must accrue to all countries foiloAv- 
ing the exaniido, that 1 Avas forced to 
stand on my defence. Tiie gallant 
republican was not to be repelled; he 
poured out upon me, as ho Avarmed 
with the theme, so vast a catalogue 
of public injurk*s, in language so me¬ 
nacing, yet so eloquent, that I was 
forced to ask whether I Avas standing 
in the midst of a Jacobin club— 
Avhether his object Avas actually to 
establish a democracy, to govern by 
the guillotiuo, to close up the churches, 
and inscribe the tombs Avith—death 
IS an eternal sleep; to swear to the 
extinction of monarchy, and proclaim 
uiiiA'crsal Avar. Our dispute hadnoAv 
attracted general notice. He an¬ 
swered witli still more vehement and 
elaborate detail. I had evidently the 
majority on my side, but some few 
adliercd to him, and tliose, too, men 
of consequence, and obvioi^s detenni- 
nation. 

The ladies shrank affrighted, as the 
contest grcAV more angry; and the 
usual and unhappy result of political 
discussion in Ireland, an exchange of 
cartls, was about to take place, when 
one of tlie servants brouglit me a small 
packet of papers v\liich had been 
found on tho body of ilie assassin. 
Glancing over them, I shaa^ a list of 
tlie leaders of the insurrection, and 
the first name in the paper that ot 
my antagonist. I crushed the docu¬ 


ment in my hand, and beckoned 
him to a window. There, alone, and 
out of hearing of the guests, who, 
hoAvcA’cr, followed us anxiously with 
their eyes, I charged him with his 
guilt. He denied it fiercely. I gave 
him five minutes to consider whether 
he Avoiild confess or abide the conse¬ 
quences. His countenance visibly ex¬ 
hibited the perturbations of his mind; 
ho turned pale and red alternately, 
shuddered, then braced himself up with 
desperate resolution, and finally ended 
by denying and defying every thing. 
It Avas not in my nature to press upon 
this moment of agony; but telling 
him, that nothing but compassion pre¬ 
vented my ordering his arrest on the 
spot, I again warned him to make 
his peace in time Avith tlie govern¬ 
ment, by a solemn abjuration of his 
design. 

1 have the whole scene before me 
still. This man Avns destined to a 
memorable and melancholy fate. I 
never remember a countenance more 
expressive of iutcllectiial refinement; 
but there was a look of strange and 
feverish restlessness in his largo grey 
eye, almost ominous of his future 
career. He Avas still young, though 
he had already gone throiigli vicissi¬ 
tudes enough to darken the longest 
life, lie had been, a few years be¬ 
fore, called to the bar, the favourite 
profession of the Irish gentry, where 
he had exhibited talents of a remark¬ 
able order; but an impatience of 
the slow success of this profession 
drove him to the liazards of political 
change. He liad married, and this 
increased his difficulties, until party 
came atiiAvart him with its promises 
of boundless honour and rapid fortune. 
His^ sanguine nature embraced the 
temptation at once; but the parlia¬ 
mentary opposition was too delibe¬ 
rate and too frigid for his boiling 
blood; he plunged into the deeper 
and wilder region of conspiracy, took 
the lead, which is so soon assigned to 
the brilliant and the bold, and became 
the soul of the tremendous faction 
which was ready to proclaim the sepa¬ 
ration of the empire. 

Ho had but now returned from 
Franco, with a commission in the 
army of the Republic, and a plan 
agieed on with the Directory for the 
iinasion of Ireland; but these A\cre 
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discoveries to be made licn'aficr. On 
fills night I saw iiotliing but a gallant 
enthusiast, filled with classic recol¬ 
lections, iiiflained with the ardour of 
early life, and deluded by the dreams 
of political perfection. My sense; of 
the utter ruin which he was preparing 
for liimself was so strong, that I 
pressed him from point to point, until 
he was forced to take refuge in tiight, 
and, rusliing from me, burst open a 
door which led to the demesne. While 
I paused, not unwilling to give him 
the opportunity to escape;, 1 heard a 
wild burst of wailing, and a coniusion 
of voices outside. Ju the next mo¬ 
ment, I saw the fugitive return, with 
a tottering step, a bloodless counte¬ 
nance, and a look of horror. With¬ 
out a Avord, he pointed to the door; 
I followed the direction, and saw Avhat 
might well justiiy his feelings. The 
trooj) of yeomanry had been attacked 
on their return from patrolling the 
country ; an ambuscade had been laid 
for them by a large fw*cc of the insur¬ 
gents, in one of the narrow roads 
which bordered the demesne, and 
where, from its vicinity, they had 
imagined themselves secure. As they 
moved down this defile witli their 
noble commandant at their head, a 
heavy fire of muskctiy assailed tiiein 
from both sides; and as the assail¬ 
ants were unapproachable, they had 
no resource but to gallop on. lint 
they had no sooner reached the AAidcr 
part of the road, than they found 
themselves fired on again from be¬ 
hind a barricade of carts and Avaggoiis 
drawn across the road. The affair 
now seemed desperate; the muzzles 
of the muskets almost touched their 
breasts, and every shot told. Their 
pistols could only keep up a random 
fire, and their sabres were wholly 


nsolcs.s. They Avere now fulling help- 
les.sly and fast, Avhen the ordered 
them to charge the insurgents in front, 
and force their Avay over the barricade 
at all risks, lie bravely led the Avay, 
and tliey burst through under a vol¬ 
ley from the rebels. A ball fatally 
struck him as he Avas in the act of 
cheering on his men, and he droppe.I 
dead from his horse without a groan. 
The trooj), furious at their loss, h.i.l 
taken a dcsjierate revenge, cleared 
the road, and had noAv brought the 
dead body of their lord to that man¬ 
sion, where he had so long presided as 
the example of every bigli-toned qua¬ 
lity, and Avhich his fate was now to 
turn into a scene of terror and avoc. 

Tlie melanclioly tidings could not 
now be suppressed, and the ball-room 
Av;is filled Avith screams and faintings. 
The corpse Avas brought in, borne (ui 
the anus of the yeomanry, most of 
them Avounded, and looking ghaslly 
from loss of blood and the agita¬ 
tion of the encounter. The guests 
evoAvded round the sofa oh which the 
body Avas laid, with all the varieties 
of sorrow and strong emotion con¬ 
ceivable, uinler the loss of a common 
and honoured friend. Tears ft;ll doAvn 
many a manly cheek; sobs Averc heard 
on every side, mingled with outcries 
of indignation against the rebellious 
spirit by Avhich so deep a calamity 
had been produced. Jiiit all otheV 
considerations wore quickly absorbe<l 
in the sense of general danger. A 
treniondoiis shout Avas heard round 
the mansion, folloAved by the discharge 
of musketry and the clasliing of pikes. 
All rushed to the windoAvs, and we 
saw the hills in a blaze Avith fires, 
and the demesne croAvded with the 
armed thousands of the insurrection. 
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Ths God op New-Yeab*8 Day, from the Fasti of Ovid. 

Behold with ometis blithe and bright, on festive New-Year’s Day, 

First in the 3 'ear old Janus comes, and foremost in my lay! 
Twin-headed god, source of the year tliat silent glides away, 

Who only of the Olympian throng canst thine own back survey; 

Bless thou our noble cliiefs, whose arms have purchased gentle peace 
To fruitful Earth, and lent the wave from pirate-chase release; 

On .senator and people smile, who call Quirinus god, 

All temples bright, in shining white, hy open at thy nod! 

A lucky sun doth shine; nor voice, nor thought of ill, be stirr’d 
To tempt the time; the happy day demands the happy word. 

No brawls assail the ear ; cease now the harsli-vcx’d forum’s hum, 

And calumny with eager longue, for once thy spite be dumb! 

Lo! where the pure and fragrant flame from every altar round 
Upwreathes, while ears devout receive the saffron’s crackling sound! 
The wandering flame, far darting, strikes the goldcn-fretted roof, 

And with the tremulous ray aloft, it weaves a shining woof. 

In stately pomp, the people wend up the Tarpeian slope, 

All brightly, on a bright day clad, the pure white robes of hope; 

New axes shine, and in the sun new purple bravely sports, 

And greeted-far the cunile chair new w'eight of worth supports; * 

New oxen come that lately cropp’d the sweet Faliscan grass, 

And yield to Jove their willing necks on which no yoke did pass. 

He, from his starry throne sublime, looks East and West; and lo ! 

Ho sees but Kome, and Rome’s domain, in all he sways below. 

Hail happy day, and still retum to bless with happier face 
"J'he sons of Romulus, lords of Earth, not thankless for thy grace! 

But who art thou, strange biform god, and what thy power ? for Greece 
With all her gods of thee and thine hath bade her Muses cease; 

This say; and say why thou alone of all celestial kind, 

Dost forwards still look stcadfjistly and also gaze beliind? 

Thus with myself I mused, and held my tablets to indite, 

Wlien sudden through the room there shone an unaccustom’d light. 

And in the light the double shape of Janus hoar appear’d. 

And ’fore my view with fix’d regard his double face he rear’d. 

I stood aghast, each rigid hair erect rose on my head, 

And through my frame with freezing touch the creeping terror sped. 

He in his right hand held a staff, and in his left a key, 

Aiiu with the mouth to-me-ward turn’d these words he spake to me— 

“ Fear not, pains-taking bard, whose pen doth chronicle the days, 
Receive my word with faithful car, and sound it in thy lays. 

When earth was young, pi^imeval speech first call’d me Chaos; I 
Am no birth of to-day—a name of lioar antiquity. 

This lucid air, and the other three, which elements ye class, 

Fire, water, earth, wore then one rude and undigested mass ; 

But soon within the mingled heap a secret strife did brew, 

And to self-choscn homes anon the hostile atoms flew. 


* On the kalfends of January the consuls-elect were formally installed; and on 
this occasion a proi't-ssion was made to the Capitol, and sacrifice performed to 
Jupiter. The principal part of the procession, of course, was the consuls in their 
curule chair, preceded by the lictors bearing the fasces, or bundles of rods and 
axes. 
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First rose the flame sublime, the air assumed the middle berth, 

And to the central ba%e were bound strong ocean, and firm eai'th. 
Then I, till then a mass confused, a huge and shapeless round, 

New features worthy of a god, and worthy members found; 

Still of my primal shapeless bulk remain’d the little trace. 

That I alone have no true back, but show both ways a face. 

One cause thou hast; another hear, and with my figure know,. 

My virtue and my power above, my office here l^low. 

AVliate’er thou see’st, the earth, the sea, the air, the^ery cope, 

At my command they shut their gates, at my command they ope. 

I of the viisty universe do hold the secret key, 

The hinge of eveiy tiling that turns is turn’d alone by me. 

Peace, when I please to send her forth from her secure retreats, 

AValks freely o’er the unfenced fields, and treads free-gated streets; 
The mighty globe would quake convulsed by blood and murderous din, 
Did not my brazen bolt confine the store of strife w itliin. 

The gates of Hekven arc mine; I watch there with the gentle Hours, 
That Jove supreme must wait my time in tiie Olympian bowers. 
Tlience my name Janus thcncc the priest who on my altar places 
The salted cake, tlic sacred meal, with strange-mouth’d titles graces 
My hoary deity; ilicnce you hear Patnlcins now, and now 
Clusiiis, crown the votive gift, and seal the mystic vow.f 
Thus rude antiquity at first its simple creed confess’d, 

And with tAvin Avords the functions twain of one same god express’d. 
My poAver you know—the god of gates—now for my figure, w'hy? 

The cause is plain, and may be read by half a poet’s eye. 

There is no door but looks two ways ; into the busy street 
Tliis way, and that Avay back towards the quiet Lav’s retreat 
And as the porter Avhom yon place to keep watch at your gate, 

Sees who goes out and who conies in at early hour and late, 

Thus I, the Avardeu of the sky, from heaven’s wide-tented blue,* 

Look forth, and scan both east and west Avith comprehensive view. 

The triform image you have seen, and any where may^see, 

Of Hecate standing at the point Avherc one road parts in three ; 

Thus 1, lest iiirnhig of my neck my function might delay, 

The motive world on citlicr side without a move survey.” 

Thus sjiuke the god Avith friendly mien and eye, that seem’d to say— 
“ If wish be yours to question more, command me; 1 obey.” 

Due thanks 1 gave; strong fear no more my eager tongue possess’d, 
And with a look that sought the ground, the immortal 1 address’d. 

“ Tliis would I know, Avhy frosty days and storms begin the year, 
Which flowery spring had usher’d in with more auspicious cheer ; 

Then all things flourish—all things then of youth and freshness tell, 
The juicy vine begins to flow, the bud begins to swell; 

With fresh green leaves the tree is clad, a virgin sheen appears, 

The bursting seed above the ground the fresh green blade uprears. 
With fresh full-throated Avarblings then the blithe stir the air, 
And Iamb and lambkin in the mead their frisking sports prepare. 

Then suns are mild ; its south retreat the stranger swallow leaves, 
And skilful builds the well-knowm clay beneath the lofty eaves. 

Then walks the ploughman forth; the clod yields to the sturdy steer; 
Soothly the fittest time was this to omen in the year.” 




* From Jatiua, a gate. 

f The etymology of these old epithets, from pateo (to open) and claudo (to 
shut,) is obAious enough. 

I The lar familiaris, or domestic god of the family, who had an altar in the 
inner part of the Roman houset 
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My words wero many, bul iu words fow and well-djoson, Ho, 

' Within the compass of two lines, thus made reply to uki. 

“ What time the sun that sunk before mounts loftier to the view, 

This fitliost closed the parting year, and usher’d in the new.” 

I ask’d again, “ Why on this day the forum’s strife should end 
Only in part.”—“ The cause,” said he, “ I will explain; attend. 

The young year’s starting day I made but partial holiday, 

Lest labouiicss begun, the year might run to the end in play; 

Each cunning hand on Janus’ feast makes prelude to his trade, 

Of all the rest a timely test on New-Year’s day is made.” 

Then J, this further—“ Tell me why, when I bring frankincense 
To Jove or any other god, with tlicc I still commence V” 

“ Hccause of things in heaven and earth I hold the sacred key, 

The tirst approach to all the gods is made alone through me.” 

“ Jjut on thy kalends, why are men, so harsh on other days, 

Keen to return the kindly look, and change the friendly phrase?” 

To this the god, his strong right hand upon his good staff leaning, 

“ All ominous tilings when tirst observed sjicak out their fateful meaning. 

To the first voice of things that cry, ye lend a trembling car, 

And the first diglit of bodeful wings fills pious hearts with fear. 

The ears are open of the gods, to catch on New-Year's day 
What random words, or thoughtless prayer, a hasty fool may say.” 

Thus ceased the god ; nor slow was I the broken thread to join, 

But of the last words that he spake, thus trode the heels with mine. 

“ But what have dates to do Avith thee, and wrinkled figs, this tell. 

And what the honey dcAV that drops pure from its snoAvy coll?” * 

“ Here, too, an omen lies,” he said; “ the cause is passing clear, 

That from sweet things a savour sweet may relish the Avhole year.” 

Thus taught, the cause I understood of dates, and figs, and honey ; 

“ But tell me now, Avise god! ” I said, “ Avhat means the piece of money V ” 
lie smiled. “Alas ! how much thy age deceives thy Avit,” he said ; 

“ As if sweet honey by the touch of gold Avere sweeter made. 

Even in good Saturn’s day, ’twas hard to find a Iicart all pure, 

From the infection of base gain, and gainful lust secure. 

Small at the birth, it grcAV apace the thirst of yelloAv ore, 

Till heap on heap ye pile so high, that ye can pile no more. 

Not so the measure was of wealth in Komo's primeval time, 

When all was poor that now is rich, and low that's noAV sublime ; 

When a small hut was all that held the sou of Mars divine, 

And gather’d reeds Averc all the couch from Avhich he drain’d the wine; 

When Jove Avithin his narrow cell erect could scarcely stand, 

An earthen Jove, and of base day the bolt that arm’d his hand. 

When with wild-flowers the fane Avas deck’d that now with jewels gleams, 
And his own sheep the senator fed near the rural streams; 

When gently Avoo’d by healthy sleep the rustic Avarrior lay 
On straAv, and praised above all down a trass of bristling hay; 

When to give laws to Rome the peasant consul left the plough, 

And gold was then as great a crime as ’tis a virtue now. 

But when oui* fates were lifted high, and to the stars sublime, 

Perch’d on her base of seven-hill’d state proud Rome had learn’d to climb; 
Wealth grew with poAver, and lust of wealth, a madness of the brain, 

Aud still the more that they possess’d, the more they sought to gain. 

Eager to make that they might spend, spending to make anew, • 

Change nursed by change of fell extremes to monstrous nature grcAV ; 

Thus he Avhoae sickly body swells with water in the veins, 

The more he drinks, the more within the thirsty fever reigns. 


* The allusion here, and in the following lines, is to the different strence, or New- 
Year’s gifts, which used to be given by the Romans. 


1^45.] Janui, 97 

Ail tliiiig '3 arc prf/.etl by price ; to wealth all hononrs rtow are sure ; 

Wealth buys the rich man friends ; forlorn and friendless pines the poor. 

If now you ask why copper coins are chiefly my delight, 

The ancient brass of Koine should I, the ancient Janus, slight? 

Brass was their wealth of old; though now the better omeu’s gold, 

And the new metal from the field has fairly beat the old. 

Myself, though simple and severe, approve a golden shrine— 

This metal hath a majesty that suits a power divine. 

We praise the ancients, and ’tis well; but use our modem ways— 

All fasliions in due time and place are worthy of our praise.” 

Thus ceased the god; but 1, to set all rising doubts at rest. 

The hoar key-bearer of the sky thus with meek words address'd:— 

“ Much I have Icarn’d ; but tell me this—why of our copper coin 
Does one side bear a ship, and qpe a double head like thine?”* 

“ That head is mine; you might have known the likeness of the face 
But that hoar age and wear have dull’d the sharpness of the trace. 

As for the ship, attend : the god that bears the scythe whileome 
Far-wandering in the Tuscan flood at length had ceased to roara.f 
AVell I remember when ke came, and hold the memory dear— 

Saturn, by Jove cxpell’d from heaven, and kindly welcom’d here. 

Thence was the land Satiirnia call’d ; and Latium still we name 
The part wh 6 ro ancient Saturn lurk’d in safety when he came.f 
Our pious sires upon the brass the sacrc<l ship impress’d, 

AVhosekecl to blest Ausonian sliores liad borne the Olympian guest. 

Then on tliat spot 1 made m 3 ' home where Tiber’s waters glide, 

And eat the yielding banks away with sand 3 '-rolIing tide. 

Here, where Home stands, wild copse green grew; the busy forum now 
Was then a peaceful glen, disturb’d by wandering oxen’s low. 

^ly fortress then was that same hill which pious Komp reveres 
Even now, and thinks on Janus when Janiculuni she £iears. 

Here I Avas king, when holy earth of heavenly guests could tell, * 

And in the haunts of men the gods were not ashamed to dwell; 

Ere Justice, shrinking from the sight of human guilt and crime, 
l^ast of immortals left the earth, and sought the starry clime; 

AVhen hearts were sway’d by love, and held by bonds of holy awe, 

And light the labour Avas to shape for willing hearts the law. 

Stern Avar I knew not, and the gates I held were gates of peace; 

While in my hand the key declared—Let garner’d stores increase !” 

Here closed the god his lips; but I, not bashful, open’d mine, 

And with the mortal voice again unseal’d the voice divine. 

“ Since many gates are thine in Rome, say Avhy dost thou appear 
In |>ertect shape and size nowhere but at the forums liQre?”§ 

Whereto the god, with gentle hand stroking his long beard hoarA% 

Forthwith recounted in my car G^baliaii Tatius’ story; 

And how, by Sabine gauds ensnared, the fair and faithless maid 
The path that to the Capitol leads to the Sabine lord betray’d. 


^ The old Roman ast with the double head on one side and a ship on the reverse, 
is well known among numismatists. * 

f The Tuscan flood is a common appellation for the Tiber, as rising in Etru¬ 
ria, and formings tho ancient boundary between that cbtintry and Ijatium, opposite 
Home. 

X A silly etymology—from lateo^ to lurk; mentioned also by VirgU.><~^n. 
viii. 323. 

* § The Romans gave the name of Jam to arches like that of Temple-FAr in Lon¬ 
don, under which people passed from one street into another. They were always 
double; people'entering by one and going out by the other, every one keeping to 
the right. The temple or gateway mentioned in this place, adjacent to the ox and 
the fish markets, was built by Duilius.”—K sxohtt.kt, 
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“ As th^r# is now^ so then there was, a slope by whlth you go 
Steep from the citadel to the plain, and forum stretch'd below; 

And now the twain had roacli'd the gate where Juno’s partial ward 
The only bolts that closed their way propitiously unbavr’d, 

When I, too wise with Saturn’s seed in open fight to join, 

Contrived a scheme that baffled hers, a plan entirely mine; 

I oped (in opening lies my strength) a gate where waters slept, - 
And from the solid rock straightway a stream impetuous leapt; 

To the liot spring ^ch sulphurous steains my timely aid supplied 
That eager Tatiiis quail’d and shinink back from the rolling tide. 

The Sabines fled; the gushing fount miraouLous ceased to flow ; 

Nor pious llome to own the power that sent such aid was slow ; 

A little altar on a shrine not large to Janus’ name 

Was raised; there sprinkled meal and calce ^okes mingled with the flame.” 
“ But this say further,—why thy gates in war are open, why 
In peace are closed?” whereto the god thus gave the prompt reply; 

“ That till her sons fierce war have quench’d, and cru'sh’d the crude revolt, 
Rome to receive the homeward host may keep unbarr’d the bolt; 

In peace ray locks are closed, that none may cansch^is leave his home, 

Nor few the years I shall be closed while Csesar reigns in Rome.” 

Thus spake the god ; and lifting lugh his head of diverse view, 

Scann’d cast and west, and all that’s spread beneath the ethereal blue; 

And peace reign’d o’er wide earth; cv’n where i’ the north, with surly wave, 
The rebel Rhine to Ciesar’s arms their latest triumph gave ; 

Peace, hoary Janus, make thou sure for ever; and may they 
Who purchased peace embrace the globe with everlasting sway. 


10 A ni.INt) OTllL. 

I do not sigh as some may sigh, 

To see thee in thy darkness led 

Along the path wliere sunbeams lie, 

And bloom is shed. 

I do not weep as some may weep, 
tJpon thy rayless brow to look ; 

A boon more rare ’twas thine to keep, 

When light forsook. 

A glorious boon! Thou slialt not view 
One treasure from the earth depart— 

Its starry buds, its pearls of dew, 

Jde in thy heart. 

No need to h^ the frosty air. 

No need to heed the blasts that chafe, 

Thcvicattcr’d sheaf, the vintage spare— 

Thy hoard is saje. 

Thou sliaU not mark the silent change 
That falls upon the heart like blight. 

The smile that grows all cold and strange.—* 
Bless’d is thy night! 

Thou shalt not watch the’slow decay, 

Nor see the ivy clasp the fane, 

Nor trace upon the column gray 
The mildew stain. 

Ours is the dartness—thine the light. 

Within thy brow a glory plays; 

Sliiine, blossom, dewdi’op, all are bright 
With quenchless rays, 

J. X), 
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THS ronCED SALE. 


* A LAEGE red brick house, with a 
tnultitude of gable-ends, and rowa of 
small, dingy-looking windows, had 
hidden itself for many generations in 
a clump of fine old trees in a large^ 
green field—almost qualified to take 
rank as a park—at a distance of six 
or seven miles from St PauVs. In 
the days of the good Queen Anne, the 
city lay comfortably huddled upyound 
the cathedral church, and looked upon 
her sister of Westminster as too far 
removed, and of too lofty a rank, to 
be visited except on rare occasions. 
London was then contained within 
reasouablc limits, and it was easy to 
walk round her boundaries; you 
could oven point out the precise spot 
at whicli the town ended and the 
country began. I'lio inhabitants of 
the large brick Iiouso, known by the 
name of Surbridge Hall, at rare inter¬ 
vals, amt then 011 I 3 ' to visit tho shops, 
undertook the journey into tlic city; 
and, unless in the stillest of autumn 
evenings, when tho enormous tongue 
of the metropolitan clock made Itself 
audible on the Surbridge lawn, they 
might have forgotten that such a place 
as the capital was within fifty miles. 
That generation diedofl'; and London 
had begun to put out feelers in all 
directions, and had outgrown the 
ancient limits. Streets began to move 
out a little way into the country for 
change of air; and, in making their 
usual shoppiiig-visits to tlio great 
city, the inhabitants of Surbridge Hall 
had now to drive through a short row 
of houses, where the elders of the 
party remembered nothing but ahedge. 
That gcncratioTi also died out; and 
the city, like an old dowager who has 
once been a beauty, and boasted of a 
waist, grew out of all shape. There 
were squares and crescents rising in 
every quarter; and the white tops of 
chimneys, and tho blue dinginess of 
roofs, became visible from the upper 
windows of Surbridge Hall, 'i'he 
proprietor, tciTified perhaps by the 
approach of such neighbours, adver¬ 
tised the Hall for sale, speedily found 
a purchaser, and, somewhere about 
the beginning of this century, the old 
family name of the Walronds disap¬ 


peared from the country, and Surbridge 
Hall became the property of William 
Wilkins, Esq, We may observe that, 
much about^ the same time, the name 
of tho seniorpartner disappeared from 
the door of a ding}'-]ooking house in 
Riches Court, and the firm of Wil¬ 
kins & Roe was deprived of its larger 
half. The old lion-rampant, that had 
stood on its hind-legs for so many 
years on the top of one of the piers of 
the entrance gates, as if in act to 
spring upon the deer that lay rumi¬ 
nating on tho top of the otlicr, was 
now displaced; and, in a few days, 
his position was taken by aplaster-of- 
Paris cast of Hebe, benevolently hold¬ 
ing forth an empty goblet towards the 
thirsty statue of Apollo which did 
duty on the other side. The floors iu 
the old hall were new laid, the win¬ 
dows fitted with plate glass, the paint* 
ing and decoration put into the hands 
of a Bond-street finisher, who covered 
tho walls with acres of gilding, and 
hung chandeliers from the ceilings, 
and placed mirrors upon tlic walls, till 
tho rooms looked like the show gal¬ 
leries of an upholsterer, and very dif-( 
ferent from tho fine solid habitable 
apartments they used to be in the 
time of the late proprietor. And a 
change nearly as remarkable took 
place on Mr Wilkins himself as in his 
house. He attended county meetings, 
an<l became learned in rents and agri¬ 
culture. He built new houses for 
his tenants, and only regietted he had 
never learned to ride, or he would 
have followed the hounds. But though 
h%,wns no Nimrod, he dressed like 
one of his sons, and encased his thick 
legs in top-d}oot 8 , and generally car¬ 
ried a whip. At last, by dint of good 
dinners, and voting on the right side 
at the elections, ho became a magis¬ 
trate; and if Mrs Wilkins had had 
the politeness to die, he would have 
mari’icd Lady Diana O^Huggomy, the 
daughter of an Irish eaii; but Mrs 
Wilkins did not die, and Lady Diana 
ran away with a dancing-master. Ilia 
son had been eighteen years at the 
bar, and never had had a brief; his 
daughters had been twenty years on 
the world, and never had had an offer; 
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bufc he still expected to see Richard 
lord chancellor, and bis three girls 
peeresses. A country gentleman, a 
county magistrate, perfectly healthy 
and tolerably rich, was there any 
thing wanting to Mr Wilkins’s feli¬ 
city? Yes. Alexander the Great was 
wretched when he had conquered the 
world, and was ten times happier 
when he was breaking-iu Bucephalus; 
and Mr Wilkins, if the truth must bo 
told, was very like Alexander the 
Great, at least in his discontent, and 
was never so gay as he used to be 
in the dingy mansion in Riches Court. 
The dinners he gave were formal, cold 
affairs, where he never felt at his case: 
he could not help thinking that the 
neighbours quizzed and looked down 
on him; and, in short, ho felt out 
of his element, and longed sometimes 
for the free-and-easy dinners he had 
relished so much in the city. Ilis 
farm-houses were at last all built, his 
improvements all completed, and 
there no further occupation for 
. either aimself or his money. lie 
sometimes drove into Harley Street 
to see l.is son, but he found that gen¬ 
tleman also on the rack of idleness, 
and went home again, wondering how 
Roe was getting on in the old pre¬ 
mises, though never venturing to go 
near him—for his family had insisted 
on a de.id cut between the partners, 
and could not endure the thoughts of 
Mr Roe coming between the wind and 
then’ newly acquired nobility. Time 
wore on. Old Wilkins grew older. 
He used to sit at the window of Ins 
drawing-room and look towards Lon¬ 
don, fancying to himself the bustle 
and stir that were going on, the 
crowding in Fleet Street, the crush at 
the Bank; and occasionally imagi||^- 
tion conjured up to him the imag^f 
an active citizen bustling down to¬ 
wards the Exchange, radiant with 
success, and filled with activity and 
hope; and ho could scarcely recognise 
his own identity with that joyous citi¬ 
zen, the William Wilkins of that hap¬ 
pier time. The flood of building, 
which had only reached to within 
three miles of Surbridge when the 
W^TOuds retired to the ark of some 
estate they retained in Yorkshire, bad 
now increased to such a degree, as to 
have submerged many of the fields 
and orchards that lay at a very short 


distance flrom the Hall. Willars,*' 
with Italian fronts and little green¬ 
houses at the side, took post all along 
the road, and, from the open win¬ 
dows, sounded in summer evenings 
the Battle of Prague, or God save 
the King, so that you walked amidst 
perpetual music, for no house was so 
ungenteel as to be without a piano. 
Surbridge Hall itself ran a great risk 
of becoming a suburban villa at no 
distant time; and Mr Wilkins was 
in some hopes that his family would 
allow him to consider himself an in¬ 
habitant of London once more, and 
no longer doom him to the cold no¬ 
thingness of squireship and gentility. 
But whether they might have relented 
in this respect can never be known ; 
for while he was meditating a re¬ 
newal of his acquaintance with his 
late partner, and an occasional dive 
into Riches Court, he changed his 
bed at the Hall for the family vault 
' (newly built) in Surbridge church, 
and his great-coat and riding-whip for 
a Roman toga and a long gilt baton, 
with wliich he pointed to heaven 
from the top of a splendid monument 
near the south wall. Richard now 
succeeded to the family honours ; and 
as he had married aMiss Gillingham— 
a name which he preferred to his an¬ 
cestral appellation—he did her tlie 
honour to take it to himself, and was 
duly enrolled in the list of justices as 
Wilkins GUUngham, Esq. His son 
was sent to Christchurch, and his throe 
daughters to a fashionable boarding- 
school. Ills mother and sisters re¬ 
tired to Tunbridge Wells, and they all 
began to persuade themselves that 
Surbridge had been lu the family from 
the time of the Conquest. By way of 
strengthening their claims to county 
consideration, it was wisely deter¬ 
mined to oppose the building invasion 
as powerfully as they could. Several 
farms and fields were bought, planta¬ 
tions were skilfully placed, two or 
three feet were added to the height of 
the walls all round the property; and 
it was hoped that some impression 
was made on the advancing arcliitcc- 
tural enemy; for in the speculative 
year of 1819, a dozen or two of builders 
were removed to the Queen’s Bench, 
and whole rows of houses were left 
looking np to heaven, in vain expec¬ 
tation of a roof. AVilkins Gillingham 
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served the office of High Sheritf, caught 
a snifeit in entertaining the judges, 
and in a few wcehs gave place to bis 
^cir. Augustus had passed two years 
at Oxford—had then married a beauty 
—the daughter of a countiy surgeon 
of the name of Howard; and as he 
inherited his father’s tastes, along with 
his property, he changed his family 
name; and poor old Widow Wilkins, 
who still sundved, enlivened the tea- 
tables of the Wells with anecdotes and 
descriptions of her grandson, Gilling¬ 
ham Howard. Death seemed entirely 
to have forgotten the relict of the ori¬ 
ginal William. She stood like an an¬ 
cient pillar, to point out where the 
building it once belonged to was 
placed ; and was looked upon by her 
descendants pretty much as a native 
American looks upon a venerable 
squaw of some Indian nation—the 
connecting link between New York 
and the woods- The widow was the 
sole point of union left between Sur- 
bridge Hall and Riches Court, AVhe- 
ther her grandson did not relish the 
’ reminiscence, or from what cause no 
one can hazard more than a guess, 
certain it is that on the death of his 
wife, who left hint witli two daughters, 
four or five years old, he did not sum¬ 
mon his venerable ancestor from the 
Wells, but installed one of her daugh¬ 
ters—Aunt Susannah—in the tempo- 
raiy charge of his house. By some 
secret arrangement, into the causes of 
which we have no time to enquire, 
such a change took place in Aunt Su¬ 
sannah, that though she left Tun¬ 
bridge, having secured her place in 
the inside of the coach in the name of 
Miss S. Wilkins, she was brought out 
from London in Mr Howard’s car¬ 
riage in the name of Miss S. Gilling¬ 
ham ; and there was no person of the 
name of Wilkins in the whole of the 
establishment. Aunt Susannah was 
not a person to hesitate long as to a 
change of name. It had been the 
whole object of her life, till five-and- 
thirty years of disappointment had 
almost made her despair of succeeding 
in her object, by the help of special 
license or'even vulgar banns; and she 
accordingly made no scruple in adopt¬ 
ing the more euphonious Gillingham, 
and sinking all mention of the other. 
Mr Gillingham Howard followed the 
example of his predecessors. Ho was 


a bona fide country gentleman, with 
the one drawback to his otherwise 
stupendous respectability', of being the 
greatest drawer of the long-bow since 
the days of Mendez Pinto. He added 
two feet more to the height of his 
boundary walls, and bought all the 
disposable land round his estate; but 
if he had transplanted a couple of 
miles of the Chinese M'all to Surbridge, 
he could no more have kept off the 
intrusion of the barbarian vilJa-builders 
than the Celestials have been able to 
shut out the same pushing, bustling, 
active, energetic, nnabashabio indivi¬ 
duals from the Flowery land. Archi¬ 
tecture went on, and now the gigantic 
cit}'^ had stuck her aras so majestically 
on cither hip, that^ine of her elbows 
actually came into contact with the 
park of Surbridge Hall. There was a 
gentle elevation—in those flat regions 
honoured with the name of a hill— 
which lay at one side of the Surbridge 
lands. It was a beautifully wooded 
little property of thirty or forty acres, 
which it had always been the ambition 
of the Surbridge owners to buy ; but 
it was so involved with lawsuits or 
doubtful titles, that it had hitherto 
been impossible to gef possession 
of it for love or money. The upper 
part of it rose high above the glades 
of Surbridge park, and the clump 
of trees on the summit formed a 
very flne object in the view from 
the drawing-i-oom windows. It was 
all laid down in the richest pasture, 
and would have formed the most 
valuable addition to the property, both 
in making it compact and keeping it 
scclndcd. The owner of it died at 
last in the Fleet, and it was adver¬ 
tised for sale, with a perfect title and 
inltoediatc possession. The sale was 
by auction, and the day drew rapidly 
near. Mr Gillingham Howard went 
carefully over the ground, examined 
the condition of his credit—for his sur¬ 
plus cash was gone—had the property 
valued; and determined to give a thou¬ 
sand more than its M'orth, to prevent 
it falling into any one else’s hands. 
When the day of sale arrived, he 
placed himself in front of the auc¬ 
tioneer, and determined, by the fierce¬ 
ness of his “ bids,” to frighten any 
competitor from the field. The room 
was crowded, and the sale began. All 
the eloquence of the celebrated Puff wosS 
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diaplajred on this occasion; And when 
liepaused after his glowing description, 
and asked any gentleman to be kind 
enough to name a sum to begin with 
^suggesting, at the satne time, four 
thousand pounds. “ Gentlemen, shall 
tvo say four thousand guineas?” Mr 
Gillingham Howard, in a voice that 
was calculated to show that he was 
in earnest, and did not stand upon 
trifles, nodded his head, and said 
** seven!” The auctioneer himself was 
overcome with the success of hie ora¬ 
tory, and there was a dead silence 
among the spectatoi s. “ Thank yon, 
sir—seven thousand guineas,” he said, 
“Will any gentleman make an ad¬ 
vance?” looking round, at the same 
time, as if he considered it useless to 
waste any brc3lth in endeavouring to 
enhance the price. His hammer mo- 
Chanically went up, and was on the 
point of falling, when a weak voice 
near the orator’s pulpit whispered 
“ eight,” 

The voice proceeded from an old 
BftAn wrapped up in a thick great-coat, 
though it was a warm da}'^ in June— 
A cleai*-eyed, small-featured, diminu¬ 
tive old may, who had sat the whole 
time, taking no apparent interest in 
the proceedings. All eyes were turned 
wpon him in a moment, and he quiet¬ 
ly repeated the awful monosyllable— 
“eight!” Mr Gillingham Howard 
Idokcd at the old gentleman with de¬ 
testation in every feature, for ho felt 
that the person, whoever he was, was 


Adtually )*obbing him of a thousand 
pounds; and he would have had very 
few scruples in sending the culprit to 
Botany Bay for so tremendous an out¬ 
rage. A sort of smile ran round the 
assemblage at seeing the sudden altorr 
ation produced on his countenance > 
and though he had determined not to 
give more than the original seven, he 
was ashamed to be cowed by an un¬ 
known individual at once; and after 
a few minutes’ pause, and a glance of 
ineifable hatred at the little old man, 
who had relapsed into his state of con¬ 
tented unconcern, he looked at the 
auctioneer, and said, “ Five hundred 
more I ” Saying ibis, he put his hands 
into his pockets, and kept liis eye 
fixed on his competitor. Without a 
moment’s hesitation, the old gentle¬ 
man nodded liis head once more, and 
said, “Mr Puff, I’m in a hurry* 
Will this gentleman give ten thou¬ 
sand guineas? 1 will!” 

The auctioneer gave one look to 
Mr Gillingham Howard, and suav, 
from the blank expression of tliat gen¬ 
tleman’s countenance, that competi¬ 
tion Avas at an end. The hammer lell, 
and seemed like a great rock on Mr 
Gillingham lIoAvai*d’s heart. 

“ Your name, if you please, sir,” 
said Mr Puff. 

The little old gentleman rose up and 
said, “ Give me a pen and ink. I’ll 
write an order for the money. My 
name is Thomas Boe, No. 20» BicheA 
Court.” 


ClIAPTUB IV. 


A week had passed, and Mr Gil¬ 
lingham Howard nursed his wratfi, 
like Tam O’Shatiter’s wife, to keep it 
warm. The name of the successful 
purchaser had struck hiift Avith a feel¬ 
ing of horror; for as silence hod 
brooded for fifty years over the his¬ 
tory Of his grandfather—and as the 
misty period preceding the purchase 
of Snrbridge had given rise to a whole 
my tiiology of ancestry like to the anti- 
' historic periods of Greece, and Other 
Imaginative ,nationa^ho looked upon 
thoiapiKiiU'anco tvf the veritable contem- 
pdfery of that falnilous age in the 
'Way as Romulus would have 
regarded any Inrviving ftiend and 
’eOftipaniOn m the real bona fide rob¬ 


ber or pig-driver to whom he pro¬ 
bably owed his birth. It is needless, 
therefore, to say, tliat over all other 
feelings fear and disgust predomi¬ 
nated. Ho determined to withdraw 
himself into still more aristocratic 
seclusion than before, and on uo 
account to recognise the existence 
of his new neighbour. A month 
or tAVo passed on, and no steps 
seemed taken on the part of the pur¬ 
chaser \o avail himself of his now 
acquisition. Day after day Mr Gil¬ 
lingham Howard looked up to the tuft 
of trees that croAvned the beautiful 
field beyond bis park,, and on seeing 
no symptoms of cutting down, nor 
other preparations for hoiiSe-buOdh)& 
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began to indulge in the pleasing anti¬ 
cipation that the old gentleman had 
no intention of the findj and by 
cherishing this idea for some time, he 
"succeeded at last in believing, that 
if he did in reality turn his ground to 
any such a purpose, he would be guilty 
of a fresh injustice. Three months had 
elapsed, and the beautiful colours of 
Autumn just unfurled themselves in 
order to be struck at the first broad¬ 
side of a November frost—the siui 
was shining so Wiu’inly, that the leaves 
had every reason to bo ashamed of 
their yellow complexions; and a young 
lady—like a butterfly awakened by 
the brightness of tlie day—fluttered 
forward from the porch of Surbridge 
Hall, dressed in all the hues of the 
rainbow. A green bonnet, a pink 
pelisse, a red shawl, and lilac para¬ 
sol, were scarcely in keei)ing Avith the 
sylvan scene on Avhich she hiiiTiedly 
entered. She was very tall and very 
thin, and had been taught to walk by 
a Parisian promvnemc nt a guinea a 
lesson ; so that the tail of her gown 
described a half circle every time blie 
stept, and her progress was apparently 
on the jirinciplo of the pi‘oi)eller screw. 
A small sketch-book was under her 
arm, and across licr wrist she bore a 
supernumerary sliawl. “ If he should 
be there again,” she thought, “ he will 
surely speak. Ho looked as if he 
wished to do it last time. But he’s 
bashful, perhaps, to a person of my 
rank. Poor fellow—how handsome 
he looked as ho turned aAvay I” The 
thought seemed to be a ])leasant one, 
for a sort of smile rose to her thin lips 
ns she dAvelt on it, and she increased 
her pace. 8he opened a little gate, and 
moved rapidly on towards an orna¬ 
mental poultry-house uetu' the boun¬ 
dary of the estate. The extra shawl 
was soon spread upon the stump of a 
tree, the sketch-book opened, and with 
her eye intently fixed on the fantastic 
chimney of the hen-house, she listened 
for every sound. She moved the pen¬ 
cil as if busily engaged in sketching; 
but, strange to say, the figure produced 
by her touch, took (involuntarily as it 
were) the appearance of a very hand¬ 
some young man, for whose bright 
eyes and smiling countenance there 
was no warrant in the twisted bricks 
and oddly abaped cans of the original. 
As if hhc drawing hjid beau the mystic 
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configurations of a coi^urer, the spirit 
came when she did call for it; and with 
a side glance of her eye, she perceived 
at no groat distance from her a young 
man, Avho seemed to be gazing at her 
Avith great earnestness, and was only 
j)rcvcnted from addressing her by the 
awe, that formed of course the body¬ 
guard of a daughter of Mr Gillingham 
Iloward. There are many ways in 
which it is possible to show that the 
said body-guard may be broken 
through, Avithout subjecting the cul-* 
l)rit to the pcnalticjj of high-treason. 
A sliort cough, as if preparatory to a 
conversation—a hurried look, and 
then a scarcely perceptible smile— 
a sort of fidgety uneasiness, as if the 
stump of the tree was something ra¬ 
ther ditFereiit from an air-cushion— 
such were the metlmds ]>iirsued by 
Miss Arabol Howard on the present 
occasion Avith complete success. The 
stranger combated with liis respect, 
and going near to Avhero the sketcher 
■—again uttcj'ly unconscious of his 
presence, was putting in a tuft of ivy 
—he took off his hat and bowed— 

“ 11a!” exclaimed Miss Arabel, in 
a state of most becoming surprise. 

“ 1 hope I do not aJaitn yon, ma¬ 
dam,” said the stranger; “ though 
my sudden presence here requires an 
apology.” 

“Oh!—I beg—I feel sure—any 
gentleman—my father Avill be most 
happy to”- 

“ You are very kind. I perceive 
you appreciate tlie beauty of this situa¬ 
tion as much as I do. You are sketch¬ 
ing the gable and chimney”- 

“ Yes—but pray don’t look.” 

But before she had time to close the 
page and clasp the book, he had caught 
a yieAV of a well draAvn hat, and very 
tastefully touched whiskers. 

The stran.^er smiled. 

“ It is indeed a beautiful liUl^ 
work,” he continued. 

“ And the building so very pictu<- 
resque. Grandpapa pulled down a 
row of cottages that the poor people 
lived in, and built this romantic little 
hermitage.” 

“ So I have heard.” 

“ Oh, have you? Grandpapa im¬ 
proved this place very much. Think 
how the view must have been spoilt 
by a row of nasty cottages, and a 
crowd of honid poir people/^ ' x 
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‘'It was very near the church for 
the cottagers,” 

Oh 1 but papa is going to get tho 
horrid old church removed to the other 
OUd of tho parish, and have a bcauti- 
fnl building instead of the present 
lumbic-dowu old ruin." 

Taste seems hereditary in your 
family.” 

“ It is indeed: ages ago great im¬ 
provements were made by papa’s 
grandfather; He got quit of all the 
cottages except the row that stood 
],ere—for what c^n be more horrid 
than the sight of a set of dirty igno¬ 
rant people in such beautiful scenery? 
I’liey should all live in a common, or 
liido themselves in some dark streets 
in London. Don’t you thiuk so ?” 

“ A great many of them do; but, 
if I were a sketcher, I think I could 
make a very interesting subject out of 
a poor man’s cottage, with his little 
children playing about the garden.” 

“ Not real poor childi'en! ” exclaim¬ 
ed Miss Arabcl, “ nor a real i)oor 
man—no. 1 have made sketches mj'- 
bclf of papa and the Misses Wairible 
—Sir Stephen Warrible’s daughters— 
dressing them in fancy rags, and fill¬ 
ing tho garden they played in with 
flowers from our conservatory, and 
giving the cottage French windows 
and a trellis-work veranda. He 
stands leaning on a spade, with silver 
buckles in his shoes, and the children 
are playing La Grace with the hoo])s, 
covered with pink ribands. 1 called 
it ‘The Poor Man’s Joyand Lord 
Moon has begged me to give it to an 
engraver.” 

“ I hope you will comply with his 
lordship’s request." 

“ I would if I could escape the pub¬ 
licity of the thing. Papa would be so 
angry if he thought I was so nearly 
professional as to bo th« author of a 
published sketch.” 

“I am afraid your father is too 
particular. No scruple of the kind 
fettered the genius of one of the prin¬ 
cesses of France.” 

“ Ah, but she was one of the new 
people t There was no artist in the 
■elder branch. Papa can’t endui'e 
Louis Philippe, and says they are all 
veiy low,” 

The gentleman w as attacked with 
A slight cough, and after a pause re¬ 
new^ the conversation. 


think 1 have seen yon engaged 
on this subject for some time.” 

It takes a long time to in all 
these twists and corners,’’ replied 
Miss Arabel with a smile of satisfac¬ 
tion, to fiud that the rencontre was 
not more one of chance on his side 
than her own. 

“ Do you devote youi'sclf entirely 
to sketching?” 

“ Oh no I I paint as well. Wc 
have a large gallery at home, and it 
is an excellent school. The family 
portraits arc, many of them, very 
fine.” 

“ Does it go far back in the Eng¬ 
lish school ?” 

‘‘ Oh, yon should see the great wigs 
of the Charleses and jack-boots of the 
cavaliers! Wc were all cavaliers, I 
suppose, for I don’t see a single round- 
head among them,” 

“ And the ladies?” 

“ Oh, such hoops and farthingales ! 
such pyramids of muslin on theirheads, 
and pillars of red leather upon their 
heels!” 

“ And is the iminting good of that 
ancient date? How do you like it 
compared to the modem?” 

“ Wc have very few modern por¬ 
traits ; and none of any ladies later 
than George II.” 

“No?” enquired the young man 
anxiously. “ No lady later than 
that ? All, then I have been misiu- 
formed!” ho added in a disappointed 
tone. 

“ Had you heard of our collection, 
then ? ” 

“Yes—no—that is—I believe, in 
most old family houses, there is a re¬ 
gular scries of portraits that may 
enable the student to trace the altera¬ 
tions of the English school from its 
very commencement.” 

“Oh—a student—are you?—that 
is—have I the pleasure of speaking to 
a painter ? " enquired Miss Arabcl 
with great dignity. 

“ Oh no, madam; only an admirer 
of the art” 

“And you are disappointed at the 
want of recent female portraits,” said 
Arnbel more graciously, the faintest 
possible hope springing to her heart 
that be was disappointed at the ab¬ 
sence of her own. 

“I should like to have heai'd tho 
opinion of a competent judgi? on so 
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intcrestiug a subject. A comparison 
betw een Kueller for instance and Sir 
Josbua would be worthy of your 
taste.” 

Oh, Kneller by all means, and 
Lely better than both! I believe, 
now that you put mo in mind of it, 
there is a pale colourless Sir Joshua 
in the nursery—the school-room I 
mean.” 

“ A lady?” enquired the stranger. 

“ A person,” replied Miss Arabel, 
who never allowed lady’s rank to any 
one whose status she did not know— 
“ with long hair falling about her 
face, and a little boy lying asleep in 
her lap. Whether she was a lady or 
not, 1 don’t know, but 1 rather think 
not, for I never heard of her being 
connected with our family. Perhaps 
she was a nurse.” 

“ And arc you sure it is a Sir 
Joshua?” 

“ Ob, yes!—Ilis name is written 
on the back; and Mr Ochre, my 
drawing-master, says it is all out of 
proportion, and of no merit at all. 
But wliy are you so anxious about 
the daub? Mr Ochre wishes to be 
allowed to retouch it.” 

“ If he lays a brush on it ”—the 
stranger began in a furions tone, but 
checked himself—“ if he lays a brush 
on it, he will spoil an old master.” 

“A master!” said Miss Arabel with 
a contemptuous giggle. “ I only wish 
you could see it." 

“ I wish I could,” replied the young 
gentleman; “ but I am afraid I shall 
never be so happy.” 

“ Oh!”—The young lady did not 
say anything more,but looked at the 
stranger, as if taking measure of his 
respectability to see if an entree to 
Surbridge Hall was really above his 
hopes. He was tall, well made, with 
an air such as she had not seen in 
any of the visitors at that ai'istocratic 
mansion. 

“ I’m sure,” she repeated, looking 
down and speaking with interesting 
hesitation, “ my papa would be happy 
to show his galleiy to any gentleman 
in the neighbourhood. Perhaps you 
know papa?” 

I have not the honour, but since 
I know what a treasure he possesses, 
1 should think it a greathappiness to 
make his acquaintance.” 

The lady said nothing, but thought 


it the most neatly turned compliment 
she ever heard in her life. 

“ I am on a visit to a family near 
this," he continued, “ and may per¬ 
haps have the opportunity of meeting 
Mr Howard. 

“ Oh, where is it ? ” exclaimed 
Miss Arabel. “ What is their na^e ? 
We know every body in the neigh- 
hourhood—that is, of course, you 
know”- 

“Everybody that’s worth know¬ 
ing,” said the stranger with a sipile. 

“ Exactly. Is it the Rayleighs of 
Bovley Castle, ^vG know them very 
well; or the Maiibys of Flixlcy Ab¬ 
bey, delightful people, wc arc quite 
intimate with them ; or the Sundridges 
of Fairley Manor, there arc no plea¬ 
santer people in the world—so good, 
so ladylike, and yet they say Mrs 
Suiidridgc’s father was something 
very low, a Calcutta merchant, or 
India director, or something of that 
sort. Is it any of these?" 

“ No! It is with a gentleman who 
has lately taken a small villa in the 
neighbourhood, and I am afraid he 
will think 1 have been absent from 
him too lo)ig. Do you sketch hero 
everj’^day?” • 

“ Till 1 have finished this tiresome 
building,” replied Miss Arabel. “ I 
must avail myself of the fine weather, 
and not miss a single morning.” 

The gentleman smiled, and so did 
the lad}'. With another apology for 
having intruded, he bowed and with¬ 
drew. 

Miss Arabel continued where she 
was, till she lost his graceful figure 
among the windings of the shrubbery. 

“ He is a charming man,” she 
thought, “ and might easily manage 
to get acquainted with papa if ho 
chose. Who cau he be?—he’s very 
clever an^J very accomplished—and 
walks so nobly. I wonder if he is in 
the Guards.” 

She opened her sketch-book once 
more, and was busy with her pencil, 
and her thoughts at the same time. 
She had not seen what necessity there 
was for taking his leave so hurriedly, 
and perhaps a faint idea came to her, 
that it was not impossible he miglit 
return. While she was new-pointing 
her pencil, and recalling all that the 
stranger had said, she heard a foot¬ 
step coming tjl^irough the plantation. 
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“ Husb! He is coming again. He 
Can’t stay away." 

“ Seiwant, young mum—servant, 
And all that," said a voice close bo- 
bind her;—“ Scratch! scfl'atch! there 
you go, painting bricks as if they 
was Christians, and all tliat." 

‘‘Sir! Arc you aware this is pri¬ 
vate property. Papa would be very 
angry if”- 

“ He heard I was here. I dassay 
he would, and all that—but I don’t 
intend to wait for him here. I’ll beat 
up his <]uarters at the hall—I will— 
and ail that." 

Miss Arabcl had a profound con¬ 
tempt for old people and little people; 
and the person who at present ad¬ 
dressed her was both little and old. 
lie wore a short flaxen wig, and a 
Spenser over a long-tailed blue coat; 
grey netlicr habiliments, with four or 
flve inches of a white worsted stock¬ 
ing visible betwxeu his knee.and his 
gaiter. It was a very wcU-sha])ed 
leg, and the owner thereof seemed to 
know it. 

“ You will not find papa at home,” 
said Miss Arabcl. “ lie has gone out 
to a magistrate's meeting.” 

“ I didn’t *say I was going there 
to-day, did IV—and lie don’t go jiis- 
ticing every day in the week, 1 hoi) 0 . 
ril see him soon, dei)eud ou’t, and 
make acquaintance with his young 
’uns, and all that. How many is tliere 
of you ? ” 

“ My sister and myself—if you en¬ 
quire as to tlie number of Mr Gilling- 
liam Howai'd’s family,” replied Miss 
Arabcl. 

“ Wliat! ha’n’t ye picked up ne’er 
a man yet? ne’er a one on you? Is 
your sister any thing like yourself?" 

Miss Arabel cast a look of haughty 
indignation on her questioner; but 
disdained a reply. ^ 

“ Pr’apa you’re looking out for a 
juke or a bernet, or some regular 
nobleman, and all that—for 1 hear you 
carries all your heads uncommon high 
—^M'hereby it wouldn’t bo unagreeable 
to pull ’em down a bit, and all that. 
Come, come, don’t pout nor be sulky. 
Be friendly, young ’oinan, now that 
we’re going to bo neighbours, and all 
that," 

“ lMendl 3 % indeed!" said Miss 
Arabel, with a toss of her head that 
would have capped a martingolo in 


fifty pieces. “ Pray walk on, sir. I 
am a lady, and papa would be very 
indignant at your inipcrtinenco.” ' 

“ I dassay he would ; but not a 
bit more than I have been at hls^u 
this many a long day. Why, I’ve 
dandled him on my knee a hundred 
times.” 

“ Have you ? Perhaps you wero 
his nurse’s husband, or the butler. If 
you come to the servants’ hall”- 

“ Indeed! What to do ? To sec 
fine ladies’ maids give themselves airs, 
and disgust people with their inso¬ 
lence and affectation. Much obliged 
to you all the same; but wlien I wants 
to see sights like that, I’ll come into 
the drawing-room.” 

“ I don’t know what you mean, and 
beg you’ll retire. Papa put an Iii.sli 
beggar into prison for three weeks for 
insulting my aunt.” 

“ AVliat! oldSusic—oldTwo-to-thc- 
Pouiid, and all that. lie must have 
been very much of an L’ishman to 
insult the old Roman.” 

“ AVhat do you mean, sir? Do 
you know my aunt Susannah?" 

“ Ay, to be sure. Ain’t I one of 
her elders? Lord love ye, I’ve known 
old Snsic since she was just up to my 
knee—and a rcg’lar speciniciit siic 
WHS. AVe always called her Two-lo- 
tlie-Pound. Many’s tho laugh her 
father and I has had about her dunq)i- 
ncfis, and all that.” 

“ Papa’s grandfather? Did you 
know him, sir?” enquired Miss Ara- 
bci, examining her companion at the 
same time to see if he was not the 
AVanderiug Jew or St Leon ; for she 
considered her papa’s grandfather as 
the ])rincipal personage of a very re¬ 
mote Iiistorical era; and would liave 
been little more surprised to hear tliat 
tho old gentleman before her had 
smoked cigai's Avitli Sir Walter Ra¬ 
leigh. “ Ilid you know ray great¬ 
grandfather, sir?” 

“ Didn’t I ? There wasn’t a bigger 
snob, though I says it, in all England; 
and just about two-and-forty years 
ago, him and me was as thick as two 
thieves, titough only one of us was a 
thief. He was a old man then, and I 
was a young ’un, and all that. Your 
father was summut about eight years 
old, and my daughter was born tho 
very month afore he bought this here 
estate, So you see it ain’t no gifeat 
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time to talk about, seeing my daugh- 
tcx* aint a old ’omau yet, tljougli she 
has a girl twenty year old.” 

‘‘ I don’t understand what you say,” 
repeated Miss Arabcl. 

“ Old Susie will understand me 
better, and so will little Gus.” 

“Who is Gus?” 

“ Gus is your father—Augustus he 
was cln istened; but we always called 
him Gus. Well, it’s quite pleasant, I 
declare, to bo among old friends ; and 
I’m glad I’ve took a willa so close.” 

The sound of the word “willa,” oven 
with the initial “ w,” attracted Miss 
Arabel’s attention. Could it be pos¬ 
sible that this was the old gentleman 
with whom the haudsoiuc stranger 
was on a visit ? 

“ If you live so near, you can, of 
course, have an opportunity of seeing 
papa.” 

“ Seeing him? yes, and tolling him 
a bit of my mind. Til see every thing 
in the house—from old Susie Two-to- 
the-Pound, down to the last born 
kitten. You keeps cats of course, and 
all that? Susie must be pleased to 
see mo. Sich laughs, to be sure, we 
had about her and-a young man of 
the Excise. 11c was about seven feet 
high, and slie wa’n’t above four and 
a half, so ve nlwayvS called him her 
young man of the extra size. AVnsn’t 
it funny? But he died of a decline; 
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and 1 hear she’s as broad as she’s long. 
AVcll, wc must all die!” 

“ I must wish you good-day, sir, 
I’m going homo,” said Miss Avabel, 
rising to go idway, and assuming aa 
much dignity as she could. ‘ 

“ Well, good-day, and good-luck to 
you,” said the old man. “ Why, how 
tall you are! and the wick not half 
covered. Y'ou wouldn’t do credit to 
old Bill Wilkins’s manufacture, though 
I says it as shouldn’t. You ain’t much 
better than one of the single dips. 
I’ll call on your fatlier one of these 
fine days; for now that I’ve come to 
the neighbourhood, I’ve little better to 
do than pay off old scores—and into-* 
rest's been running on for two-aiid- 
forty years. Tell him ho had better 
set a price on Surbridge, and prepare 
to move, for I want to buy the estate 
for a friend of mine.” 

I beg, sir—I insist—I don’t know 
you, sir,” said the agitated and angry 
Arabcl. 

“ lie does though. He knows mo 
precious well; and, what's more, you 
may tell him my name if you like.” 

“ 1 will tell him, sir, that ho may 
send you to prison for your imperti¬ 
nence. He’s a magistrate.” 

“ I know all about him. He’s a 
boastful blockhead. Tell him I told 
you 80 . My name is Mr Thomas 
Iloe, 20, Kiches Court.” 


The Forced 


Ciurma HI. 


The account given by Miss Arabcl 
of her interview with the hateful pur¬ 
chaser of the coveted meadows, was 
80 confused, that to persons less inte¬ 
rested in the matter than Mr Gilling¬ 
ham Howard and Miss Susannah 
Wilkins, (or Gillingham by brevet,) it 
would have been altogether iiuiiitelli- 
giblc. But before these two terror - 
struck individuals rose a vision of 
their detected boasts and overthrown 
pretensions, that filled them witli dis¬ 
may. What! Mr Gillingham Howard 
exposed in all quarters as the descen¬ 
dant of a tallow-chandler, and the 
censorious Miss Susan as having been 
known from her childhood by the 
name of Two-to-the-Pouud? Could 
they silence the accuser by making 
him l^ir friend ?—or could they repel 
Ms relations by dint of unhesitating, 
unqualified lying?—or finally, would 


it be necessary to quit the neighbour¬ 
hood? Mr Gillingham Howard w as 
a tall portly man, with his hair slightly 
grizzled, and an air of quiet assurance 
reposing on his somewhat coarse fca- 
tni'OB, which his ]»artial aunt consider¬ 
ed the solemn dignity of virtue and 
high birth. To a less blinded obser¬ 
ver his iiafrow^ brow and heavy chin 
sliowed strong indications of the ani¬ 
mal preponderating over the intellec¬ 
tual in his organization, and his slow% 
eoJemn talk—always about himself— 
showed the Impoi tanco he attached 
to the slightest incident that had oc¬ 
curred to so distinguished an indivi¬ 
dual. Not that Mr Gillingham How¬ 
ard, as wo remarked before, limited 
his narratives merely to what had 
actually occurred—they diffused them¬ 
selves over every circumstance that 
had happen^ to any one else, an^ 
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might by any possibility have hap¬ 
pened to him. By this means he had 
an extraordinary fund of conversa¬ 
tional anecdote; for whatever story 
he heard, or adventure he read, he im¬ 
mediately appropriated to himself; and 
thought nothingofkillinghiseight hun¬ 
dred ducks at one shot with Munchau¬ 
sen, or finding out false concords in a 
Greek play with the Bishop of London. 
Hia aunt was so used to hear his mar¬ 
vellous tales, that we must in charity 
suppose slie believed some of them to 
be true; and in that persuasion she 
was called upon on all occasions to 
bear witness to the facts. She testi- 
fie I accordingly, with the most perfect 
readiness, to all his achievements in 
the rows at Oxford; his suggestions 
to the other magistrates, that were 
always approved ; his courage in every 
danger; his mastery in every game, 
and his skill in every science. She 
was a little, vulgar-looking woman, 
with small cunning eyes, and a very 
round face, glistening and shining 
with its absurd obesity; and in shajje 
and complexion bearing a close resem¬ 
blance to a sun-flower stuck into a 
Dutch cheese. The awe with which 
she regarded her nephew arose partly 
from his size, but piincipally from the 
aristocratic loftiness of liis birth— 
being the third in descent from the 
original founder of the family, while 
nothing stood between her and the 
tallow vat except tliti six years during 
which her father had enacted the 
country squire. What could be more 
appalling to these unhappy beings 
than the threatened visit, and long- 
delayed vengeance of the impla¬ 
cable Thomas RoeV In the mean time, 
Miss Arabel had only a confused no¬ 
tion of the meaning of all the threats 
ai d messages, tlie mere report of 
which wrought such ang/iish in the 
paternal breast. Her thonglits dwelt 
more constantly on the interview she 
had had with the mysterious stranger; 
and the speech be had made about 
the treasure he had heard of in Snr- 
bridge Hall, came every moment to her 
mind. It was so pretty a speech; 
and he looked so full of admiretion 
when he said it! Was there no way 
of geRing him introduced to papa? 
Not a word of the meeting could she 
mention to her sister; for Miss Ava- 
bel was one of those amiable beings 


not uncommon iu ball-reoms, who 
will not risk the peace of mind of a 
friend by making her acquainted with 
a rich or fascinating partner on any 
account. And if this holds good with 
a friend, much more in the case of 
Miss Arabel did It hold good with a 
sister. So she sat in lier own room 
and devised fifty expedients for legi¬ 
timating licr acquaintance with the 
interesting unknown. 

But while Surbridge Hall is fright¬ 
ened from its propriety, let us pass 
over for a moment to the hostile camp, 
and sec what is going on there. A 
beautiful young girl is sitting at a 
table, on which a number of maps 
and plans arc laid out; and, while 
her eyes are busily running over the 
various lines and measurements, her 
small white hand is resting, we are 
sorry to say, without making the 
smallest eftbrt for liberty, within that 
of the very same young gentleman 
whose appearance we have already 
commemorated. Beautiful blue eyes 
they arc, and fitter for other cmplo}’- 
ment tliaii to pore over architectural 
or horticultural designs; and so she 
seems to think, for she occasionally 
lifts them to those of her companion, 
and a sweet smile brightens over all 
her face. That is Fanny Smith, the 
granddaughter of Thomas Roe—the 
child of a Yorkshire parson, who had 
been Incky enough to win tlie heart 
of ]\Iary Roc—and wise enough not 
to despise her father, though he lived 
in Riches Court. 

“But grandpapa says it is of no 
use, Charles, to look at all these plans 
for houses. He’Jl never build on the 
new ground, for he says he is deter¬ 
mined to establish us at Surbridge 
Hall.” 

“ The old gentleman is too san¬ 
guine,” replied Charles. “He will 
never persuade the present proprietor 
to leave it.” 

“Oh, he will, though ! You don’t 
know what a determined man grand¬ 
papa is. He’ll >vcary them out—or 
shame them away.” 

“ Shame 1 ” enquired the other— 
“ How do you think shame can have 
any effect in people so. lost to truth, 
and so encased in ignorance and con¬ 
“ But grandpapa will expo* them 
—and, besides, he’ll pay them hand- 
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•somely to go. 1 don’t the least de¬ 
spair of getting quit of them,” 

“ Why, if people would only take 
the trouble to enquire into the actual 
* facts of any part of their behaviour, 
and not take their own account of it— 
the boastful falsehoods of the nephew, 
the malicious insinuations of the aunt, 
their disregard of truth in serious af- 
faii'B as well as in trifles, their selfish¬ 
ness, nanm-mindedness, and want 
of charity—they would hesitate be¬ 
fore they countenanced such charac¬ 
ters, in spite of the dinners they occa¬ 
sionally give, and the position they 
hold. But society winks on vices 
which it is the duty of society to 
pnnish, since the law takes no cog¬ 
nizance of them, though more hurtful 
and disgi-aceful than theft or swind¬ 
ling. And, 1 am afraid, even if your 
grandfather nnmasks the solemn pre¬ 
tender, he will still cany his licad as 
high as if lie had a right from any 
quality but his wealth to mix with 
honest men.” 

‘'Oh, never fear I” said P'anny, 
laughing ; “ those boastful people, are 
always easiest frightened, and a ver^ 
short time will see us in Surbridge 
Hall.” 

“Ah, Fanny, tliat would be too 
much happiness! I’ve heard of no¬ 
thing but Surbridge since I was a 
child; and if my father could but see 
me in it, living there, my own pro¬ 
perty, or youKs, Fanny, which is the 
same thing, he would almost die with 
joy; but no, no, it is impossible.” 

“ Impossible! deuce a bit of it! ” 
exclaimed the old gentleman himself, 
bustling into tlie room. “ I tell you 
that Surbridge is the house you will 
take I'aiiny home to. I’ve a gi*eat 
mind to say you sha’n’t many her at 
nil unless she gives you Surbridge as 
part of her fortune.” 

“ Oh, don’t say that, sir I ” 

“!No, don’t say that, grandpapa, 
for you know those horrid i)eople may 
be obstinate,” said Fanny. 

“ I should like to see them," said 
the old man knitting his brow. “No, 
no, they must go. The bully is soon 
bullied. Sec, he has sent me a flag 
of tnice already; a note asking if I 
will allow him to call on me at three 
o’clock to renew his old acquaint¬ 
ance.” ^ 


lOi) 

“ And will you let him V ” enquired 
Fanny. 

“ To be sure I will; and I’ll rcttim 
his visit too; but he’ll be here in a 
few minutes now. I think you had 
better take a walk, Charles, and leave 
Fanny and me to entertain them. 
You can go and take some more les¬ 
sons in sketching, eh? Don’t keep 
your teacher waiting.” 

Charles looked at his watch, and 
tlioii at Fanny, and finally hurried 
away as he was ordered. The young 
lady also left the room. 

The old man sat down, and sank in 
thought. He had his eye on the con¬ 
duct of his partner’s grandson lor 
forty years, though little did that 
ostentatious individual suspect that 
any person saw within his Pharisaical 
exterior, and knew him for tlie mass 
of selfishness, falsehood, and mean¬ 
ness, he actually was. Moreover the 
old gentleman knew that his victim 
was not so rich as he appeared, and 
had struggled in vain to better his 
fortunes by speculations of various 
kinds, and even (the last refuge of 
the sinking respectables) by thrusting 
himself into trusteeships. He felt an 
assurance, therefore,that his tkroatciied 
exposui es—united to an offer of the 
full value of the estate—wo^ild secure 
him the possession of Surbridge Hall; 
if it had not been for the enjoyment 
he anticipated in uncloaking the hy¬ 
pocrite, he might perhaps have con¬ 
tented himself witli the acquisition of 
the land. 

A knock was heard at the door, 
and Mr Gillingham Howard and his 
aunt walked into the room. Mr Gil¬ 
lingham Howard was very pale, and 
Ids eye evidently quailed as it met 
the glance of Mr Thomas Roe. The 
little fat Susannah was immensely 
^C(l in the f^cc, but whether from agi- * 
tation of mind, or tlie exertion of 
climbing the hall steps, it is impossi¬ 
ble to decide. 

“I’ve called, my dear old friend, 
to take you by the hand,” said Mr 
Gillingham Howard. “ I’ve long 
wished, I assure you, to renew our 
acquaintance.” 

“That’s a thumper!” replied the 
old man ; “you have wished nothing 
of the kind. Oh, Gus, haven’t you 
conquered the horrid habit of story- 


Foretd 
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lellinff that used to make you the 
laugbiUg-stock of all the young men 
in the shop. And you, my littltfTwo- 
to-tho-Pound, what a time it is since 
weVe met, never since tlie exciseman 
died, I do believe. Well, you’ve not 
grown thin oii’t. Do you study the 
ninth commandment as much ns you 
used to do?” 

‘‘The ninth commandment, sir,” 
said the lady tossing licr head. “ I 
don’t know what you mean.” 

“ Yes, ^'oii do, Sus.an; the ninth 
commandment is the one about false 
witness, you know. And sich a gal 
as you used to be for slashing a cha¬ 
racter, or trying to make your kindest 
■friends ridiculous, there wasn’t in all 
the city. You were always so tre- 
Tneudoii.sly witty, you lu^ver had a 
good word for any body; lor witty 
gals, as you used to be, thinks nothing 
funny that isn't what they ealls se¬ 
vere. Put you’re a old woman now, 
and 1 hope you’re improved.” 

Miss Susannah had never been 
called an old woman before. If she 
bad seen Mr Gillingham How'ard look¬ 
ing with his ustinl brazen assurance, 
slie would liave broke out in a torrent 
of invective against l»er mereile.ss tor¬ 
mentor—but the fight was cuitircly 
out of that illustrious character, and 
he stood ill treiubling silence before 
his opponent. 

‘'My dear sir,'’ he said at fast, 
■“ you arc too severe on my aunt—but 
you were alw^ays a -wag. I've heard 
my father say ho never kiu'^v any one 
so full of humour.” 

“Indeed?” 

“ And 1 myself remember how 
good-nature,(l you used to be when 
you visited my father in Harley 
Street.” 

, “Ay, indeed—let me see. Had 
your father risen to be ^ the to)) ob 
the profession by that time, witii a 
promise of the chancellorship in his 
pocket when his father died ? ” 

“ My d(iar sir, I don’t know what 
you mean—why—what ”— 

“Haven’t you been in llm habit of 
telling your friends so after dinner ? ” 
enquired Mr Roc; “ now, remember.” 

“ Well! I may perhaps have said 
that he hoped to bt^ cbauc*ellor.” 

No, no—yon have unifonnly 
stated as a fact that lie had the writ¬ 


ten promise of the office—and you* 
have constantly appealed to. your aunt 
for the truth of your statement.” 

“ La I Mr Roe—how should I 
know about law and chanoellorships ? 
It isn’t a lady’s business.” 

“ It is a lady’s business not to cor¬ 
roborate a falsehood.” 

“Really, my good sir,” said Mr 
Gillingham Howard, “ you are too 
hard on a little after-dinner talk.” 

“Not a bit, not a bit—that after- 
dinner talk, as you call it, for forty 
years, day after day retailing liilse- 
hood.s, and asseverating them so con¬ 
stantly, that you at last almost suc¬ 
ceed in deceiving yourself, docs away 
all the distinctions iu your mind be¬ 
tween ti’uth and falsehood—and when 
once the boundary is broke down, 
there is no fnrtlier pause. A man 
may go on, and boast about his cricket 
and shooting till lie would not stick 
at a false oath.” 

“Sir! 1 bear many things from 
an old friend of our lamily, but an 
imputation on my voracity is into¬ 
lerable, Do I ever deviate from the 
^ruth, Aunt Susan?” 

“You! Oh, no! if there’s any 
fjuality you excel in more than an¬ 
other, it is your truth, fjow people 
may tell lies, and of course do ; but 
you ! Mr Gillingham Howard !—you 
are a pcifect gentleman, from the crown 
of your liead to the sole of your foot.” 

“ Omitting all the intermediate 
parts,” replied Mr Roe. “ You know 
very well what 1 mean, sir; and, 
moreover, you know that what I say 
is true—but 1 will spare you at pre¬ 
sent. I wish to purchase Snrbridgo 
Hall. I will give you the full price. 
Will you sell it or not?” 

“ Why, sir, a place that has been 
long in one’s family”- 

“ I was nearly forty ycai’S old when 
it was bouglit—and hope to live a few 
years yet,” interposed Mr Roe. 

“ And I don’t see what pleasnro 
you could take iu acquiring a place to 
which you have no hereditary ties— 
my poor father—and my dear grand¬ 
father”——continued Mr Gillingham 
Howard. 

“ Should have stuck to the melting 
tub, both of them—but it isn’t for 
myself I want the property. I have 
a grandchild, sir; a gi’andson-—but 
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that has nothing to do with it. Will 
you let me have your answer soon ? 
I will call on you, to hear your de¬ 
cision, to-morrow.” 

* Always happy to see an old 
friend.” 


“ Provided he come with a new 
face,” interposed Mr Roe; “ but you 
don’t'hinch,like the sight of my rough 
old phiz. At any rate, there’s no de¬ 
ceit in it, and now we understand 
each otiicr.” 


Chapteu IV. 


It was on the day succeeding this 
visit of reconciliation, that Miss Ara- 
bcl and the stumpy Susannah pursued 
their way to the shrubbery Avnlk, in a 
vapid and mysterious manner, as if 
they hoped to escape observation. 

“ Papa is so unreasonable, aunt," 
said the young lady. “ Why sliould 
lie wish to leave 'Surbridge, just 
when”- 

You think you liave caiiglit a 
lover,” interposed the aunt; “ don’t 
be too sure. You’ve been deceived 
in that way before now.” 

“ Oh, if yon only .‘^aw Iiim! Ho 
met me yesterday, and said,.he wpuld 
sec me again to-day; and paid s\icli 
compliracnts, and looked so hand¬ 
some.” 

“ But who is lie ? Is he a gentle¬ 
man?” 

“ Of course he is,” replied Miss 
Ai'abel; “or do yon think he would 
venture to siicak to we?” 

“ Did he tell you his name ?” 

“No. All he has told me is—he 
is living with an old gentleman in one 
of the villas in the neighbourhood.” 

“ An old gentleman,” mused bljss 
Susannali, “ in a villa—it must'bC the 
same—it must be old Roe’s grandson. 
If it is, and he takes a fancy to this 
girl, it will be all well ypt, ' Mliat 
hasjjic ever called j^ou? Did he ever 
say you were an angel V ” 

“ No. lie thought me one, though; 
and said he had heard of what a- 
treasure Surbridge contained; and 
yesterday he repeated it, and said he 
would give the world to be able to 
call it his.” 

“ That’s something. You must get 
him to say something of the kind be¬ 
fore a witness.” 

“ But how? What witness can 
there be, wdicn I can never bring him 
to the house ? ” 

“Whynot? Ah, howl recollect, 
In the back parlour,” said Miss Su¬ 
sannah, her memory unconsciously 


wandering back to the love incidents 
of licr youth. 

The back parlour? ” enquired Miss 
Arabel. 

“ The back—I didn’t say back par¬ 
lour. 1 said l>lack parlour—the oaken 
dining-room in my father's house.” 

“ And M’hat of it, aunt? What made 
you think of the black parlour now V” 

“ Oh, it was a picture,” stammered 
Miss Susan, inventing an excuse for 
l»or mistake; “ abe.autifnl old portrait 
—a soi*t of—I don’t recollect W'hat it 
was.” 

“ Ah! tliat puts me in mind of what 
he speaks of often—the pictures in 
our house. I say, aunt,” she conti¬ 
nued, as if a thought had struck her. 

“ Well ? ” 

“ Suppose 1 were to invite him to 
conic into the Hall and» sec the por¬ 
traits ?” 

“ Well, so you might. Your father 
w'ould think he was as fond of drawing 
as you are; and if he be the person 
I think he is, your father will be de¬ 
lighted that you Jla^'o made a friend 
of him.” 

■ “ Indeed ? Oh, I’m so happy! I’ll 
ask him to the house this very day; 
and perhaps If he says any thing, 
aunt, about the treasure, you can be- 
in the w'ay to liear it.” 

“That f will, and I’ll bring your 
father, too. There’s nothing like a 
falhcr or brother in cases of the 
kind. If f had had a brother that 
w’onld fight, 1 might have been mar^ 
ried m3'self. Dear me, what an un¬ 
common handsome young man in the 
avenue! I know him to be a lord by 
his walk.” 

Miss Arabel stretched her neck, 
and nearly strained her eyeballs in 
the effort to follow the direction of 
Susannah’s eyes. 

“That’s he,” she^saW; “go now, 
and leave me to get him into'the 
house.” 

“ Ho can’t be an}* relation of 
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Thomas Roe: he’s too Imudciome for 
that,” thought Miss Susannah; “ but 
whoever he is, she’ll be a lucky girl 
to catch him. My Sam was a foot or 
two taller, but very like him in every 
otlicr respect—except the limp in the 
left leg.” 

As she turned back before entering 
the bouse, she saw the young people 
in full conversation in the slirubbery 
walk. 

“ Well, if he is old Thomas Roe’s 
grandson, and Arabel can hook him 
iuto a marriage, there will be no oc¬ 
casion to leave Suvbridge Hall. Docs 
the monster wish us to be tallow- 
chandlers again?” 

On hurrying to the drawing-room 
to communicate to her nephew the 
fact that Mr Roe’s heir was despe¬ 
rately ill love ^vith Arabel, she found 
Mr Gillingham Howard endeavour¬ 
ing to carry on a conversation with 
the very individual she most dreaded 
to see. Mr Roe had walked up, ac¬ 
companied by Fanny Smith, to return 
the visit of tlic day before. 

“ This is so kind,” said ^liss Su¬ 
sannah, “ and so friendly to bring your 
pretty grandciiild. Our girls will be 
delighted to hP her friends,” 

“ Fanny’s a good girl,” replied the 
old man; “ and you mustn't spoil her. 
Gns was just going to tell me if he 
had made up his mind, when you 
came in. You’ve thought of mv otfei*, 
Gus?” 

“ CertainIj'; any thing you say 
shall always Jiave my best considera¬ 
tion- As "far stA 1 am concerned, I 
could settle in Bucks, where 1 have a 
small estate, with satislaetioii; but 
my girls are eritluisiastically attached 
to' this place. Ai'abel would break 
her heart if we took her away from 
Surbridge.” 

“ I warrant her heart against all 
breakage and other damages, save 
and except the ordiuary wear and 
tear—as Puff says in letting a fur- 
nished house; and, if it only depends 
on the young lady, I think I’ll answer 
for her hieing mope anxious for the 
arrangement than I am. But here’s 
company coming, and 1 must have 
Tonr answer before I go.” 

Ml* Howard the 

stop at ^he door- He felt it - 
was impossible to present so rough- 
nmnnt'n d ;t man as Mr Roe to any of 


his friends without a certainty of ex¬ 
posure, and he was strongly tempted 
to agree to his demand at oiice, if he 
would immediately leave the house; 
but before he had time to arrange his 
thouglits, the door opened, and tlio 
Rayleighs of Borley Castle were an¬ 
nounced. 

Mr Gillingham Howard, by a great 
effort, received them with his usual 
courtesy. 

“ I have brought Mr Tinter with 
me,’’-said Mrs Rayleigh, and I hope 
you will let him see your family por¬ 
traits. Wc have told him so much of 
them, that he is anxious to see them 
himself. lie is writing a description 
of the jn-ivatc collections in the coun¬ 
ty.” 

Mr Tinter bowed; and Mr Gilling¬ 
ham Howard, with an imploring look 
to Mr Roe, who sat resting his cliin 
upon Ills walking-stick, professed liim- 
solf highly honoured byMrsRaylciglj’s 
request. 

“ 1 believe you have portraits of 
the Sidne^ family, sir,” said Mr Tiu- 
ter, ‘‘ as I bear from Mrs Rayleigh— 
you are nearly related to tliem; I 
should like very much to compare 
them with the pictures at Penshnrst.” 

“ Oh I Mr Howard says the Peus- 
Imrst pictures arc only copies of his,” 
said Mrs Rayleigh. 

“ Did 1, madam ? Did I say ail ?” 

“ If not all, you said most of thcai; 
and also, that you had some originals 
of those in your distant relation, the 
Duke of Norfolk’s gallery.” 

Gillingliam Howard felt that 
Mr Roc's appalling eye was fixed upon 
him, though he did not venture to look 
ill the "directiou of where he sat. 

“ JMr Tinter will tell you at once 
which arc the copies. Y^ou can do that, 
Mr Tinter?” 

I can guess at the ago of the pic¬ 
ture, and the name of the painter, if 
he is a master,” replied Mr Tinter, 

“ Oh! but Mr Howard has some 
pictures that Sir Thomas Lawrence 
said were tlie finest in Europe. Didn’t 
he say eo, Mr Howard?” 

“ Why, ma’am—I think—at least, 
so I understood him. Didn’t Sir 
'J’homas Lawrence praise some of my 
pictures, aunt?" 

“ I really don’t remember,” said 
Miss Susannah, looking more at Mr 
Roe than at !ior nephew. 
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“ ()]j, I thought you told us last 
time ^v^i dined here, that Sir Thomas 
stayed with you weeks at a time, and 
copied five or six of them himself.” 

' “ rV^ips J knons more of them 

family portraits," said Mr Hoc with a 
wilful exaggeration of accent and 
magnanimous contempt of grammar— 

than e’er a one on ye.” 

All eyes were immediately directed 
to the old man. Mrs Rayleigh, who 
was a tine lady, and had never seen 
so queer a specimen of a critic as Mr 
Roe, was a little alanned at his un¬ 
couth pronunciation. And Mr (Dil¬ 
lingham Howard made a feeble and 
unsuccessful eftbrt to deaden the effect 
of his remarks. 

“ My friend is a remarkably good 
judge of the line arts, but (juitc a cha¬ 
racter. All ajuazing humourist, and 
very much given to quizzing. You’ll 
hear what fun he’ll make of us all.” 

“ Wlio is lie?” enquired Mrs Ray¬ 
leigh, in the same confidential whisper, 

“ A person ndio has gro^yn very 
rich in some sort of trade, lie was a 
jirotege of a relation of mine.” 

“ And you bear with bis eccentri¬ 
cities in hopes of his succession V " 

“ Exactly.” 

“ 1 minds the getting of the whoh* 
lot on ’em. 1 can give you the birth, 
parentage, and edication, of every one 
on ’em.” ^ 

“ Of the pictuivs, >sirV” enquired 
Mr Tintcr, taking out his qote-book. 

“ I shall be delighted with any infor¬ 
mation.” 

“ Hut wliere is the gallery, Mr 
Howard?” enquired Mrs Rayleigh. 

“ AVhy, madam, many of the pic¬ 
tures—in fact, all the best of them are 
in London at the cleaner’s; but in the 
passage to the Conservatory there 
are some rcinaiiiiug, but the place is 
dark. I hope 3"0ii1l rather look at 
them some otiier time.” 

“ Now’s the best,” said Mr Hoe, 
.starting up. “ Let’s see the family 
pictors, Gus.” 

Mr Howard was forced by the en¬ 
treaties of all tlie party, and led the 
way to the pa.ssagc where his pictures 
w’ere hung, followed by Mrs Rayleigh 
and her two daughters, andMr'rmtcr, 
Mr Roe, and Fanny, and Aunt Su¬ 
sannah. 

“That seems a portrait of Queen 

von. r.vir. xo. crcT.T. 
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Anne’s time,” .said Mr Tinter, point¬ 
ing to a much bewigged old gentle¬ 
man in an antique frame, *■' Fray, 
what is its history ?” 

“Isn’t that your grandfather’s uncle, 
the general who won the battle of 
Rainillics against Marlborougli’s or¬ 
ders?” cnqiiii'ed Mrs Rayleigh. “ Do 
tell Mr Tinter all about it.” 

“ I reminds all about it," said IVIr 
Roc, before the agonized Mr HoAvartl 
could make any reply, “ One of our 
agents failed, and we seized on his 
furniture, and old Bill Wilkins took 
this’n ’cause of the oak frame. He 
was a grocer in the Boro’, and his 
name was—was—but I forgets bis 
name.” 

“ Who took the furniture?” asked 
]\rr Tinter, “ and who was a grocer in 
the Boro’?” 

“ The man as had that ])icter, and 
a sight more besides. There’s one on 
’em; the young ’oniaii a holding an 
orange in her hand, and a parrot on 
her shoulder.” 

“ I thought that was the Saccha- 
rissa, Mr Howard, that had been in 
your family ever since the time of 
Waller.” 

“ J told you ho was a* wag,” said 
Mr Howard, in the last desperate 
stniggle to avoid detection. 

“But who is he? He is a very 
impudent old man to be so free.” 

“ He is rich; the succession, You 
know,” replied the gentleman with a 
forced laugh ; but before he coiihl 
mumble any thing more, the party, 
tunied round one of the corners of the 
passage, and Iicai’d voices in earnest 
talk. 

“ IIow can 1 refuse, when von tell 
me your happiness depends on it?’' 
came distinctly to the cars of all, in 
the sharp clear tones of Miss Arabel. 

“ You are V>t> good,” rt'pliod a voici*, 
which Fanny Sinitli immediately re¬ 
cognized as that of Charles. “ Yon 
will make my whole family proud and 
happy when they hear you h^e con¬ 
sented.” 

“ But w'oii’t 3 "ou think I yield loo 
soon; and without having asked * 
I)apa’8 consent ? ” 

“ Ah—^yes—I don’t know how he 
will ])car the loss of siich-^ treasure. 
But he will reeoncile Fimself to tlu^ 
M'ant of it when he knows how happy 

jr 
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it makes another in the possession. 


Say, when may I call it mine ? 

“Oh, now^this moment —any 
time ”—said Arabel, wlio had hoard n 
noise in the passage, aiul concluded 
it was aunt Susannah enacting the 
part of a witness. 

“ Again I thank you! "—exclaimed 
Charles. “I Avill take it in my arms 
tliis instant, and carry it down the 
shrubbery M^ulk to Mr Roe’s.” 

“As you i>lease—and wherever 
you like,” said Arabel, throwing licr- 
self upon his siiouldcr. “ Vm your’s.” 

“Why, what in the name of Avon- 
der is all this here ? ” cried ^Ir Hoc, 
hunying on, and poimcing on the 
pair. “ Are you making Ioa'o to this 
here gal in the very ju’esence of 
Pauny Smith V ” 

“I, sir V ”—said Charles, astonish¬ 
ed at Ills situation, and still support¬ 
ing Miss Arabel, who protended to be 
ill a faint. “ I asked this young lady 
to show me the picture of my lather’s 
mother ; and, to my great delight, she 
said she would give it me j and, Avheu 
I expressed my gratitude, she filing 
herself upon my shoulder, and said 
she Avould gji c me herself.” 

“ And was it not me you meant by 
the treasure you talked of?” said 
Miss Arabel, starting up. 

“]N‘o, madam. ’Twas my grand¬ 
mother’s portrait, by Sir Joshua Rey¬ 
nolds.” 


[Jan, 

“Now, that’s all right,” said Mr 
Roe. “ This young gentleman is the 
one I talked of, Gus—that I wants to 
buy tliia liousc for. I don’t think 
3'Oiir daughter Mill care to give it up 
to poor {'iiaiics that slie took such a 
fancy to ”- 

“They seem attached, sir,” rejdied 
Mr Howard. “And if they like to 
marry”- 

“ Bah!—he’s to be manied next 
Aveek to my little grandchild, Fanny 
Smith, and Ave’li include the pictures 
in the jmrchase-niouey, for one of 
them is a portrait that Awas lei't by 
mistake Ai'heii Bill Wilkins bought 
tlui hall, and he Avould ncv(n* gh'c it 
)>ack to tile real oAvnors. But, uoav 
that Charles Walvoud is to be mv 
grandson, I’ll tak(‘. good care he re¬ 
covers his grandmollicr’s likeness. 
Come—shall I go on and give these 
liulios the tacts of some of your other 
stories, or Mill you cU)se Avith my 
terms at once V” 

3klr Gillingham IIoM'ard did not 
take long to deckle, and a very short 
time saAv Surbridge Hall once more 
in the ancient line ; and old JMr Roc, 
ill relating tlie means he used to expel 
the vaiiiglorious descendant of his 
partner, geneialiy concluded Avith fh(* 
moral, if not the M’ords of Shaksiieare 
—“ Men’s pleasant vices make M'hips 
to scoui’ge them.” « 


VAi^ITIES XIS VKRSK. 
Bt B. Simuonb. 

# Lkttssb or Tun Dbad. 
To Livu. 


How few the moons since last, immersed 
In thoughts of fev’rish, worldly care, 
*My casket’s heap’d contents reversed, 

I sought some scroll I wanted there; 
How died at once abstraction’s air— 
How fix’d my frame, as by a spell, 
When on tiiy lines, so slight, so lair, 

My luirryhig glance uj'restcd fell! 
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My soul tliat instant saw tlioe far 
Sit. ia lliy crouii ofbrhial llo\\ci's, 

And with Anothor >va.tdi tlio star 
Wc watch’d in vanish’d ves])cr hours. 
And as I pared tlie, lonely room, 

I A\'onder’d how that Iioly ray 
Could with its Ii;,dit a world illume 
So lin’d with falsehood and decay. 

III. 

Once more—above those slender lines 
1 bend me with suspended breath— 

The hand that traced them now' reclines 
Clasp’d ill ill’ uuclosin^,^ luiiid of Death. 
'I’lie W'orm hath made that brow its own 
AVlierc Love his Avrcatli so lately set; 
And in this heart survne alone 
For^iv encss—pity—and regret. 

IV. 

’’I’was hiiid the theatre’s gay throng— 

]-.ife’s lovcliiist colours round me spread— 
That mid the pauses of a song, 

I caught the careless /S/te is dead!’’' 

U’he gaudy ci’owd—thy sudden grave— 

I shrank in that contrasting shock, 

Like midiiight Listener by the wave, 

'When splits some bai*k upon the rock. 

V. 

This Laiua* Df.atii —within its pale 
Sail mr each angry feeling fades— 

All evening haze, w'hose tender veil 
The landscape’s harsher features shades. 
Ah, Scornful One—thy bier’s white hue 
Stole every earth-stain from thy cheek, 
And left thee all to Memouy’s view 
That Hope once dared in thee to seek. 

lb3G. 


^ l^AUTING pRECErXS. 

I. 

How gi-aceful w'as that Grecian creed 
Which taught that tongues, of old, 
Dwelt in the mountain and the mead, 
And where the torrent roll’d ; 

And that in times of sacred fear, 

With sweet mysterious moans, 

They spoke aloud, w'hile some pale Seor 
Interpreted tlicir tones.* 

II. 

And, Lady, why should W'e not deem 
That in each echoing hill, 

And sounding wood, and dancing stream, 
A language lingers still ? 


* Although the allusion refers, in the verses, to Delphi, it w'as, I think, at Do- 
Uona, in the earliest period of oracular influence^ that this belief prevailed. 
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No lovelier scenes round Delphi spread 
TJjan round tliee stretch divine; 

Nor Grecian maid bent brighter bead 
By haunted stream than thine. 

III. 

Then fancy thus that to thine car, 

While dies the autumn day, 

The Voices of the Woodlands bear 
This tributary lay. 

Soft winds that steal from where the moon 
Brightens the mountain spring, 

Shall blend with Mulla’s* distant tune, 

And these the words they sing;— 

1 . 

“ Thou’st shared our thousand iMirmoniea; 

At morn thy sleep we stirr’d 
With sounds from many a balmy breeze, 

And many a jocund bird; 

Aud far from Us, when pleasure’s lure 
Around thy steps shall l)e, 

Ah, keep thy soul as freshly pure 
As We came pure to thee! 

2 . 

“ At noon, beneath September’s heat, 

Was it not sweet to feel, 

Through shadowy gi'asses at thy feet, 

Our silver waters steal V 
Sparklingly clear, as now the truth 
• Seems in thy glance to glow; 

So may, through worldly crowds, thy youth 
A stainless current flow. 

3. 

“ cre, our lulls for thee detain’d 
Tlie sun’s departure bidght. 

He sank—^liow long our woods were stain’d 
For thee with rosy light! 

The worth, the warmth, the peace serene, 
Thou’st known our vales among, 

Say, shall they be reflected seen * 

Upon thy heart as long? 

4. 

“ Mom, noon, and eve—bird, beam, and breeze, 
♦ Here blent to bless thy day; 

May portioji of their memories 
Be ever round thy way I 
Sweet waters for the weary Bark, 

Through parching seas that sails; 

Friends may grow false and fortune dark, 

But Natitre never fails.” 


* " And Mullah znine, whose waves whilome 1 taught to weep.”- 


[Jau 
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COLERIDOB AND 

WiiAT is the deadest of tliinfijs 
earthly? It is, says the Morld, 
ever fonvard and rash—“ a door¬ 
nail 1” But the world is wronp:. There 
is a thing deader than a door-nail, 
viz., Gilimaii’s Coleridge, Vol. 1, 
Dead, more dead, most dead, is Gill- 
man’s Coleridge, Vol. I.; and this 
upon more arguments than one. The 
book lias clearly not completed its 
elementary act of respiration; the 
systole of Vol..I. is absolutely useless 
and lost without the diastole of that 
Vol. II., which is never to exist. 
That is one argument, and perhaps 
this second argument is stronger. 
Gillman’s Coleridge, Vol. I., deals 
rashl}^ unjustly, and almost mali¬ 
ciously, with some of our own parti¬ 
cular friends; and yet, until late in 
this Summer, Anno Domini 1844, we 
—that is, neither ourselves nor our 
friends—ever heard of its existence. 
Now a sloth, even without the beiietit 
<tf Mr Waterton’s evidence to Ids 
character, will travel faster than that. 
But malice, whi(4i travels faat(*st of 
all things, must be dead and cold at 
starting, when it can thus have ling- 
(M’cd ill tlic rear lor six years ; and 
therefore, though the world was so 
far right, that peojde do say, “ Dead 
as a door-nail,” yet, hencefonvards, 
the weakest of these jieoplc Avill sec 
the pro])riety of saying—“ Dead as 
Gillman’s Coleridge.” 

The reader of cx])evieiiee, on sliding 
over the surface of this opening para- 
grapli, begins to think there’s ndschief 
singing in the upper air. No, reader— 
not at all. We never were <x)oler in 
our days. And this wc protest, that, 
were it not for the excellence of the 
subject, Coleridge and Opium- Eating^ 
MrGillmanwould liave been dismissed 
by us unnoticed. Indeed, we not only 
forgive Mr Gillmaii, but we have a 
kindness for him; and on this account, 
that he was good, he was generous, 
he was most forbearing, through twenty 
years, to jioor Coleridge, when thrown 
upon his hospitality. An excellent 
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thing that., Mr Gillman, and one suffi¬ 
cient to blot out a world of libels on 
ourselves! But still, noticing the 
theme suggested by this unhappy Vol. 
]., we arc forced at times to notice its 
author. Nor is this to be regretted. 
We remember a lino of Horace never 
yet properly translated, viz:— 

Nec scutica dignum horribili sect^re 
flagello.” 

The true translation of which, as 
wc assure the unlearned reader, is— 
“ Nor must j’^ou pursue with the hor¬ 
rid knout of Christopher that man who 
merits only a switching.” Very true. 
We protest against all attempts to in¬ 
voke the exterminating knout; for 
that sends a man to the hospital for 
two montlis; but you see that tlic 
same judicious poet, who dissuades an 
apjieid to the knout, indirectly recom¬ 
mends the switch, which, indeed, is 
rather pleasant than otherwise, ami¬ 
ably playful in some of its little ca- 
Ijrices, and in its worst, suggesting 
only a pennyworth of diachylon. 

We begin by professing, with hearty 
sincerity, our fervent admhation of 
the extraordinary man who furnishes 
the theme for Mr Gillman’s coup- 
iVcssai in biography. He was, in a 
literary sense, our brother—for he 
also was amongst the contributors to 
Blackwood —and will, we presume, 
take bis station in that Blackwood 
gallery of portraits, which, in a cen¬ 
tury hence, will possess more in¬ 
terest for intellectual Europe than 
any merely martial series of por¬ 
traits, or any gallciy of statesmen 
assembled in congi-css, except as 
regards one or two leaders f for de¬ 
funct majo»-generals, and secondary 
diplomatists, when their date is past, 
awake no more emotion than last 
3 ^ear’s advertisements, or obsolete 
directories; whereas those who, in a 
stormy age, have swept the harps of 
passion, of genial wit, or of the wi'est- 
ling and gladiatorial reason, become 
more interesting to men when they 
can no longer be ^en as bodily agents, 
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than even in tbo middlo chorns of that 
intellectual music ovru* -vvliicli, living, 
they presided. 

Of this great camp Coleridge was 
a leader, and fought amongst the 
primipiiij yet, comparatively, lie is 
still unknown. Heavy, indeed, are 
the arrears still due to philosophic 
curiosity on the real merits, and oii 
the separate merits, of Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge. Coleridge as a poet— 
Coleridge as a philosopher! How ex¬ 
tensive arc those questions, if those 
Avere all! and upon neither question 
have wo .yet any investigation—such 
as, by compass of vigavs, by rescavch, 
or even by earnestness of sympathy 
with the subject, can, oi‘ ought to 
satisfy, a philosophic demand. Blind 
is that man who can persuade himself 
that the interest in Coleridge, taken 
as a total object, is becoming an 
obsolete interest. We are of opinion 
that even Milton, iioav AdCAved from a 
distance of two cemturies, is still in- 
adequf>tcly judged or a})]>reciatcd iu 
his cliaracter of poet, of patriot and 
partisan, or, finally, in his chavact(*r 
of accomplished scholar. But, if so, 
how much less can it be ])reteiuied 
that satisfaction has been reiiden'd to 
the claims of Coleridge? for, upon 
Milton, libraries have been Avrittcu. 
There lias been time for the malice of 
men, for the jealousy of men, for tin; 
enthusiasm, the scepticism, the ado¬ 
ring admuath)!! of men, to expand 
tluiinsclves! There has been room for 
a Bentley, for an Addison, for a John¬ 
son, for a wicked Laudi‘r, for an aven¬ 
ging Douglas, for an idolizing Cha¬ 
teaubriand; and yet, after all, litth*. 
enough has been done toAvards any 
comprehensive estimate of the mighty 
being concerned. Piles of materials 
have been gathered to the ground; 
but, for the monument AA^ich slumhl 
Iiave risen from these matci’ials, 
neither the first stone has been laid, 
nor has a qualified architect yet pre¬ 
sented his credentials. On the other 
hand, upon Coleridge I'tllc, compara- 
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tively, has yet been Avvitten, wiiilst 
the separate chariicters on Avhieh tlio 
judgment is aAvnited, are metro by one 
than those AAhich Milton sustained. 
Coleridge, also, is a poet; Coleridge, 
also, was niixcd xq) AA'ith the fervent 
])olitics of his age—an age hoAv ine- 
inoral)l.y reflecting the revolnlionary 
agitations of Milton’s age 
ridge, also, Avas an extcnsiAT and 
brilliant scholar. AVliatev or might be 
the sejiarale proportions of the two 
men iu each partieuiar departnunit of 
the thr(‘e here iiolie(‘d, think as tin* 
reader will upon that, ])oint, sure aa'c 
are that either subjeel is ample eiioiigb 
to imik(‘ a. strain upon tin*, amplest 
faculties. How alarming, therefore, 
for any /tonrsf entie, who should un¬ 
dertake this later subject of Coleridge, 
to recollect that, after pursuing him 
through a zodiac (*f spleiuloiivs eorrcv 
spoiuiing lo tliose of jMilttm jii kind, 
lioAACA'er (iilienMit in degree—after 
AAcighing him as a ])oet, as a fliilo- 
sopiiie. politieJan, as a .scholar, he Avill 
luiA'c to Avheel aft(T liiin into aiuilher 
orbit, into the imfathoiuable 
of transcendental nudaphysies. W(ugh 
him the entie. must iu the goldxni 
balauee of phih)So]»hy the. most al)- 
struse—a balance Avhieh even i1s('lf 
reipiires Aveighing jircA ionsl^", or In* 
Avill ha\(^ done nothing tliat can be 
received 1V)v an estimate' of the eom- 
l)osite, Coleridge. 'Idjis astoiii.shing 
man, be it again i-emembered, be- 
shies being an e\(|iiisitc poet, a pro¬ 
found i^olitical sjx'cidator, a pliilo- 
soi»liie student of literature throngli 
all its ebaiubers and vceess(‘S, was also 
a cirexunnavigalor on tbo, inyst path¬ 
less Avaters of scholastic,ism ami mcia- 
]>hysies. lie had .'itnmdoti, Avithout 
guiding charts, llie secret deep.s of 
Proclns and IMotimis; he Iiad laid 
doAvii buoys on the tAvilight, or moon¬ 
light, ocean of Jacob Boehmeu lie 
had cruised over the broad Atlantic of 
Kant and Schelling, of Fichte and 
Okeu. Where is tlie man Avho ishali 
be equal to tln\se things ? 


* “Jacob Boehmen.” AV'e ourhohos bad the Imnour of presenting to Mr Cole¬ 
ridge Law*8 English version oi' Jacob —a sot of huge tpiarlos. "Sornc months 
afterwards wo saw lln.s work King open, and one A olume at least overfloAvin<»*, in 
parts, with thp commentaries and the coroHnytes of f'oleridge. Whither has^thi.s 
work, and so many others sAvathed about Avith Coleridge s A18. notes, Aanished froju 
the AA'orld ? 
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Wc afc least make no such adven- 
turoUpS effort; or, il' over avc wliould 
presume to do .so, not at prescMit, 
Here we desijpi only to make a coast¬ 
ing voyage, of smwoy round tlio head¬ 
lands and most conspicu(»u.s s<*.a-inarkH 
of our subject, a.s they ai'ti brought 
forward l)y Mr Gillniau, or colla¬ 
terally .suggested by onr oavu rellec- 
tioiis; and esi>eciaUywc wish to say a 
word or two oii Coleridge as an (tpiuin- 
<'iiter. 

Naturally the first point to yhidi 
we direct our attentioii, is tlu; liistory 
and pcr.somd relations of Coleridge. 
Living witli Mr (lillman for iihudeen 
.years as a domesticated friend, C(tle>- 
ridge ouglit to have been known iuti- 
imitely. And it is reasonabh* (o e':- 

I 

l)cct, from so much iutcrcour.se, s<un(i 
additions to our slender knowledge of 
Coleridge's adventiin's, (if we may 
us(‘ so Coarse a word,) and of tin* secret, 
spring.s at work iu Ihost; (‘arly striig- 
g]e.s,(jf Chileridgc at Caiubiidge, Lon¬ 
don, Bristol, wliicli have been rudcl 3 " 
told to the Avoi'ld, and ivjx-atedly told, 
as showy romauei's, but never ration¬ 
ally explaiucii. 

The :inecdot<‘s, howeA^'i*, A\hich Mr 
Gillnian has added to the personal his- 
toiyofColcridge, are, as little advanta- 
goouM to the etlect of Ids own bo<»k a.s 
they are tot he hit<Test of Uie memorable 
character which he seeks to illustrate. 
Alwa 3 'sthey are told without grm*e, and 
generally aresiis])ieioiisiu their details. 
Mr Gillman A\e believe to be too 
uju'iglit a man for countenancing any 
untruth. Ih* has been <leceived. h'or 
example, will any man l)eli(*vo tins? 
A certain “exceljeute<iuestnan’' fail¬ 
ing iu with C'ohn'ldgc on horseback, 
thus accosted him—“ Pray, sir, did 
3 ’' 0 U meet a tailor aUoig the voadV” 
tailor!'" auSAvered Coleridge; “/ 
did nteef a prrson aftstveririf/ such a 
description^ who told 7 hc he had drop¬ 
ped his gffose; that if] rode, a Utile fur¬ 
ther I should find if; ioid J guess he 
vntst have nieant you" In Joe ^Miller 
this story Avould read, pei-haps, suffev- 
ably. Joe has a ]>ri\)lege*, and avo 
do not look too narroAvly into the 
nJontliofaJoe-,MilIerisni. ButMrCill- 
niau,Avnting the life of a jjhilo.sopher, 
and no jest-book, i.s undc]' a different 
law of decorum. That retort, Iioaa cati*, 
AvhJch silences the jesb'r, it may seem, 
must bo a good one. And Ave are de¬ 
sired to belioA'c tluvt, in thia case, the 


baffled assailant rode off' in a spirit of 
benign candour, saying aloud to him¬ 
self, *liko the. excellent philosopher 
that ho evidently Avas, “ Caught a 
Tartar!" 

But another story of a sporting ba¬ 
ronet, who AA^as ])esidcs a Member of 
Parliament, is much worse, and alto¬ 
gether degrading to Coleridge. This 
gentleman, lyAvuy of shoAving off'bc- 
fbiA! a i>iirt 3 ^ of ladies, is reju’csented 
a.s insulting Coleridge by putting 
questions to him on the qiialitic.s oi 
Iiis horse, so as to draAv the animal’s 
mist*ral)Ie deh'cts into public iroticc, 
and tlion closing his display by dc- 
inaiuliiig what lie would take for th(u 
Imrse “ including the ruler.” The 
sujjposcd rejdy of (h)lcridge might 
seem good to tho.se avIio understand 
uolliiug of true dignity ; for, as an 
i))tpr(}m]du, it Avas .smart and eA'on 
caustic,. The baronet, it seems, was 
reputed to have been lK)UghL by the 
minister; and Ihe, reader aaIU at once 
divine lliat the r(*tort took advantage 
of that current belief, so as to throAv 
back the sarcasm, l)y ]>ro(;laiming 
tlia.t neither liorse. nor rider had a 
price placarded in the market at 
Avliieli an3' man could -become their 
purchaser. But this av».s not the tein- 
])er in w'hich Coleridge (iither did re- 
l)l 3 % or could luiA'C, rei>lied. C.'olcridgo 
shoAA^ed, iu the spirit of his manner, a 
]»rofouud scnsibilil 3 ^ to the nature of a 
gentleman ; and he fcU too justl}" 
AA'hat it became a self-re.spocting per¬ 
son to say, over to have aped the 
sort of flashy fencing wdiich might 
seem fine fo a theatrical blood. ' 
Another stoiy Is self-refuted: “ a- 
hired partisan” liad come to one of 
Coleridge’s political lectures Avith the 
express i)uri)osc of bringing the lec¬ 
turer into trouble ; and most prepos- 
teronsl}'^ In? laid himself open to his 
OAvn snaao ly refu.sing to pay for ad¬ 
mission. S]>ies must b(i poor artists 
Avlio itrocced thus, lljuni AA'hich Cole¬ 
ridges remarked—“That, before the 
gentleman kicked up a dust, surely be 
Avould down with the ilust.” So far 
the stoiy Avill not do. But what fol- 
loAvs is ])ossible enough. Tbe same 
“ liired” gentleman, by way of gtAung 
miit 3 ' to the tale, is described as hav¬ 
ing iiisscd. U])on this a cry arose of 
“ turn him out!” Biit Coleridge in¬ 
terfered to protect him; he insisted 
on the man’s right to hiss if he thought 
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fit; it Wits legal to IiIks ; it wan natu¬ 
ral to liiss; “forwliat is to by e\- 
]>ectcd, gentlemen, wlu'ii the cool 
waters of rcasoji come in contact with 
red-hot aristocracy, but a hiss?” Euffe! 

Amongst all tiui anecdotes, liow- 
('ver, of tliis splendid man, often tri¬ 
vial, often incohercnl, often iiiiautlieii- 
licated, there is one ■winch strikes ns 
as both true and interesting; and wc 
arc graloful to Mr Gillinan fur pre¬ 
serving il. IVe tind it iiitroduei'd, and 
ivirlially niiflieiiti<‘ated, by the follow¬ 
ing sentence from Coleridge liiuis(‘lf: 
—“ From (‘ight to fourteen I was a 
j'layle.ss day-drenmer, a Mluo hbro~ 
i iny appetit(‘ for which nas in¬ 
dulged by a singular incident. A 
.•tranger, wlio was struck by my con¬ 
versation, made me free of a circulat¬ 
ing library in King's Stn‘el, Cheap- 
side/’ The more, eireumstantial exjda- 
mition of Mr (Kllman is this; “The 
incident indeed was singular. Going 
down the Strand, in one of his day¬ 
dreams, fancying Ithnself swimming 
across the Ilcllespont, thnisting his 
hands before him as in the act of 
s'wimmnig, bis linnd came in e(»iitaet 
with a gentleman’s ])ockel. The geii- 
tleman S(‘izccl his liaud, turning round, 
and looking af him with some augin* 
—^ What! so young, and yet so wick¬ 
ed?’ ar the same time accused him of 
an attempt to ])l(‘k his pocket. Tiie 
tVightened boy sobbial out bis dcMiial 
of the intention, and oxfdaiiied lo him 
hoAV he thought himself L(‘aiuler 
>wimining across the Hellespont. The 
gentleman was so struck and delight¬ 
ed with the novelty of the thing, and 

ith the simplicity and intelligence of 
the boy, that ho subscribed, as before 
s*^at'd, to the library; iii coiisequeiiee 
of A\hieh Coleridge was further <m- 
jibled to indulge ins love of reading.” 

AVe fear that this slovenly narrative 
is tlu^ very perfection of l^d story¬ 
telling. But the stoiy itself is strik¬ 
ing, and, by the very oddness of the 
jucideiits, not likely to have been in¬ 
vented. The effect, from the position 
of the two parties—on the one side, a 
simple child fi-om Devonshire, dream¬ 
ing in the Strand that he was su im- 
ming over from S('stos tt,‘ Abydos, 
and, on the other the experienced 


man, dreauiulifl*, only of tliis world, 
its knaves and its thieves, but still 
kind and geiicrous—is beautiful and 
picturesque. Oh! si sic omnia! 

But the most interi'Sling to us of 
the, personalities connected with Cole¬ 
ridge arc liis feuds and his ]>ersonal 
dislikes. Ijicomprehonsible to us is 
the war of extermination which Cole¬ 
ridge inad(* upon the j>olitical econo¬ 
mists. Did Sir James Steuart, in 
siteakiiig of vine-dressers, (not as 
vine-dressers, but generally as culti¬ 
vators,) tell his readers, tliat, if such 
a man simply replaced his own con¬ 
sumption, having no surplus whatever 
or increment for the juiblic capital, 
he could not be considered a useful 
citizen? JS^ot the beast in th(‘ Keve- 


hilion is lield up by Coleridge as 
more hab'ful to the S]nrit of truth than 
the Jacobite baronet. And vet we know 
of an author—viz. one S. T. Coleridge 
—who ]‘C]>eated that same doctrine 
without lindiiig any il in it. Look at 
the first ]»:irt of the Widicnsteiny where 
(h>unt Isolani having said, “ Potth ! 

arc all his subjects,'’ /. c. soldiers, 
(though nn]>ivKln<‘tive labourers,) not 
le,ss than pnjdnetive juaisants, th(', 
einiKM-oi's env<»y repliesVet m ith a 
dilferenee, general;” and the differ- 


enee.im])liesSir»Iames's scale, his vine¬ 
dresser being the equatorial ease be¬ 
tween tin* iwo exti-emes of the euvo>. 
—Alalthiis again, in his poinilatlmi- 
book.eonlemlsfor a matlmmatic diller- 
enee between animal and vegetahh- 
lif(’, in rosj)eet to the law of inerease, 
as though the first increaMid by geo¬ 
metrical ratios, the last by aritiimcti- 
cal I No pr(q)o.sition more, worthy of 
laughter; siiiee both, when permitted 
to expand, inerease by geometrical 
ratios, and the latter by much liigher 
ratios. Whereas, Malthus ]>ersuaded 
himself of his crotchet simply by re¬ 
fusing the requisite conditi(m in the 
vegetable ease, ami gi*anting it in tlie 
other. If you take a finv grains of 
wh(*al, and are required to plant all 
successive gc'uerations of their pro¬ 
duce in the same flower-pot for ever, 
of course you neutralise its expansion 
by your own act of arbitrary limita¬ 
tion.* But so you would do, if you 
tried the cas(‘ of animal inereas(5 bv 


* Malthus would have rejoined by saying—that the fioMer-pot limitation wns 
the actual limitation of nature in our present cireumstanees. In America i< 
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btill oxtci’iuiiiatiii*;; ail but one repla¬ 
cing couple of luircutH.' This is not 
to try, blit merely a prcit'Micc^ of try- 
in},% one order of poi\(*rs against an¬ 
other. Tliat Avas lolly, lint Colc- 
ridfje combated this idi'.a in a niaiiner 
so obscure, that nobody understood 
it. And leaving these speculative 
conundrunis, in coniing to the great 
in’actical interests afloat in tin; Poor 
Laws, (‘^oha’idge di<l so little real 
Avork, that he left, as a rea hitrgra^ 
to Dr Alisou, the. capital argument 
liiat legal and adequate ju'ovision for 
the i»oor, whcllier impotent ])our or 
])Oor accidcnlally out (d work, does 
not extend paiqterism—^no, but is the 
one great resoiiive for putting it down. 
Dr Alison's o\(‘VAvhelming and experi¬ 
mental manifi'stations of tliat truth 
have |)roslrated Malthas and his ge¬ 
neration for ever. 'I’his conuis of not 
attending to the Latin maxim—“ Hoe 
age”—mind tla- object before yon. 
Dr Alisou, a aaIsc man, hoc cgit 
Coleridge “ aliiid egit.*’ And we sec 
Ihe result. In a ease Avhich snileil 
him, by.interesting hi^ ])eeuliar feel¬ 
ing, Coleridgi' could command 

Attention full ten times as much as 
then* needs.” 

But search documents, valiu^ (;\i- 
deiieo, orthresli out bushels of statisti¬ 
cal tables, Coleridge e.oidd not, any 
more than la* could ride Avitli Elliot’s 
dragoons. 

Another instance of Coleridge's in¬ 
aptitude for such studi<*s as political 
economy is found in Ids fancy, by no 
means rich and rare,"’ but meagre 
and trite, that ta,X(‘s can never injun' 
public prosperity by mere, excess of 
(piantity; if they injure, Ave arc ti> 
eouelndc that it must be by their (pia- 
lily and mode of operation, or by their 


false appropriation, (as, fin' instance, if 
they ai'c sent out of the country and 
spent abroad.) Because, says Cole¬ 
ridge, if the taxes are exlialed from 
the country as Aa])ours, back they 
come, in th*cnching sIioaa ers. TAventy 
pounds ascend in a Scotch mist to the 
Chaiicidlor of the Excheipior from 
Leeds; but does it (‘vaporateV Not 
at all: ]>y return of post dOAvn comes 
an ordei' for tAvent}’' pounds’ Avortli of 
Leeds cloth, on account of (ioverii- 
meut, seeing that tlic ]toor men of the 

- th regiment Avant ncAv gaiters. 

True; but of this ndurn tAventy 
]>oimds, not more than four will be 
]u*otit, /. c., surplus aecruing to the 
public capital; whereas, of the. original 
twenty ]u)imds, evi vy shilling Avas 
.sur])lus. The same unsound fancy 
lias been niany tiuu'.s brought ibnvard; 
often in England, (dt(‘ii in France. 
But it is curious, that its (irst appear¬ 
ance up(ui any stage Avas precisely 
two ceiituries ag<^, aaIkui as yet ])oli- 
tieal economy slept Avith the ])i'e-Ada- 
mites, \VA. in the L<mg rarliamenl. 
Ill a quarto volume of the debates 
during J()41-r), printed as an indepen¬ 
dent AAork, Avill be found tln^ saiiui 
identical doctrine, .supported very so- 
noroiislv b\» the sanu' little Ioac of 

ft • 

an illustration from the see-saAv of 
mist and rain, 

rolitieal eroiiomy Avas not Cole¬ 
ridge’s forte. In imlities he Avas ha])- 
)>i('r. Ill mere ])t*rsonal ]»oIilies, lu; 
(like every man AA'lien r<‘vieAved from 
a station distant bv fortA' A'cars) Avill 

ft ft ft y 

oflini a})]>ear to have erred; nay, he 
AAillbe detected and nailed in en'or. 
But this is the necessity of us all. 
Keen arc the refutations of time. And 
absolute I'csults to jiosterity are the 
fatal touclistone of o]>ini(ms in the 
past. It is undeniable, besides, that 


otherAviac, he Avould say; but England is the very Hower-pot you suppose : she is 
a flower-pot Avhich cannot be multiplied, and cannot even be enlarged. Very Avell; 
so bo it: (Which we say in order to Avaive irrelevant disputes.) But then the 
true inference will be—not that vegotahlo incrCiisc proceeds under a different law 
from that which governs animal increase, but tliat, through an accident of position, 
the experiment cannot he tried in England. Surely the levers of Archimedes, with 
submission to Sir Edward B. Lytton, Avere not the less levers because ho wanted the 
locum standi. It is proper, by the w'ay, that Ave should inform the reader of this 
generation Avliere to look for Coleridge’s skirmishings Avith Malthus. They are to be 
found chiefly in the late Mr William Ifazlilt’s Avork on that subject: a work Avhich 
Coleridge so far claimed as to assert that it had been substantially made up from 
his own conversation. 
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Cokridge had strong personal anti¬ 
pathies, for mslancc, to Messrs IMtt 
and Dmidas. Yet W///, >vc never could 
iindcrstiuid. AVe once Inward liim tell 
a stoiy upon AVinderjnere, to the late 
Mr Curweii, tlieii JM.P. for AVorking- 
ton, which was meant, apparently, to 
account for'this feeling. The story 
amomited to this: that, when a fresh¬ 
man at Cauihridgc, Mr Tilt had wan¬ 
tonly amused liimsclf at a dinner 
party in Trinity, in smashing with 
tilbe-rts (discliargod in showers like, 
;;rape-shot) a most costly dessert set. 
of cut glass, from Avhich Samuel Tay¬ 
lor Coleridge argued a principle, of 
ih'structivcness in his an'cheiJum. 
Now, if this dessert set belonged to 
some> ])oor suflering I’rinitarian, and 
not to himself, wc are of opinion that 
he M'as faulty, and ought, upon his 
own great subsofiueiit maxim, to have 
been coerced into “ indemnity for the 
])ast, and security for the future.” 
ihit, besides that this glassy wythm^ 
belongs to an sera iiftcen years earlier 
than Coleridge’s, so as to justify a 
shadow of scepticism, avc really can¬ 
not find, in such an vsaqxxde under 
llic boiling blood of youth, anj’ siiili- 
cient JusLiticiition of that withering 
malignity towards the n»mc of IMtt, 
which runs through Coleridge’s fa¬ 
mous 7'7re, Famine^ and Slavyhter. As 
this litth^ viperous jeu-d''€sprit (pub¬ 
lished anonymously) subsequently 
became the subject of a celebrated 
aftej'-dinner discussion in Loudon, at 
■which Cohu’idge {romme dc raison) 
was the •hief speaker, tlu*. reader of 
this generation may wish to know the 
(piestion at issue; and in order to judge 
of that^ he must know the outline of 
ihis devil’s .squib. The writer brings 
upon the scene three ideasant }U)mig 
ladies, viz. Miss Fire, Miss Famine, 
and Miss Slaughter. “ AAMiat arc you 
up to V AYhafs the row? ”—we UAay 
suppose to be the introductory ques¬ 
tion of the poet. And tluj answer of 
the ladies makes us aware that they 
are fresh from larking in Ireland, and 
in France. A gloj-ious spree they had; 
lots of fun ; and hmghtcw a dkcretion. 
At all times (fiatus risus ab 

angulo ; so that we listen to their little 
gossip with imevost. They had been 
setting men, it seems, by the ears; 
and the drollest little atrocities they 
do certainly report. Not but wo have 


seen bettor in the NonagU paper, so 
far as Ireland is concerned. But the 
pet little joke was in La Vendde. Miss 
Famine, who is the girl for our money, 
raises tlie question—whether any of 
tlicm can tell the name of the leader 
and prompter to these high jinks of 
hell—if so, let her Avhisper it. 

AVhispcr it, sister^ so and so. 

In a dark hint—distinct and low.” 

Ui)on which the playful Miss Slaugh¬ 
ter replies; 

Letters /our do form his name. 

.!> At M. 

He came by stealth and nnloclc’d my 

den; 

And 1 have drunk the blood since then 
Of thrice three hundred thousand men.” 

Good: Bat the sting of the hornet 
lies in the conclusion. If this quad- 
rih't^*ral man liad done so nuicli for 
(tlioiigh really, we think, 6s. 8cl, 
might have settled his claim,) wliat, 
says Fire, setting her arms a-kimbo, 
would they do for him i Slaughter 
replies, rath(‘r crustily, that, as far as 
a good kicking wouhl go—or (.saj^s 
Famine) a little matter oi' tearing to 
pieces by the mob—they uoiiltl bo 
glad to take tickets at his beiiofit. 
“ Mow, you bitches ! ” says Fire, “ is 
that all ? 

I alone am faithful; I 

Cliuy to him everlastingly ” 

Tlic sentiment is diabolical. And the 
question argued at the London dinner- 
table Avas—Could thcAATiter have been 
other than a devil ? The dinner Avas at 
the late excellent Mr Sotheby’s, knoAvn 
adAvantageou-sIy in those days as the 
translator of WHcland’s Oheron, Se¬ 
veral of the great guns amongst the 
literary body Avere present; in parti¬ 
cular, Sir Walter Scott; and he, we 
believe, with bi.s usual good-nature, 
took the ajAologetic side of the dis¬ 
pute. In fact, ho AA’-as in the secret. 
Nobody else, barring the author, knew 
at first wlio.se good name was at stake. 
The scene must have been high. The 
company kicked about the poor dia¬ 
bolic Avritor’s head as if it had been 
a tennis-ball. Coleridge, the yet nn- 
knoAvn criminal, absolutely perspired 
and fumed in pleading for the defen¬ 
dant ; the company demuiTcd ; the 
orator grcAv urgent; wits began to 
smolte the case, as active verbs; the 
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advocate to smohe^ as a neuter verb; 
the “fun grew fast and furious un¬ 
til at length delinquent arosi\ burning 
tears in his eyes, and confessed to an 
'audience, (now bursting with stilled 
laiigliter, but whom he supi>(>sed to be 
bursting with tiery indignation,) “ Lo! 
I uui he that wrote it.” 

For our own parts, we side with 
Coleridge. Malice is not always of 
the heart. There is a lualiee of the 
understanding and the fancy. Neither 
do we tliink tlie worse of a man for 
having invented tlie must horrible and 
old-noniau-troubling curse that de- 
inoJis ever listened to. We are too ajd 
lo sv. car horribly ourselves ; and often 
ha\o ve frlghteiUMl tlie cat, to say 
nothing of the kettle, by our sliockiiig 
[far too shocking !J oaths. 

Tlu're were other celebrated men 
■\\honi Colei iilge, det(,*sl(‘il, or seemed 
to detest—Ihiley, Sir SidiK'y Smith, 
Lord llutcliinson, ((he last J^onl l)o- 
iiouglimore,) and (hivier. To Faley 
it might seem as if his antipathy had 
lieeii jmvely ]>hiloso]»liio; but ve be¬ 
lieve that juu'tfy it was personal; and 
it tallies with this belief, that, in liis 
earliest political tracts, Coleridgt' 
charged the archdeacon repeatedly 
Avitli his own Joke, as if it had been a 
serious saying, vi/.—“ tlint lie could 
not alford to keej) a conscience such 
luxuries, like a carriage, 1‘or instance, 
lieing ob^ionsly beyond the liuances 
of ])Oor iiKui. 

VVith respect to the jihilosojdiic 
qnt'stion )>f*tweon the jmrLies, as to 
the grounds of moral cU'ction, we h(»i)C 
it is no treason to suggest flint both 
wm'o perhaps in oiTor. jVgainst Taley, 
it occurs at once that he luniself u oiild 
not have made consequences the prac- 
ikal test in valuing tlic uioralily of 
an act, since these can ^cry seldom 
' bo traced at all up to the final stages, 
and in the earliest stages are exceed¬ 
ingly different luidtT ditferent cii-cuin- 
stauces; so that the sanm act, ti*icd 
by its consequences, would bear a 
fluctiijitiug appreciation. This could 
not have been rahiv’s revised mean¬ 
ing. ConsefiiK'utly, hud he been 
pressed I)}’’ opposition, it would havt^ 
coiiK^ out, that by test lie meant only 
spmdativc test: a A ciy harmless doc¬ 
trine certainlv, but usidess and im- 
pertinent to an}’’ pmyose of his sys¬ 
tem. Thercadennay catch our mean¬ 
ing in t!u‘ following iiiustratiou. It 


Opium-luditKj. 1 

is a matter of general belief, that hap¬ 
piness, upon the whole, follows in a 
liigiier degree from constant integi-ity, 
than from the closest attention to self- 
interest. Nowliappiness is oncof tliose 
consequences Avhich Palcy meant by 
final or remotest. But Ave could never 
use this idea as an exponent of in¬ 
tegrity, or interchangeable criterion, 
because liap])inoss cannot be ascer¬ 
tained or ajipreciated except upon 
long tracts of time, Avlicreas the par¬ 
ticular act of jutpgi*Uy depends con¬ 
tinually upon the elect ion of the mo¬ 
ment. No man, therefore, could A’^en- 
tuve to lay down as a rule, Do Avhat 
mak(‘s 3'ou happy; use this as your 
ti'st of actimis, satisfied that in that 
case always 3'Ou will do the thing 
AvhicU is rigid. For he cannot discern 
hulepeudcntly Avhat will m.ike him 
haiqy; and he must decide on the spot. 
The use of the nexus between morality 
and liai>])iness must therofiu’obe invert¬ 
ed ; h is not practical or prospective, 
but Kim]>\y retrospective ; and in that 
form it .'^ays no more than the good old 
ruleshidlon ediu every cottage. But this 
furuishes no ]>r!icti(*al guide, fur moral 
(Section Avhich a man had not, liclure 
lie ever thought of this nmus. lii the 
sense in Avliicli it is true, av<*. need not 
go to the professors chair for this 
maxim; in tlie sense in Avliieh it Avould 
serve Palo}', it is absolutely fiilsc. 

On the other liancl, as against Cole¬ 
ridge, it is emtain that many acts 
could be nnmtioncd which are judged 
to be good or bad only because their 
consequences are known to be so, 
Avhilst the great c.atliolic acts of life 
are entirely (and, if we ma}'' so i>hrase 
il, haughtily) independent of conse¬ 
quences. For inst.ance, fidelity to a 
trust is a law (tf inmmtable morality 
subject to HO casuistry M’hatever. You 
have l)eeii l(^'t <‘\ecutor to a friend— 
A'ou arc to pa}*^ over liis last legacy to 
X, though a dissolute scoundrel; and 
you arc to giA'C no sliillirig of it to the 
poor bj*othcr of X, tliougli a goiul 
mail, and a wise man, struggling with 
adversity. Yon ai'c absolutely cxchul- 
(‘d from all oontemiilation of results. 
It was A'our deceased friend’s right t(t 
make tlie. will; it is yours sinqdy to 
sec it executed. Now, in opposition 
to this primary class of actions stands 
another, such as the habit of intoxica¬ 
tion, Avhieh are knoun to 1)0 Avrong 
onl}' hv observing the consequences. 
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If diauikoiuicss did not terminate, after 


some years, in producing bodily weak¬ 
ness, irritability in the temper, and 
so forth, it would not be a vicious 
act. And accordingly, if a transcen¬ 
dent motive should arise in favour of 
driinkeuncss, as tliat it would enable 
you to face a degree of cold, or con¬ 
tagion, else menacing to life, a duty 
would arise, pro hCic vicc^ of getting 
drunk. "We had an amiable friend 
wiio sntfered under the infirmity of 
cowardice; an awful coward he wjxs 
when sober; but, when very drmik, 
lie had courage enough fur the Seven 
Champions of Christendom. Tlu're- 
foic, in an oinergoiicy, where he knew 
himself suddenly lojuled with the re¬ 
sponsibility of defending a family, we 
approved highly of his getting drunk. 
But to violate a trust could never 
become right niulcr any change of 
circumstances. Colcndge, however, 
altogether overlooked this distinction ; 
which, on the other hand, stirring in 
Palcy’s mind, but never brought out 
to distinct consciousness, nor ever 
investigated, nor limited, has under¬ 
mined his system. Perhaps it is not 
very important how a man theorizt‘s 
upon morality; happil}’for ns all, God 
has left no man in sucli (lucstions 
practically to the guidance of Iiis un¬ 
derstanding ; but still, considering 
that academic bodies are partly insti¬ 
tuted for the support of specnlatit c; 
truth as well as truth pi*actical, we 
must think it a blot njion the splen¬ 
dour of Oxford and Cambridge that 
both of them, in aChrislian land, make 
Pale}" the fouudiition of their ethics ; 
the alternative being Aristotle. And, 
ip our mind, though far inferior as a 
moralist to the Stoics, Ai*istotle is 
often less of a pagan than Jhiley. 

Coleridge’s dislike to Sir Sidney 
Smith and the Egyptian J-ord Hutch¬ 
inson fell under the category of Mar¬ 
tial’s case. 

Non amo te, Sabidi, nee possum dieere 
quarcj 

Hoc solum novi—non amo to, Sabidi.” 
Against Lord Hutchinson, we never 
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heard him plead any thing of moment, 
except that lie was finically Frenchi¬ 
fied ill Ilia diction ; of which he gave 
this instance—that having occasion 
to notice a brick wall, (which was 
literally that^ not more and not less,) 
when reconnoitring the French de¬ 
fences, he called it a revetement. And 
wo ourselves remember his using the 
French word gloriole rather ostenta¬ 
tiously; that is, when no particular 
eni])hasis attached to the case. But 
cveiy man has his foibles ; and few, 
pcriiaps, ar(^ less conspicuously an¬ 
noying than this of Lord Ilutcliinson^s. 
Sir Sidney’s crimes were less distinctly 
revealed to our mind. As to Cuvier, 
Coleridge’s hatred of him was more to 
onr tasti*; for (though quite unreason¬ 
able, Ave fear) it took tlic shape of 
patriotism. He insisted on it, that our 
British John Ilimter was the genuine 
article, and that Cuvier was a hum¬ 
bug. Now, speaking ])rivately to the 
public, M'c cannot go <]uite so far as 
that. But, 'when publicly we address 
that most respectable character, en 
grand costume., wc always mean to 
back Coleridge. For wc are a horrible 
John Bull ourselves. As Joseph 
Hume obser\'CS, it makes no difference 
to us—right or wrong, black or white 
—when onr countrymen are concern¬ 
ed. And John Hunter, notwitlistaud- 
ing he had a bee in his bonnet,* was 
reall}' a great man; though it will not 
follow tliat Cuvier must, therefore, 
have been a little one. Wc do not 
])retend to be acquainted •^vith the 
tenth part of Cuvier’s perfonnancea; 
but wc sus])ect that Coleridge’s rang<i 
ill that respect was not much greater 
than our omi. 

Other cases of monomaniac antipa¬ 
thy we might revive from our recol¬ 
lections of Coleridge, liad we a suffi¬ 
cient motive. But in compensation, 
and by way of redressing the balance, 
he had many strange likings—equally 
monomaniac—and, unaccountably, he 
chose to exhibit his wdiimsical partia¬ 
lities by dressing up, as it were, in 
his own clothes, such a set of scare¬ 
crows as eye has not beheld. Heavens! 


* Vide, in particular, for the most exquisite specimen of pig-headedness that 
the world can furnish, his perverse evidence on the once famous case at the War¬ 
wick assizes, of Captain Donelan for poisoning his brother-in-law. Sir Theodosius 
Roughtou. 
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wliat an avk of unclean boasts nonld 
have boon Coleridge’s privalo mena¬ 
gerie of do])ai’tod i)IiiIos()i)hers, could 
they all have been trotted out in suc- 
Ticssion! But did the reader feel them 
to be the awful bores wdiich, in fact, 
they were? No; because Coleridge 
had blown, upon these withered ana¬ 
tomies, through the blowpipe of his 
own creative genius, a stream of gas 
that swelled the tissue of tlieir ante¬ 
diluvian wrinkles, forced colour upon 
their cheeks, and splendour upon their 
sodden eyes. Such a process of ven¬ 
triloquism never hajs existed. He 
spoke by their organs. They were 
the tubes ; and he forced tlirougli their 
wooden machinery ins own Beethoven 
hamonies. 

First came Dr Andrew Bell. We 
knew him. Was he dull? Is a wooden 
spoon dull ? Fishy were his eyes; tor- 
pcdiiious was his manner; and his 
main idea, out of two which he really 
had, related to the moon—from which 
you infer, perhaps, that he was luna¬ 
tic. B 3 M 10 means. Jt w^as no craze, 
under the inhuciicc of the moon, wdncli 
possessed him ; it w^as au idea of mere 
hostility to tlic moon. The Madras 
people, like many others, had an idea 
that she inhueiiccd the weatlicr. Sub¬ 
sequently the llcrschcls, senior and 
junior, systematized this idea; and 
then the wrath of Andrew, previously 
in a cresc<*nt state, actually dilated to 
a pleniluuar orb. The Westmoreland 
people (for at the lakes it was we 
knew him) expounded his condition 
to us by sayiug that be w’as “ matf- 
led; ” wdiich word means “ pei'plexed 
in the extreme.” His wrath did 
not pass into lunacy; it produced 
simple distraction ; an uneasy fumb¬ 
ling with the idea; like that of an old 
superannuated dog avIio longs to Avorry, 
but canuot for Avant of teeth. In this 
condition you Avill judge that he Avas 
rather tedious. And in this condition 
Coleridge took him up. AiidreAv^s 
other idea, because he had tw^o, related 
to education, Terhaps six-sevenths 
of that also came from Madras. No 
matter, Coleridge took that up ; Sou¬ 
they also; but Southey with his usual 
temperate fervour. Coleridge, on the 
other hand, found celestial marvels 
both in the scheme and in the man. 
Then commenced the apotheosis of 
Andrew Bell: and because it happen¬ 


ed that his opponent, l^ancaster, be¬ 
tween ourselves, really had stolcji his 
ideas from Bell, what betweeji the 
sad wickedness of Lancaster and the 
celestial transfiguration of Bell, gra¬ 
dually Coleridge heated himself to 
such an extent, that people, when re¬ 
ferring to that subject, asked each 
other: “Have you heard Coleridge 
lecture on Bel and the Dragon 

The next man gloiified by Coleridge 
was John Woolman, the Quaker. 
Him, though we once possessed his 
Avorks, it cannot be truly affirmed tliat 
we ever read. Try to read John, Ave 
often did; but read John Ave did not. 
This however, you say, might be our 
fault, and not John’s. Very likely. 
And Avc have a notion that noAv, Avith 
our Aviscr tlioughts, avc ahonld read 
John, if he Avere here on this table. 
It is certain that he Avas a good man, 
and one of the earliest in America, if 
not in Christendom, Avho lifted up his 
hand to protest against the slave- 
trade. But still, AVC suspect, that had 
John been all that Coleridge repre¬ 
sented, he would not have repelled ns 
from reading his travels in the feaiful 
w'ay that he did. But, again, Ave bog- 
pardon, and entreat the qarth of Vir¬ 
ginia to lie light upon the remains of 
John AVoolman; for he Avas an Is¬ 
raelite, indeed, in Avhom there was no 
gnile. 

The third person raised to divine 
honours by Coleridge w'as Bowyer, 
tlie master of Christ's Hospital, Lou¬ 
don—a man Avhose name rises into the 
nostrils of all Avho kncAv him with the 
gi-acious odour of a tallow-chandler's 
melting-house upon melting day, and 
Avhose memory is embalmed In the 
hearty detestation of all his pupils. 
Coleridge describes this man as a pro¬ 
found critic. Our idea of him is dif¬ 
ferent. We are of opinion that Bow- 
ycr Avas lh% greatest villain of the 
eighteenth century. We may be 
Avrong; but we cannot bo far wrong. 
Talk of knouting indeed! which we did 
at the beginning of this paper in the 
mere playfulness of our hearts—and 
Avhicli the great master of the knout, 
Christopher, wdio visited men’s tres¬ 
passes like the Eumenides, never re¬ 
sorted to but in love for some gi’eat 
idea which had been outraged; why, 
this man knouted his way through 
life, from bloody vouth up to truculent 
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old age. Griiu idol! T\'ho.so altars 
rooked with children’s blood, and 
Avhose dreadfiil eyes never smiled ex¬ 
cept as the stern goddess of tlK‘ Thugs 
smiles, when the souml of huinan la¬ 
mentations inhabits Iier cars. 
much had the monster hid upon this 
great idea of “ Hogging,” and trans¬ 
muted it into the very nutriment of 
his heart, that Ini seems to have con¬ 
ceived the gigantic Pttoj(^ct of Hogging 
all mankind; nay worse, for Mr (iill- 
nian, on Colcrhigc’s authority, tells ns 
(p. 24) the following anecdote:— 

“ ‘ *SVrrc//(, rU Jioff yon,’ were ■\\'or(ls 
so familiar to him, that on one occa¬ 
sion some female friend of one of the 
boys,” (who had come on an errand 
of intercession,) “ still lingermg at the 
door, after having been abrHj)tly told 
to go, Bowyer exclaimed—‘ Bring 
that woiuau here, and I’ll flog her.’ ” 

To this horrid incarnation of whips 
and scourges, Coleridge, in liis Bio- 
ijraphia LUentriu^ ascribt's ideas upon 
criticism and taste, which every man 
will recognise as the intense pecu¬ 
liarities of Coleridge. Could these 
notions really have belonged to Bow¬ 
yer, then how do wc know but he 
wrote The. Ancient Mariner't Yet, on 
consideration, no. For even Cole¬ 
ridge admitted that, spite of his fine 
theorizing upon composition, Mr Bow¬ 
yer did not prosper in the practice. 
Of which he gave ns this illustration; 
and as it is supposed to be the only 
specimen of the Bowycriana W'hicli 
now Survives in this sublunary world, 
we are glad to extend its glory. It is 
the most cuiious example extant of 
the melodious in sound:— 

’Twas thou that smooth’d’st the 
rough-rugg’d bed of pain.” 

“ Smooth’d’st!” Would the teeth 
of a crocodile not splintc^ under that 
word? It seems to us as if Mr Bow^- 
yer’s verses ought to be boiled before 
Ihey can be read. And when he says, 
"^TwaB what is the wretch talking 
to? Can he be apostro]>hisiDg the 
knout V We veiy^ much fear it. If so, 
then, you see (reader!) that, even when 
incapacitated by illness from operating, 
he still adores the image of Ids’holy 
scotu^e, and invokes it as alone able 
to smooth “ his rough-rugg’d bed.” 
Oh, thou inlernal Bowyer! upon wliom 
even Trollope {HxBtory of Christ's //os- 
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piial) charges “ a disclplinfi tmetured 
with more than due severity;”—can 
there bo any partners found for thee 
in a quadrille, except Draco, the bloody 
lawgiver, Bishop Bonner, and Mi*s 
Brownrigg ? 

The next pel -was Sir Alexander Ball. 
Concerning Bowyci’, Coleridge did not 
talk much, but chiefly WTote; con¬ 
cerning Bell, he did iiot write much, 
but clikjfi^'' talked. Concerning Ball, 
however, he both wrote and talked. 
It was in vain to imiso upon any plan 
for having Ball blackballed, or for 
rebelling against Bell. Think of a 
mail, who had fallen into one pit called 
Bell, secondly falling info another pit 
called Ball. 'J’liis avas too much. AVe 
Avere obliged to (piotc poetry against 
them:— 

Letters four do form his name ; 

lie came by stealtii and unlock’d my 
den; 

And tlie nightmare I hav'C felt since 
then 

Of thrice three himdred thousand 
men.” 

Not that Ave iusiniuite any disrespect 
to Sir Alexander Ball. Ib* w as about 
the foremost, Ave believe, in all good 
(pialities, amongst Nelson’s admir¬ 
able caiitaiiis at the Nile. He coin- 
niandcda se\ enty-foiir mostefiectually 
in that battle; he governed Malta as 
Avell as Kaiicho govenierl Barataria; 
and he was a true jiractical pliiloso- 
pher—as, iiuhicd, Avas Sanciio. But 
still, by all that w^c could ever learn, 
Sir Ahixandea’ had no taste for the 
abstract upon any subject; and would 
have read, as mere delirious Avander- 
ings, those philosophic opinions Avhich 
Coleridge fastened like Avings upon 
his respectable, but astounded, shoul¬ 
ders. 

AVo really beg pardon for having 
laughed a little at these crazes of 
Coleridge. But laugh wo did, of 
mere necessity, in those days, at Bell 
and Ball, Avhenever we did not groan. 
And, as the same precise alternative 
offered itself uoav, auz., that, in recall¬ 
ing the case, we must reverberate 
either the groaning or the laughter, 
we presumed the reader Avould vote 
for the last. Coleridge, w^e are well 
convinced, owed all these wandering 
and exaggerated estimates of men— 
these diseased impulses, that, like the 
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mirage^ showed lakes and fountains 
where in reality there were only arid 
deserts, to the derangements worked 
l)y oi)iuin. But now, for tlie sake of 
thange, let us pass to another topic. 
Suppose wo say a word or two on 
Coleridge’s accomplishments as a 
scholar. We arc not going to enter 
on ‘so large a field as that of his 
scliolarsliip in connexion with his 
philosophic labours, scholarship in the 
result; not tliis, but scholarship in the 
means and iiiaclimery, range of verbal 
scholarship, is what wc propose for a 
moment’s review. 

For instance, what sort of a Ger¬ 
man scholar was ColeridgeV We 
dare say that, because in his version 
of the iroWensfem there are some in¬ 
accuracies, those wlio may have no¬ 
ticed theimvill hold him cheap in this 
particular pretension. But, to a cer¬ 
tain degree, they will be WTong. 
Coleridge was not very accurate in 
any thing but in the use of logic. 
All his jdiilological attainments were 
impericct. lie did not talk German ; 
or so obscurely—and, if he attempted 
to speak fast, so erroneously—that in 
his second senleiicc, wdicn conversing 
with a German lady of i*ank, he con¬ 
trived to assure her that in his humble 

opinion she >vus a-. Hard it is 

to fill up tlio liiatus decorously ; but, 
ill fact, tlui word \cry coarsely cx- 
prc.ssecl that she was no better than 
she should be. AVIiich reminds us of 
a parallel misadventure to a German, 
whose collo(]uial English had been 
equally neglected. Having obtained 
an interview with an English lady, 
lie opened his business (whatever it 
might be) thus—“ lUgli-boni madam, 
since your liusband have kicked do 

bucket ”- ‘‘ Sir! ” interrupted 

the lady, astonished and disjdoased. 
“ Oh, pardon!—nine, ten tousand par¬ 
don ! Now, 1 make now beginning— 
quite Oder beginning. Mad^, since 

your husband have cut his stick ”- 

It may be supposed that iliis did not 
mend matters ; and, reading that in 
the lady’s countenance, tlie German 
diw out an octav(/ diction aiy, and 
said, perspiring with shame at having 
a second time missed fire,—“ Madam, 
since your husband have gone to king¬ 
dom come”- This ho said be¬ 

seechingly ; but the lady was past pro¬ 
pitiation by this time, and rapidly 


moved towards the door. Thhigs Jiad 
now reached a crisis ; and, if some¬ 
thing were not done quickly, the game ‘ 
Wiis up. Now, therefore, taking a last 
hurried look at his dictionary, the (lOi - 
man flew after the lady, crying out in a 
voice of despair—“ Madam, since, 
your husband, your most respected 

husband, have hopped de twig ”- 

This was Ids sheet-anchor; and, ns 
this also came horne^ of course’ tlu; 
imor manwas totally wrecked. It turn¬ 
ed out that the dictionary he had 
used (Arnold’s, we think,)—awoi*k ol' 
a hundred years back, and, from mere 
ignorance, giving slang translations 
frem Tom Brown, L’Estrange, and 
other jocular WTiters—had put dowoi 
the verb sierhen {to with the fol¬ 
lowing w^orshijifiil series of equivalent:.. 
—1. To kick the bucket,* 2. To cut 
one’s stick; 3. 1 ’o go to kingdom come; 
d. To hop the twig. 

But, though Coleridge did not pre-" 
tend to any ilueiit command of coil- 
ATi'sational German, ho read it witli 
great ease, llis knowdedge of Gerniau 
literature was, indeed, too much limit¬ 
ed by llis rare opportunities for coin- 
inandiugany thing like a wcll-mounto(l 
library. And particularly it sui-priscil 
us tliat Coleridge knew little or no¬ 
thing of John Taul (llichter.) But 
his acquaintance with the German 
l)hilosophic# 0 inastors was extemve. 
And his valuation of many individual 
German wonls or plirases was deli¬ 
cate and sometimes profound. 

As a Grecian, Coleridge must 
estimated with a rcfiireiice to the 
state and staudaa*4 of Greek literature 
at that time and in this country. 
Torson had not yet raised our ideal. 
The carlicst^laurcls of Coleridge were 
gathered, however, in that field. Yet 
no man will, at this day, pr^Jtend 
that the (keek of Ins jirizo ode ds 
suftcrable. Neither did Coleridge ever 
become an accurate Grecian in later 
times, when better models of scholar¬ 
ship, and better aids to schofarsliipi 
had begun to multiply. But still we 
must assert this point of superiority 
for Coleridge, that, whilst he never 
was what may be called a ^vell- 
mounted scholar in any department 
of verbal scholai’ship, he yet displayed 
sometimes a, brilliancy of conjectural 
sagacity, and a felicity of philosophic 
investigation, even in this path, such as 
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do iiot often aftaiij 
an^of ft Ifindis'liicli caunot be tearnet 
’ Trom bodies, 3iiti I'espocts his ac- 
*cui*acy,:again' we nju^t* recall 
readpr tjie ^tatc of (rre^ litcratiitcin 
England' during Coleridge’s -youth ^ 
in all equity, ns a means of pla¬ 
cing -Coleridge in the balances, speci- 
^flCallywo must*’recall ihc state of 
-■ iS-reek metrical composition at that, 
period. ' , ‘ ^ 

, To measure rira.<jonditi^(^ of Greek 
literature" even in Cauibrid^*-abont 
the initial period of Coleridge, wo 
need only look batk to the several 
translations of (fray’s by three 
; (if not fotir) of tjac rcvelrciid gentle- 
moll at tb.at.time attached to Eton 
Coljogc. „ Ma^iifts., ino’^ very great 
^ scholar hiraself in this particular Jiddj 
^ladc'himself in^n'', in his Purstuts 
- of lAter^ure^' ilicse/Ktoii trails- 
" lations.' Tn thaf tie was liglit. imt hu 
“^was not right >it| praising a coiitcm- 


poraiy translation by Cook^ tr:ko^we 
belicT^^as .the immediate nredoces- 
sor of Eorsondu the Greek chair. As 
A specimen-* of tliis translation,* wo 
ftito one stanza J and wc cannot bo 
suppo'^d to select unfairly, because it 
is the stanza which, Mathias praises 
in extravagant terms. “ Here,” says 
he, “ (iray, Cook, and nature, do 
seem to contend for the masteiy.” 
■The English quatrftiu must be fnniliai’ 
to every body 

The boa!st of heraldry, the pomp of 
pow’r, 

And all that beauty, all that woaltii 
e\r gave, 

Await alike the inevitable hour: 

The paths of glory load but to the 
ffvave.*’ 

And the following, wt believt*, 
thougli quoting from a tliirty-threi* 
years’ recollection of it, is the exact 
Grcck version of Cook :— 


1 . , ' 

*A %ag/f iuf-vsojvy 

’Awpw Tv^Tig \\>p^odjryjg ra ^<aoa^ 

riav^i’ ravTu rs^frjKs, xa/ £/^ev /xo^rf/^tjLOi/ a/xa^‘ 
KAe* 6>wwX£, xa/. w^£ro ^vvov ig 'Adr,\^, 


Kpw really 'th<jse yersos, by force 
of a little mosaic tessolatiou from 
gennuui,(lreek sources, pass fluently 
^ oter the tongue ; but cftijUirey be cou- 
** sid^d other than a Swarms 

of Ertgli^sh 'schoolboys, at tjiis day, 
would not feel very proud |p*ado])t 
them. In fact, we i^uiembfeV (at a 
period say years Klatgr Uiau 

Ijiis) some iatubte-wei’i^es, which were 


gular that only one blemish is sug¬ 
gested by any of fhe contemporary 
critics in Dr Cook’s verses, viz., in 
the word for which this critic 

])ro))03es to substitute otoiuou, to pre¬ 
vent, as he ob5??rvc's, Jlie last syllable 
of from beiiig^ Iqiigthoned by 

the g. jSacU con.^icleratioiis as tht^se 
m'e necessary to the irnthmi cnfit’njntio^ 
tjeforc Ave can value Coleridge's place 


really com^Wacdby^ft lwy, Viz. at sou oti' the &cale of his own da^'; Avliich 
of.Dr Prett^nnafl,*(aftow^fl^d3 Tom-' dliy, quoad hoc^ be it remembered, 
liee,) bishop of Wftjchestcr, aiul, in w'as 171)0. 

eY’Hcr ^les^ **^*^or to Mr As"to French, Culeridge^ead it Avith 

Pjtt; they >yM’G publislKid by Slid- too little freetlomto find pleasure in 
dleton, flrjt bi%)p of Calcutta, in ilic Fi*ench "literaihirc. Acijovdingly, we 
.preface to jiis.work piirthe'* (lficol< never i*oec^lecrbrs refevring for any 
articl^^;^gp<Uor racyjdiomatic Greek, uurppse, Oitheif of argument o^illnstra- 
scTf-originatcd, and ngt a raaie nmek- l^gfL to ii p'tem’h cla.'^sic. Latin, tVoiu 


. ot these se.xagenamn doctors, as WAiiuleecL. .fic con$^tlv hi 
. tinctly to mark ih^ gi’o^ ,of.a*-new ^’thors^su^l aa ?^rarcb, frasnnts, 
ora and a ugaa^ gemifa^bln’ Uiis ^iffi, ©giviii; &i;.wliom-^he could not. flieii 
cult aecdtnpllsbmeift, Avitliin the first 4k«fc'fotin4'in tranSations. Hut Cole- 
deconnjitcu of this centu^.^v-^is ridge hAtrnOtt emfiyated an acquaint- 
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gentlj 4t>Ha^k^^ TsclftK)L ^se- 

gpefitljr bgri^ciding the l^io poetry Vf 

Hoi^cOf fllioply.fof hi^^oTy^i tteligM ^ t 
n Atodant ^ ^xmvo^mi^ 'made liii]&- 
«etf a inas^r of t/atiojify in its; most 
dlflacult fom; wWtef Cole^’idge, trai^ 
ed regnUrlyc iii.* 'a Jg^at Southern 
school; never ca^ed his Latin to my 
clasi^l polish. < V '* 

There 13 another accomplishment of 
Coleridge’s^ less broaijj^ open, to the 
judgment of this generation, and not 
at all of the next-^via. fii| splendid 
art of conversation, oa winch it will 
be interesting to say a word. ■ Ten 
years ago, wheP the muslp of this 
rare performance had not 3 ’et ceased 
to vibrate in men's cars, what a 
sensation was gathering' among^ 
the edui^ated classes on this parti¬ 
cular subject 1 What a, tumult of 
anxiety prevailed to “^car Mr Cole¬ 
ridge”—or even to talk with a man 
who had heard him ! Had be lived till 


iff waftiA. aJhd 

alsoili jwtlst.; powea 

'in^th& «rt!p l^whe^b art 

into' the. powc«»; • t / V * 

’ But uow,> ^a}jijr-^ha:iin|^ lj!|t 

sSv^ little* haoi^e^-^^ or^, 

two words oh im dpii;i0- 

cater.' ti- 

We havd not often read a aenlence 
iallutg from a wisQtmen with astotihslv- 
iSent^so profound, as that particular 
.one in a letter of Coleridge’s to-Mr 
■Giriman, which speaks of the eflbrt to 
wean one’s-self frop^ opium as a tri:« 
vial task. There are, we -believ^' 
aeverul suclf passages. But wo refer 
to that; one in particular which-as- 
sumes that a single “ week ” will suf-'' 
fice for-the whole process of so triighty 
a revolution. Is indeed leviathan #4^ 
tamed? In^that case tl^e quarantine’" 
of thte opium-eater might be liiushqd *“ 
witliih-^Coleridge’s^ time, and with 
Coleridge’s rom^tie .case. But mark 
the contradictions of this extraordi- 


this day, not Paganini would have 
been so much sought after. That sen¬ 
sation is now decaying; because a 
new generation has emerged during 
the ten years since his^ death. Btit 
many still remain whose sympathy 
(whether of curiosity in |ii 08 e; who 
did not Icnow hnn, or of admira¬ 
tion in those who did) sfHl refiqcts 
as in a mirror the great stir upon this 
subject which theu^was moving in the 
world. To thes4', if they should en- 
tfuire for the great distiuguisliing prin¬ 
ciple of Coleridge’s conversation, we 
might say that it was the power of 
vast combination “ in linked sweet¬ 
ness long, drawn out.” He gathered 
into focal cqjicentration the largest 
body of objects, apparentlp discon- 
nected^ that any man ever yet, by 
any magie, oould assemble, or, having 
assembled, could manage. Tiis great 
fault was, that, by not openipg.siiffi- 
cieut spaced fbr rgply ou'sugg^tion, 
tw collateral' no^ce, to not wily iiar* 
ro>fed lito ’^Id, ,but ife gii&- 
vbusly injured €hV figal innwpssfon. 
For yvheu men’s p^tls are purely 
passive, wlien^thqi^ro not allowed 
to re-actj .then it is that they^ col-, 
la^e mbst, and that their sense Of 
what is said-must, ever be feeblest, 

I Dpubtlesfl m^Sjt have been-great 
Csonyersftttpnfil piasters elsewhere, and 
■ vpXirivir jjro:. Cfdbu; 


nary man. Nbt lopg ago we were 
domesticated with a vgriefrable rustic, 
strongbeaded, but incurably obstinate 
in Jiis prejudices, who jfreated the 
whole b<»dy%f medical men as igno¬ 
rant pretenders, knowing ‘absolutely 
notliing of the system which* tEfy pror 
fessed superin tend. This, you^ill 
remark* is no ver^^ singular case.'^o; 
nor, as w£ believe, is the antagonist 
case of-Wribing to such men magical 
powCTS. ^or, .what is worse still, the , 
co-eswstence of both cases in the same 
mind, aS jn fact happened here. For» 
this same obstinate friehd of ours, 
who tieated all medical pjretensidn^ 
as the mere jest of the universe, eveiy - 
third day was exacting ftom nffe owrf 
medical attendants exquisite 

tonr-de-foi'ce^ as thaj^ they ^oul4^ 
know or ShotMjdo soinething, whjeh, 
if thcyAdSrf kripwa^of done, ^*naeij 
would have suspeeted them reasohably 
■ of magic. He^rated the whole ipedi- 
cal body as infants ;“.lnd yet whirt'he 
exacted from them every third 'day ; 
as a matter oLc(Jurse, ynrtuaHy pre^ 
sumed them td-be* the only^gi^ts; 
within the whole i^uge of 
, Parallel-Mid eqttal is the contraction; 
of Col^dge,^ He ^ opium^s 

excess, his^ bw«' ^xoess,^ we. mean-;^' 
the excess of a 

thing to to'^ld elide,easily and for 


» 


4 


im 

fcvet within seven days; and yet, on 
the otter hand, he deflcribes it pathe¬ 
tically, Bonietimes with a frantic pa¬ 
thos, as the scourge, tlie ctirso, the one 
almighty blight which had desolated 

j Tjris shocking conft-adlciion we need 
^not ptessT All readers will see .^/ 
But some will ask—was Mr Coleiidge 
^righfin cither view ? Being scr atTOr 
ciously wrong in the first notion, (Vi,z.; 
tiat the opium of twenty-five years* 
was a tiling easily to be forsworn,) ' 
where a child could know that ho was 
wrong, was he even altogether right, 
secondly, in believing that his own 
life, root and branch, hM been Avither- 
ed by opium ? For it will not follow, 
because, with a relation to happiness 
and tranquillity, a man may liave 
found opium his curse, that therefore, 

' as a creature of energies and great 
"purposes, he must hav^ been the 
reck which he seems to suppose, 
pium gives and takes-away. It de¬ 
feats the habit of exertion, but 
it creates spasms of irregular exei*- 
tion; it ruins the natural power of 
life, but it devclopes preternatural 
paroxysms of intermitting power. 

Let us a^k of any man who liolds 
that not Coleridge himself but the 
world, os interested in Coleridge^s use- 
fuLnesSb has suftered by his addictioii 
to opium ; whether he is aAvare of the 
way in Avliich opium atFected Cole¬ 
ridge; and secondly, Avhether he is 
aware of the actual contril^tions to 
literature—how large they Avere— 
which Coleridge made in s^ite of 
opium. All who were Intimate with 
Coleridge must remember the fits of 
genial animation which were created 


lS$Ai 

continually to hia manner and to his 
buoyancy of thought by a recent or 
by an extra dose of the omnipotent 
drug. ^ lady, who knew nothing 
experimentally of opium, once told ns, 
that she ** could tell when Mr Cole¬ 
ridge had taken too much opium by 
his shining countenance.*’ She was* 
right; we know that mark of opium, 
excesses well, and the cause of it; 
or at least we believe the cause to lie 
in the quickening of the insensible 
perspiration which accumulates and 
glistens on the face. Be that as it 
may, a criterion it w'as that could not 
deceive us as to fclie condition of Cole¬ 
ridge- And uniformly in that condi¬ 
tion he made his most efiective intel¬ 
lectual displays. It is true that he 
might not be happy under this fiery 
animation, and we fully believe that 
he Avas not. Nobody is happy un¬ 
der laudanum except for a very short 
term of 3 ’ears. But in Avhat way did 
that operate upon his exertions as a 
writer? We are ©f opinion that it 
killed Coleridge as a poet. “ The 
harp of Quaiitock" was silenced for 
ever by the torment of opium. But 
proportionably it roused and stung by 
misery Ids mctaphysical*iii 8 tincts into 
more spasmodic life. Poetry can 
flourish only in the atmosphere of 
hanpiucss. But subtle and perplexed 
rn^stigtttionsof difficult problems are 
amongst the commonest resources for 
beguiling the sense of misery. And 
for tills Ave have the direct authority 
of Coleridge himself speculating on 
his OAvn case. In the beautiful though 
unequal ode entitled Dejection^ stanza 
six, occurs the following passage: ’ 


and Opitm-EaHttg. 



For not to think of wh^t I needs must feel. 

But to be still and patient all 1 can; 

And haply by abstruse research to steal 
Fre^i my own natur^Wthe natural man..— 

This was my sole resource, my only plan; 
thut, AAhich suits a part, infects the whole. 

And now 15 almost grown the habit of my soul.** 

jConsIdering fiie exquisite quality the pubjic, doubtless, iAafivill seem a 
of some poOTs which Coleridge has bad exchange. i$ve^ man to his 
composed^ nobody can grieve (or has ^^aste. Meantiiae,whatwewi 8 htoshow 

is, that the loss wa& not absolute, but 
merely relative. * 

It is urged, however, that, even on 
Ms philosophic speculations, opium 
operated unfavourably in one respiect, 
by often causing him to leave them 
unfinished. This is true. Whenever 
Coleridge (being highly charged, or 


gniBvea) ipore tnau oorseiyes, at see- 

a fountfdn choked up 
" %e^. But had Coleridge been 
man, it is our fixed belief 
w should have had far less of his 
fihfeophy, and perhaps, but not cer¬ 
tainly, might have had more of his ge- 
neroJ literature. In the estimate of 





QfXeriige and 


8 «tarfttodt with optuol) bad wrlttan 
with dbtemp^ed vigour upou any 
question, there occtured soon after a 
recoil of intense disgust, not from his 
own paper only, but even from the 
'‘suliject. All opiitm-eaters are tainted 
with the inlinnity of leaving works 
unfinished, and suffering reactions of 
disgust. But Coleridge taxed himself 
vrith that indmiity in verse before he> 
could at all have commenced opium- 
eating. Besides, it is too much as¬ 
sumed by Coleridge and by his bio¬ 
grapher, that to leave off opium was 
of course to regain juvenilo health. 
But all opium-eaters make the mis¬ 
take of supposing every pain or irri¬ 
tation whk^ they sufier to be the 
product of opium. Whereas a wise 
man will say, suppose you do leave off 
opium, that will not deliver you from 
the load of years (say sixty-three) 
which you carry on your back. Charles 
Lamb, another man of true genius, and 
another head belonging to the Black¬ 
wood Gallery, made that mistake in 
his CoiifessioHS of a Drunkard, “ I 
looked back,” says he, “ to the time 
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ace jadly afrsM that the Noticeable 
man with.largo grev eves" dld entico 
“that other man,.-via. Gillman, to 
commence opium-eating. This ia 
droll; and ft makes us laugh hon-iblyj 
Gillman should have reformed 
and lo 1 he codupts 'GiUman. S. 
Coleridge^visited Highgate by way of 
being convertedvfrom the heresy of 
opium-;, and the issue is—that, imtwo 
months’ .time, various grave men, 
amongst whom our friend Gilhuam 
marches first in great pomp, are found 
to have faces shining and glorioug as 
that of Aesculapius; a fact of which 
we have already explained the secret 
meaning. And scandal says (but * 
then wliat will not scandal say ?) that 
a hogshead of opium goes up daily 
through Highgate tunnel. Surely one 
coiToboration of our hypothesis may 
be found in the fact, that VoL L of 
Gillman's Coleridge is forever to stand 
unpropped by Vol- II. For we have 
already observed—that opium-eaters, 
though good fellows upon the whole, 
never finish any thing. 

Wliat then? A man has a right 


when always, on waking in the mom- never to finish any thing. Certainly 
ing, I ha^l a song rising to my lips." he has; and by Magna Charta. But 
At present, it seems, being a drunk- he has no right, by Magna Charta or 
ark, he has no such song. Ay, dear by Paiwa Charta, to slaftder decent 
Lamb, but note tfiis, that the drunk- men, like ourselves and ohr friend the 


ai*d was fifty-six years old, the song¬ 
ster was twenty-three. Take twe^y- 
tfaree from fifty-six, and we have 
some reason to believe that thirty- 
thme will remain; which period of 
thirty-three years is a pretty good 
reason for not singing in the morning, 
even if brandy has been out of the 
question. 

It is singular, as respects Coleridge, 
that Air Gillman never one w ord 
upon the event of the gi*eat Highgate 
experiment for leaving off laudanum, 
though Coleridge came toAIrGilln^^n^s 
for no other purpose; and in a wxek, 
this vast creation of new earth, sea, and 
all that in them is, was to have been 
accomplished. We raytiier think, as 
Bayley junior observes, that the explo¬ 
sion musUiave hung fii'e. But that is a 
trifle. We have another pleasing hy^ 
pothesis on the subject. Mr Words¬ 
worth, in his exquisite lines written 
on a fly-leaf of his own Castle of In^ 
dolence^ having described Coleridge 
as “ a noticeable man with large grey 
eyes,” goes on to say, “He" (viz, 
Coleridge) “ did that other man en¬ 
tice " to view his imagery. Now W'e 


author of the Opium Corftssions. Here 
it is that our complaint arises against 
Air Gillman. If he has taken to opi¬ 
um-eating, can we help thatf If his 
face shiims, must our faces be black¬ 
ened ? He has very improperly pub¬ 
lished some intemperate passages from 
Colerillge's letters, which ought to 
have been considered confidential, un¬ 
less Coleridge had left them for pub¬ 
lication, charging upon the author of 
the Opium Confessions a reckless dis¬ 
regard of the temptations which, in 
that work, he was scattering abroad 
amongst mea. Now this author is 
connected .with ourselves, and we 
cannot neglect his defence, unless in 
the case that he undertakes it himself. 

* We complain, also, that Coleridge 
raises (and is backed by Air GillNian 
in raising) a distinction perfectly per¬ 
plexing to us, betireeii himself and 
the author of the Opium Confessions 
upon the question—^Why they seve¬ 
rally began the practice of opium- 
eating ? In htmseif, It seems, this mo¬ 
tive was to relieve pain, wbereas the 
Cmifessor was surreptitiously seeking 
for pleostu'e* Ay, indeed—where did 
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h^lmn AcUf We liave no copy of those which genially expand to its* 
the Cor^esatons here, so we cannot temptations* and those whic!i frostily 
quote chapter and verse; but we dls- exclude them. Not in the energies 
tinctly remember, that toothach is of the will, but in the qualities of the 
recorded in that book as the particu- nervous organization, lies the dread 
lar occasion which first introduced arbitration of — Fall or stand: 
the author to the knowledge of doomed thon art to yield; or, streng- 
opium. Whether aft-erwarcfe, having thened constitutionally, to resist, 
been thus initiated l^y the demon of Most of those who have but a low 
pain, the opium confessor did not sense of the spells lying couchant in 
apply powers thus discovered to pur- opium, have practically none at all, 
poses of mere pleasure, is a question For the initial fascination is for them 
for himself; and the same question effectually defeated by the sickness 
applies with the same cogency to which nature has associated with the 
Coleridge. Coleridge began in rlicu- first stages of opium-eating. But to 
matic pains. What then? That is no that other class, whose nervous sensi- 
proof that he did not end in voluptu- billtics vibrate to their profoundest 
ousness. For our parts, wc are slow depths under the first touch of the 
to believe that ever any man did, or angelic poispn, even as a lover’s ear 
could, learn the somewhat awful trath,, thrills on hearing unexpectedly the 
that in a certain ruby-coloured elixir, voice of her whom he loves, opium is 
there larked a divine power to chase the Amreeta cup of beatitude. You 
away the genius of ennui, without know the Paradise Lost? and you 
subsequently abusing this power. To remember, from the eleventh book, in 
taste but once from the tree of know- its earlier part, that laudanum already 
ledge, is fatal to the subsequent power existed in Eden—nay, that it was used 
of abstinence. True it is, that gene- medicinally by an archangel ; for, 
rations have used laudanum as an after Michael had “.purged with 
anodyne, (for instance, hospital pa- euphrasy and rue ” the eyes of Adam, 
tients,) who have not afterwards lest he should be unequal to the mere 
courted its powers as a voluptuous sight of the gre^t, visions about to 
stimulant; • W* that, be sure, has unfold their draperies before him, 
arisen from*no abstinence in them, next he fortifies his fleshly spirits 
There are, in fact, two classes of against the affliction of these visions, 
temperaments as to this terrific drug oM^hich visions the first was death. 

-those which arc, and those which And how ? 
are not, preconformed to its power; 

“ He from the well of life three drops instiird.” 

What was their operation ? 

“ So deep the |s>wer of .these ingredients pierced. 

Even to the inmost seat of mental sight, 

That Adam, no-w enforced to close his eyes. 

Sank down, and all his spirits became entranced. 

But him the gentle angel by the hattl 
Soon raised - 

The second of these lines it is which and ills biographer have over¬ 

betrays the presence of laudanum. It IwoHfed. 

is in the faculty of mental vision, it is On all this, however, we need say 
in the increased power of dealing with no more ; for we have just received a 
the shadowy and the dark, that the note from the writer of the Opium 
characteristic virtue of opium Confessions^ more learned than ottr- 

Now, in the original higher sendibility selves in such mysteries, which pro- 
is found some palliation for the joroc- mises us a sequel or finals to those 
tice of opium-^l|jpg; in the gimter Confessions. And this, which we have 
temptation i® a greater excuse. And reason to think a record of profound 
in this faculty of self-rcvciation is experiences, we shall probably publish 
found some paUiatlon for reporting the next montli. 
case to the world, which botli Cole- 
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NOKTU'S SPECIMENS OF THE BRITISH CRITICS. 

Dryden. 

Poetry, according to Lord Bacon arm it V If it be a benign, holy, po- 
a Third Part of Learning, must be a tent faculty, nevertheless it cannot, 
social interest of momentous power, the most delicate of all our faculties, 
That Wisest of Men—so our di*ar sustain itself in the strife of opin- 
fj-iends may have heard—extols it iinis raging and thundering arouWd. 
above history and above philosophy, as Then, if it should rightly hold doniin- 
thc more divine In its origin, the more ion over us, let legisiative opiriion 
imritcdiatcly and.^iutMately salutnry acknowledges establish, and fortify 
and sanative iU; hyMSQ. Are not that impaled territory. 'J'lic temper 
Shakspoare and "Milton two of our of the times is in sundry rftsijccts fa- 
greatest moral teachers V Criticism: vourablc, notwithstiiiiding its too fre- 
o]ions to us the poetry we possess; quent possession by an incensed ]»oliti- 
arid, like a magnanimous kingly cal spirit. Has tliere not been for half 
tector, shelters and fosters all its a century a spontaneous, an ardent, 
springing growths. What is criticism a loving return in literature, of our 
as a science? Essentially this— * own and ail countries, to the old and 
EKELTNa KNOWN—that is, affections great in the productions of the human 
of the heart and imagination become mind—to nature,^with all lier fouii- 
undorstood subject-matter to the self- tains? - Docs not* the spirit of man, 
conscious intelligence. Must feeling iii the great civilized nations at this 
perish because intelligence sounds its da}^ travail with de.sire of knowing 
depths ? Ciuite the reverse. Great- itself, its laws, its conditions, its 
est minds are those in which, in means, its powers, its hopes? It 
and out of poetry, the understand- studies with irregular, often blind 
iiig contemplates the will. Then first and perverted, efforts; but still it 
the soul has its proper strength. Dis^ studies—itself, And is not criticism, 
orderly passions are tlien tamed, and when it speaks, much bolder, more 
become the massy ])illars of liigh- glowingandgenerous, ampler-spirited, 
built virtue. Criticism ? It is a more inspiring, and withal more en- 
shape of self-intuition. Confession quiring and philosophical? During 
and penitence, in the church, are a the whole period we speak of, poetry 
moral and a religious criticism. The and criticism—in nature near akin— 
imagination is less august and solemn, * -vvitli occasional comjj^aints and quar- 
but of the same character. The first rcls, liavc flourished amicably toge- 
age of the world lived by divine in- tlier, side by side. Both have been 
Btiiicts; the later must by reason, strong, healthy, and good. Prigs of 
How, tiicn, shall we possess the poetry both kinds—the pert and the pompous 
of our being, unless we guard and —will keep prating about the shallow- 
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ness and anpOTficiWity. periodic 
Mttcisto-*-deep eifeugn t(J drowti'th^ "'w **^^'*^®?***^'TO 
tehole tribje in Us fejy fords.: They ----- —-• 

oall for systems. Why wfll thqy nofc 
be contented witU the system, of the 


unlTerse?^of wJii^h they kiox not 
that periodical criticism is a* con¬ 
spicuous part. ’ Every btljer yeairtl^e 
.Rations ivithout telescopes see'l^. 
'^ing of some %iew, bright, partfomar 
star. Comets, ^vith tails li^ei 
‘O’Connell, are 60 common afi to 
lose^ attraction, and blaze by 
weekly ihto “‘indiscoverable realms. 

have constracted an Orfery of 
Ebony, which wh piean to exliibit at 
the iiext'*^eat cattle-show^, tji'spl^ly- 
ing, in their “luminqbs order, the orbs 
aiJd brbits of all the heavenly bodies. 
In the centre-^—^bnt this is nOt the 
time^lFor such high refvelations. Wo 
have! now another purpose; apd, leav¬ 
ing all, those golden urns to yield 
light at their lekure, -^e desire you 
to take a look along with us at the 
choice critics of other dayil, wakerf 
by^iiour potent voice from fhe lopg- 


ipo^jilie :la?(rfi of propriety 
,.aa to tea^ thmn,” And 
To judge rightly of 
lih ;6,uthor. Vfe tanst transport our- 
selyes^his md exai^e what 
TninisT erhU eemtemporaries, 
aid wiiaVyrote Ms meana of supply in g 
; Tlmt whkh is easy at one 
tiifi© was, dUficuJt at another." Let 
Tj6,,theni ex^mipe'Spmoof DWden’s 
expositions ofprinciples; and first, 
those on which Jie defends Heroic Verse 
in Rhym^, as the.best'lauguageof the 
tragic drara^. • 

This can be done effectually only by 
following him whcfrever hp has treated 
the subject, and by condensing all his 
opUiions into one consecutive argu- 
menj;. 

His fii^t pl 4 y,^(a comedy,) “ The 
Wld-Gallant,” was brought on the 
stage id Fehiruary i66^-8, and with 
indifferent success, though ho has told 
us thaf it was more than once the 
divcrtisCment of Charles II. by his own 
command, and a favourite with ‘‘ the 


gathering dust. In our plainer style, ______ _ 

we beg, ladies and gentlemen, to Ca|tlemainJ’ “The. Bival Ladies” 
draw your attention to a scries of (a tragi-comedy) was teted and iftb- 


articles in BlacftwoocL, of which this is 
Alpha. Omega is hitended for a 
Christmas present to your great¬ 
grandchildren. 

Ay, there were giants in those 
days, as well as in these—also much 
dwarfs. But we shall not lose our¬ 
selves with you in the darkness of 
antiquity—one longish stride back¬ 
wards of some hundred and fifty years 
or so, and then let us leisurely look 
about us for the Critics. Who comes 
here? A grenadier— Giorious John. 
Him . Scott, Hallam, Mickulay, have 
pronounced, each in his own peculiar 
and admirable way, to have been, in 
criticism, “ a light tO his people.” 
Him Samuel Johnson egUed “ a man 
whom eveyv English generation must 
mention with reverence as a critic and 
a poet.” 

“ Dirde^,” says the sage, in a 
splendid eul^mn on his prose writ¬ 
ings, “may be properly considered 
as tb^ father of l^j^ig&h critieijsm—as 
the writer who first taught us to de- 
t^mine, upoiv principles, ^e merit of 

Of pur former poets, 
*iih ^^test dramatist wrote without 
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rmos, conducted through life and na- 


lisljpd in thq^ year following, and the 
serious scenes are exiecuted In rpyme. 
Of its success we know nothing in 
particular; butSir’Wajlter tlunks that 
the flowing verse into whicli some 
part of the dialoguo is Hbrown, with 
the strong point and antithesis which 
all along distinguished hk style, esper 
dally his JirgumentatiVe poetry, tend-' 
ed to redeem the credit of the author 
of the “ Wild GaJlant.” Up to this 
time Diyden, now in his thirty-third 
year, had not written much; but in 
his “Heroic S^nzas on the death of 
Oliver Cromwell,” “ Astrea B^ux, 
or Poem on the Happy Restoration and 
Return of his Sacred Majesty,” and 
“ A Panegyric on hia Coronation,”' 
ho had not only shown his measure¬ 
less superiority to the Sprats and 
Wallers—^poetasters of the same Glass 
after all, though Sprat was always 
but a small fish, while Waller was 
long thought like a whale—but mani- 
festod a vigour of thought and expres¬ 
sion that gave assurance of a verltablo 

E oet. In those noble compositions 
e exults in his conscious power of 
numerous verse; and, like an eagle 
in the middfe’ element, sweeps along 








exceedingly graceftii;' ^ blknkveise 
somewhat cnnibrous; 'oodjjn bk de¬ 
dication to the 'Esil of Orrery, he 
justifies himself ** for foliowm^ tiie 
new way; I mean, of, writing 
scenes in tjcrse.” It may here, 'ofice for 
all, be remarked, that in ^ his dis^l* 
sitions, by “ vfii^e’Vhe usually iheans 
rhyme as opposed toblalik verse. ^Te 
speak prepay,” he says,. “ it is liQt 
so mijch a now way amongst us, as ah 
old .way re'^ived; for uthuy yeara b^e- 
fore Shakspeare’s plays was the tji\ 
gody of ‘ Queen Gorboduo,’ in Eng¬ 
lish verse, writfen > by that famous 
Lord Buckhurst, afterwards Earl of 
Dorset.” Dryden hefe shows' how, 
little conversant h.o then, was wijh the 
old English drama. For the tragedy 
of “ Ferrex and I’orrex*” was first 
surreptitiously published under the 
title of “ Gorboduc,” who is "not 
Queen, liut King of England; and 
it is not wi'ittea "in rliymfe, but, 
excepting the ^honises, in blank' 
verse; while. Sackville’s part of the 
play compreh^l^s only the two hist 
acts, of thems^es suifiicient to platie 
him in thp highest order of Koblc 
Authors. “ But supposing^” he CQn- 
tinues, “ ouf countrymen had not 
received this writing till of late, shall 
we oppose' burselves to the most po¬ 
lished and divHlzed nations of Europe? 
♦ * ♦ AU the Spanish and Italian 
tragedies I havejyet seen are writ in 
rhymp. ♦ * * Shakespeare (who, with 
some errors not to be avoided in that 
age, had undoubtedly a larger soul of 
poesy tliap, ever, any of our nation^) 
was the first who, to shun the pains 
of continual rhyming, invented that 
kind of writing whidi wo call blank 
verse, but tjie French more properly 
prose mesurde; into which the Eng¬ 
lish tongue so naturally glides, that 
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fensive, yet^ wmen words in their na¬ 
tural order db fonn a verae, it might . 
be difficult to givtf ja good reason why 
they may not be permitted to do so, 
more especially if they are pot felMo 
be a ^rse insulated ^among the cir- 
cnBafluentjiro&e. From the very best 
prose we could pick out thousands of 
single verses, whjch are to be found', 
only when you aeek for them; and 
ifot from rich prose only like Cole- ^ 
ridge’s Own or Jeremy .Taylor’s, ,but 
from the poorest, like Dr Blair’s or 
Gerald’s of Aberdeen. Di^en sajk 
he cannot but adniifp notv some 
men should perpetually stumble in^a 
p^ay BO easy ”—that is, blank verge 

—‘‘into which the'English toiigin^ao . 
naturally glides,” aDd-shoold striy^o. 
attain it by inverting the ordep of the* 
words, to make the “blanks” sound 
more heroically—as, for exampIe,^ 
instead of “ Sir, I ask your pardonv.*' 

“ Sir, I your pardoxrask.” And adds 
—“ I should judge him to have little 
command of English, whom the nat^est 
gity of a ’ rhymc should force oiten 
upon this rock; tlmugh sometimes It 
cannot easily be avoided; and^. indeedy. 
this IS the onty h,conven^ce with which 
.rhyme, can be chaarged'l Ii^ this lively 
ktylc, docs he pursue his argument, 
in favour of rhyme. For this it 
which makes its adversaries say r^yme 
is not natural! But the fault lies, 
with the poet who is not master of 
his art, and cither makes a vicioua 
clioice of words, or places them,, 
for rhyme’s sake, so unnaturally as. 
no man would in ordpiary speech. 
But when, it is so judiciously ordered! 
that the first word in the vei’se- 
seems to beget the second, and thai 
again the next, till that becomes the- 
last word in tlie line, which, in the^ 
negligence of prose, would be so; it 
must then be granted, tliat rhyme has^ 
all the advant^eSsOf prose— brides iu, 


in writing prose it is hardly to be 
avoided.” Here again, it is hardly 
indeed worth while to remark, is 
another mistake; Marlow and .'•evcral 
other dramatists having used blank 
verse (but how inferior to the divine 
man’s!) before Shakspoare. Coleridge 
somewhere quotes a verse or two foiin- 
ing itself in prose composition as a 
rarity and a fault; but, though it had 
better perhaps be avoided, and thpugh 
its. frequent recurrence would be of- 


own. 

“ Glorious John” (who must have- 
been laughing' in his sleeve) then 
declares, that the “excellence am^ 
dignity of it were never fully known 
till Mr Waller taught it; ” that it Was. 
afterwards “ followed in the epic by 
Sir John Denham, in his ‘Cooper’s 
Hill,* a poem which Jiour lordship, 
knows, for the majesty of the style,, 
is, and ever will be, the exact stand-^ 
ard of good writing;” and thakwn 
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are acknowledging for the noblest 
use of it to Sir William D’Avenant, 
who .at once brought it upon the 
Stage, and made it perfect in the Siege 
of modes!" 

Having thus earned things all his 
own way, he triumphantly declares; 
that the advantages which rhyme 
has over blank verse are so many, 
that “it -were lost time to name 
them.” And tiien, with fj*csh vigour, 
he sets himself to name some of the 
chief—-and first, tliat one illustrated 
by Sir Philip Sidney in his “ Defence 
of Poesy," “ the help dt brings to 
memory, which rhyme so Units up 
by the affinity of sound, tliat by re¬ 
numbering the last word in one line, 

often call to mind both the verses.” 
Then, in the quickness of repartees 
(which in discoursive scenes fall very 
often) it has, he says, so particular a 
grace, and is so syitly united to them, 
that the sudden smartness of the 
answer, and tlio exactness of tlie 
rhyme, set off the beauty of each 
other. 

But its greatest benefit of all, accord¬ 
ing to Dryden, is, that it bounds and 
circumscribes the faiK?^."* I’he great 
easiness ofJ)hink verso renders the poet 
too luxuriant; he is tcm]ttcd to say 
many things wdiich might be better 
omitted, or at least shut up in fewer 
words. But when the difficulty of arti¬ 
ficial rhyming is interposed; where the 
poet commonly confines his verse to 
Ids couplet, and must conthiiio that 
verse in such words that the rhyme 
shall naturally follow them, not they 
the rhyme, the fancy then gives 
leisure to the judgment to come in ; 
which, seeing so heavy a task impos¬ 
ed, is ready to cut off all unnecessary 
expenses. And this furnishes a com¬ 
plete answer, he maintains, to the 
ordinary objection, that rhyme is only 
an embi'oidery of verse? to make that 
which is ordinary in itself pass for 
excellent with less examination. For 
that which most regulates the fancy, 
and gives the judgment its busiest em¬ 
ployment, is like to bring forth the 
richest and clearest thoughts. The 
poet examines. that most which he 
produces with tiie greatest leisure, 
aud whirl! he knows must ]iass the 
severest teat (»f the audience, be¬ 
cause they are aptost to have it 
ever in the memory. In conclusion, 


he winds up skBftdly by applying 
ail he has ^said to “ a fit subject’*^ 
that is, an Heroic Play. For neither 
must the argument alone, but the cha¬ 
racters and persons, be great and no¬ 
ble, otherwise rhymed verse would bo 
out of place, which, for the reasons 
assigned, is manifestly suited for the 
utterance of lofty sentiments, and for 
occasions of djgnity and importance. 
Heroic Plays were then hU the rage, 
and Dryden was meditating to enter 
on that career which for many years 
occupied his* genius, not essentially 
^amatic, to the exclusion of other 
kinds of poetry in wliicli ho afterwai'ds 
excelled all c(nnpetitors. 

Sir llobext Howard’s Heroic Play, 
.the “ Indian Queen," “ part of which 
was written by ])rydcn,” and the 
whole revised and corroctod no doubt, 
ospeiiially in the article of versifica¬ 
tion, was acted in 16C4 with great 
applause. “ It presented,” says Sir 
Walter, “ battles and sacrifices on the 
stage, aerial demons singing in the 
air, and tlie god of dreams ascending 
through a trap, the least of which has 
often saved a worse iMgedy.” Eve¬ 
lyn, in his Memoirs, has recorded, 
that the scenes were the richest ever 
seen in England, or 'perhaps else¬ 
where, upon n public stage, Dryden, 
b}’^ its rcccqition, was encouraged to 
engraft on it another drama called 
the “ Indian Emperor a contiiina- 
tion of the tale—which had the most 
ample success, and, till a revolution in 
the public taste, retained x>osses8ion 
of the stage. Soon after its publica¬ 
tion, Sir Kobert Howard, in a peevish 
Preface to some plays of his, chose to 
answer what Dryden liad saiclin behalf 
of verse in liis Epistle Dedicatory to 
liis llival Ladies,*' and not only 
without any mention of his name, but 
without any allusion to the “ Indian 
Emperor,” while he bestowed the 
most extravagant eulogies on the 
heroic plays of my Lord of Orrery— 
“ in w^hose verse the greatness of the 
majesty seems unsullied with the 
cares, and the inimitable fancy de¬ 
scends to us in such easy expressions, 
that they seem as if neither had ever 
been added to the other, but both to¬ 
gether flowing from a height, like 
birds so high that use no balancing 
wings, but only with an easy care 
preserve a steadiness, in motion. 
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^al this, particular happiness among 
those multitudes which that excel¬ 
lent person is an owner of, does not 
convince my reason^ but employ my 
wonder; yet I am glad that such 
Verse has been written for the stage, 
•since it has so ha])pily exceeded those 
whom wo seemed to imitate. But 
while I give these arguments against 
verse, I may seem faulty that 1 have 
not only written ill ones, but written 
any; but since it was the tasliion, I 
was resolved, as in all indi^erent 
tilings, not to appeal* aingulai*—the 
danger of the vanity being greater 
than the error; and therefore 1 fol¬ 
lowed it as a fashion, tliough very 
far oft’.” Sir Robert appears to have 
been in the sulks, for some cause not 
now known, with his great brother- 
in-law ; and was pleased to punish 
him by thus publicly iirctending igno¬ 
rance of Ids existence as an heroic 
play-wright. Yet the “ Annus Mira- 
biiis” was about this time dedicated 
td Sir Robert; and only about a year 
before, John had had a helping liand 
with the Indian Queen.” My Lord of 
Orrery must have been a proud man to 
have ids gouty toe so fervently kissed 
by the jealous rivals. “ The muses,” 
Dryden had said in his dedication to 
that nobleman, “have seldom employ¬ 
ed your thoughts but when sbine violent 
lit of the gout has snatched you from 
affairs of state; and, like tlie priesti^ss 
of Apollo, you never coinc to deliver 
your oracles but unwilliugly and in 
torments. So we are. obliged to your 
lordship’s misery for our delight. You 
treat us with the cruel j)Ieasnrc of a 
Turkish triumph, where those wlio 
cut and wound their bodies, sing >song3 
of victory as tliey pass, and divert 
otlicrs with their own sufteriiigs. 
Other men endure their diseases— 
your lordship only can enjoy them.” 
Dryden, however, was not disposed 
to stomach Sir Robert’s supercilious 
silence, and took a noble revenge in 
his “ Essay on Dramatic Poesy.” 

This celebrated Essay was first pub¬ 
lished at the close of 1668; and the 
writing of it, Dryden tells us, in a 
dedication, many years afterwards, to 
the Earl of Dorset, “ served as an 
amusement to me in the country, when 
the violence of the last plague had 
driven me from the town. Seeing, 
then, our theatres shut up, I was en¬ 


gaged in these kind of thoughts with 
the same delight with which men 
think upon their absent mistresses,” 
It is in the foim of dialogue; under 
the feigned aj)pclIations of Lisideius, 
Crites, Eugeniiis, and Neander, the 
speakers are Sir Charles Scdicy, Sir 
Robert Howard, Lord Blickliurst, and 
Dryden. Nothing can exceed the 
grace with which tiio dialogue is con¬ 
ducted—the choice of scene is most 
happy—and the description of it in 
the highest degree striking and poet- 

i(;al. 

• 

It was that memorable day, in the 
first summer of the late war, when our 
navy engaged the Dutch; a day wherein 
the two most mighty and best appointed 
fleets which any age had ever seen, dis¬ 
puted the command of the greater half 
of the globe, the commerce of nations, 
and the riches of the universe. While 
these vast floating bodies, on either side, 
moved against each other in parallel 
lines, and our countrymen, under the 
happy conduct of his KoyaL Highness, 
went breaking, little by little, into tho 
line of the enemies, tho noise of the 
cannon from both navies reached our 
ears ^bout the city; so. that all men 
being alarmed with it, and in a dreadi'ul 
suspense of the event whi^h they knew 
was then deciding, every one went fol¬ 
lowing the sound as his fancy led him; 
and leaving Ihe town alRiost empty, 
some took towards the Park, some cross 
the river, some down it, all secicing tho 
noise in the depth of silence. 

“ i\mongst the rest, it was the fortune 
of I’lugenius, Critc»s, Lisideius, and Nean- 
der, to be in company together; three 
of them persons whom their wit and 
quality have made known to all the 
town, and whom 1 have chose to hide 
under these borrowed names, that they 
may not suffer by so ill u narration^as I 
am going to make of their discourse. 

“ Taking, then, a barge, which a ser¬ 
vant of Lisit^ius had provided for them, 
they made haste to shoot the bridge, 
and left behind them that great fall of 
waters which hindered them from hear¬ 
ing what tliey desired; after which, 
having disengaged themselves from many, 
vessels which rode at anchor in the 
Thames, and almost blocked up the pas¬ 
sage tow'ards Greenwich, they ordered 
tlie watermen to let fall ^eir oars more 
gently; and then every one favouring his 
own curiosity with a strict silence, it 
was not long ere they perceived the air 
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to bre^k about them like the noise of 
^stant thunder, or of swallows in a chim¬ 
ney—those little undulations of sound, 
though almost vanishing before they 
reached them, yet still seeming to retain 
somewhat of their first horror which 
they had betwixt the ileets. After they 
Kajd attentively listened till such time as 
the sound, by little and little, went from 
them, Bugeiiius, lifting up his head, and 
taking notice of it, was the first who 
congratulated to the rest that happy 
omen of our nation's victory; adding, 
that we had but this to desire in confir¬ 
mation of it, that we might hear no more 
of that noise which was now leaving the 
English coast. When the rest had con¬ 
curred in the same opinion, Crites, a 
person of sharp judgment, and some¬ 
what too delicate a taste in wit, which 
the world hath mistaken in him for ill- 
Uature, said, smiling to us, that if the 
conoernraent of this battle had not been 
BO exceeding groat, be could scarce have 
wished the victory at the price he knew 
he must pay for it, in being subject to 
the readin|f and hearing of so many ill 
verses as he was sure would be made on 
that subject; adding, that no argument 
could 'scape some of these eternal 
Hiymers, who^ watch a battle with jnofe 
diligence than the ruveus and birds of 
pf^y, and th^worst of tliein surest to be 
first in upon the quarry; while the bet¬ 
ter able, either out of modesty writ not 
at all, or setfthat due value upon their 
poems, as to let them be often desired 
and long expected. There are some cf 
those impertinent people of whom you 
speak, answered Lisideius, who, to my 
knowledge, are already so provided 
either way, that they can produce not 
only a panegyric upon the victory, but, 
if need be, a funeral elegy upon the 
Duke, wherein, after they have crowned 
his valour with many laurels, they will 
at last deplore the odds under which he 
fell, concluding that his courage deserv¬ 
ed a better destiny. Ail the company 
smiled at the conceit of Lisideius; but 
Crites, more eager than before, began to 
make particular exceptions against some 
writers, and said the public magistrates 
ov^ht to send betimes to forbid them; 
and that it ctmeemed the peace and 
quiet of all honest people that ill jMiets 
should be as well sUeaced as se^tious 
preachers.” 

We may perhaps bare occasion, by 
and by, to notice other imptniant topics 
spirit^y and eloquently discussed by 
ttieso choice epirita in the barge; mean* 


while our business is With the argument, 
“ rhyme versus blank verse,” betwe^ 
Crites and Keander. Crites main¬ 
tains, sometimes in the very words, 
Sir Robert's views in the Preface to 
his plays, in which he had animad¬ 
verted on Dryden’s dedication to the 
“ Rival Ladies,” while Ncander com¬ 
bats them; and it may be observed, 
that the worthy Baronet is made to 
speak forcibly and well—much better 
indeed, on the whole, than he does in 
his oy^n preface. From beginning to 
end theie canifbt bo imagined a more 
fair and gentlemanly dialogue. But 
first, we cannot resist giving the very 
beautiful close. 

“ Neander was pursuing this discus¬ 
sion so eagerly, that Eugenius had called 
to him twice or thrice ere ho took notice 
that the barge stood still, and that they 
were at the foot of Somerset stairs, 
where they had appointed it to land. 
The company were all sorry to separate 
so soon, though a great part of the 
evening was already spent; and stood 
awhile looking back on the water, upon 
which the moonbeams played, and made 
it appear like fioating quicksilver. At 
last they wont up tlirough a crowd of 
French people, who were merrily dan¬ 
cing in the open air, and nothing con¬ 
cerned fur the noise of guns which had 
alarmed the town that afternoon. Walk - 
ing three together to the Piazza, they 
parted there; EUgenius and Lisideius 
to some pleasant appointment they had 
made, Crites and Neander to their se¬ 
veral lodgings.” 

But now to the argument. Crites, 
who is not more long-winded than 
may be pemitted to a polite proser, 
at least on the Thames of a summer 
evening, somewhat condensed, rea- 
soneth thus. 

A play being the imitation of na¬ 
ture, didogue is there presented as 
the effect of sudden thought; and 
since no man without premeditation 
speaks in rhyme, neither ought he to 
do it on the stage. The fancy may 
be elevated to a higher pitch of thought 
than it is in ordinary discourse, for 
men of excellent and quick parts may 
speak noble things extem^re; but 
surely not when fettered with rhyme, 
for what more unnatural than to pr^ 
sent the most free way of speaking in 
that which is the most constrained ? 
The Gredt tragediansi therefore, wrote 
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in iambics, the kind of verse nearest 
to prose, which with us is blank 
verse. 

The champions of rhyme say that 
the quickness of repartees receives an 
ornament from it in argumentative 
scenes. But do men not only light 
on a sadden upon the wit but the 
rhyme too ? Then must they be born 
poets. If they do not seem in the 
dialogue to make rhymes whether they 
will or no, it will look rather like the 
design of two than the answer pf one 
—as if your actors hold intelligence 
together, and perform their tricks 
like fortune - tellers by coufedera- 
cy. The hand of art will be too 
visible. ^feither is it any answer 
to say that, however you manage 
it, ’tis still known to be a play; for a 
play is still an imitation of nature, 
and one can be deceived only with a 
probability of truth. The miud of 
man docs naturally tend to truth, and 
the nearer any thing comes to the imi¬ 
tation of it, the more readily will the 
imagination believe. 

Rhyme, it is said, circumscribes a 
quick and luxuriant fancy, which 
would extend itself too far on every 
subject, did not the labour which is 
required to well-turned and polished 
rhyme set bounds to it. But he who 
wants judgment to confine his fancy 
in blank verse, may want it as much 
in rhyme; and he who has it will 
avoid errors in both kinds. Latin 
verse was as great a confinement to 
the imagination as rhyme; yet Ovid’s 
fancy was not limited by it, and 
Virgil needed it not to bind his. In 
our own language, Ben Jonson con¬ 
fined himself to what ought to be 
said, even in the liberty of blank 
verse; and Corneille, the most judi¬ 
cious of the French poets, is still 
varying the same seuse a hundred 
ways, and dwelling eternally on the 
same suli^ect, though confined by 
rhyme. 

Sneh is the substance of Crites’ an¬ 
swer to Dryden’fl Defence of Rhyme; 
and Neander, before replying, begs 
it to be understood that he excludes 
all comedy from his defence, and 
that ho does not deny that blank 
varse be also used; but he ksserts 
that, in prions Flays, where the sub¬ 
ject and (^aracters are great, and the 
plot uxmusted with mirth, which might 


allay or divert those concernments 
which are produced, rhyme Is thei-e 
as natural, and more effective, than 
blank verse—for whatother conditions, 
he asks, ai'e requbed to make rhyme 
natural in itself, besides an election 
of apt words, and a right disposition 
of them? The due choice of your 
words expresses your sense naturally, 
and the due placing them adapts the 
rhyme to it. If both the words and 
rhyme be apt, one verse cannot be made 
merely for sake of the other, as C rites 
had urged; for supposing there be a 
dependence of sense betwixt the first 
lino and the second, then, in the natural 
position of the words, the latter line 
must of necessity flow from the former: 
and if there be no dependence, yet still 
the due ordering of words makes the 
last line as natural in itself as the 
other. A good poet, he affirms, never 
establishes the first line till he has 
sought out such a rhyme as may fit the 
verse, already prepared to heighten the 
second. Many times the close of the 
sense falls into the tniddle of the next 
verso, or fui’ther off; and he may 
often avail himself of the same advan¬ 
tages- in English which Vbgil had in 
Latin—he may break off in the hemi¬ 
stich, and begin another Ifoc. The not 
observing these two last things, makes 
plays which are writ in verse so tedi¬ 
ous ; for though most commonly the 
sense is to be confined to the couplet, 
yet nothing that does run in the same 
channel can please always. ’Tis like 
the murmuring of a stream, which, 
not varying in the fall, causes at first 
attention, at last drowsiness. Variety 
of cadence is the best rule, the greatest 
help to the actor and refreshment of 
the audience. 

If, tlicn, verse may be made natu¬ 
ral in itself, how becomes it unnatural 
in a play ? The stage, you say, is the 
representatien of nature, and no mau 
in ordinary conversation speaks in 
rhyme. True; but neither does he in 
blank verse. All the difference be¬ 
tween them, when they are both gopd, 
is the sound in one which the other 
wants; and if so, the sweetness of it, 
and other advantages, handled in the 
Preface to the “ Rival Ladies,^’ all 
stand good. * 

The dialogue of plays, you say, 
is presented as the effect of sudden 
thought; but that no man speaks ea;- 
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tempore in rhyme, whicli canuot there¬ 
fore be proper in dramatic poesy, un¬ 
less we could suppose all men born so 
much more than poets. But it must 
not be forgotten tliat the question 
regards the nature of a Serious Play, 
whicli is indeed tlic representation 
of nature, but nature wrought up 
to an high pitch. The plot, the 
characters, the wit, the passions, the 
descrijjtions, are all exalted above the 
level of comnion converse, as high as 
the imagination of the poet can carry 
them, with proportion to verisimility. 
Tragedy is wont to image to us the 
minds and fortunes of noble persons; 
and to portray these exactly, heroic 
rhyme is nearest nature, as being the 
noblest kind of modern verse. Verse, 
it is true, is not the effect of sudden 
thought; but this hinders not tliat 
sudden lliought may be represented 
in vej'so, since these thoughts are 
such as must be higher than nature 
can raise them witliout premeditation, 
especially to a continuance of them, 
even out of verse ; and consequently 
you cannot imagine them to have been 
sudden, citlier in the poet or the 
actors. A play to be like nature is 
to be set above it; as statues which 
are placed bn high arc made greater 
thau the life, that they may descend 
to the sight in their just proportion. 

But rhyme, it has been argued, ap¬ 
pears most unnatural in repartees or 
short replies, when ho who answ^ers 
(it being presumed ho knew not what 
the other would say, yet) makes up 
that part of the verse wdiicli was left 
incomplete, and supplies both the 
sound and tlie measure of it. This, ’tis 
said, looks rather like the confederacy 
of two than the answer of one. But 
sufipose the repartee were made in 
blank verse, is not the measure as 
often supplied there as in rhyme ?— 
the latter half of the temistich as 
commonly made up, or a second line 
subjoined, as a reply to the former? 
But suppose it allowed to look likes a 
confederacy. What more beautiful 
than a well-contrived dance? You 
see there the united design of many 
persons to make up one figure: al'ter 
they have sepai*ated themselves in 
many petty divisions, they rejoin one 
by 01 ^ into a gi'oiij#; the confederacy 
is plain' among them, for chance could 
never produce any thing so beautiful, 


and yet there is nothing in it that 
shocks your sight. True, then, the hand 
of wit appears in repartee, as it must 
in all kinds of verse. When, with the 
quiet and poignant brevity of it, there 
mingles the cadency and sweetness of 
verse—the soul of the hearer has 
nothing more to desire.” 

Rhyme was said by its defender to 
bo a help to the poet’s judgment, by 
putting bounds to a wild overflowing 
fancy. And it was answered by the 
admirer of blank verse, that he who 
wants judgment in the liberty of his 
poesy, may as well show the defect of 
it when lie is confined to verse; for 
he who has judgment Avill avoid errors, 
and he who has it not will commit 
them in all kind of writing. Granted 
that he who has judgment so pro¬ 
found, strong, and iufalliblc that he 
needs no help to keep it always poised 
and right, will commit no faults in 
rliymc or out of it. But where is that 
judgment to be found ? Take it, there¬ 
fore, as it Ls found in the best poets, 
.Judgment is intlced the master work¬ 
man in a play; but he requires many 
subordinate hands, many tools to his 
assistance, and liiyine is one of them 
—it is a rule and line by which he 
k(*(‘p.s Ills building compact and even, 
which otherwise lawless imagination 
-would raise loosely and irregularly— 
it is, in short, a slow and painful bnt 
the surest kiiul of working. Second 
thoughts being usually the best, as 
receiving the maturest digestion from 
judgment", and the last and most ma¬ 
ture product of these thoughts being 
artful and laboured verse, it may well 
be inferred that verse is a gi*eat help 
to a luxuriant fancy, and that is what 
the argument opposed was to evince. 
Sir Robert, tliougb always made to 
speak well in the Dialogue, was yet 
made to speak on the losing side ; and 
. in an address to the reader, prefixed 
to “ The Great Favourite, or the Duke 
of Lerma,” a tragedy published soon 
after, having, by way of retaliation, 
sliarply criticised some of Neaiidcr’s 
dogmas about the drama, brought 
down on himself a cool but cutting 
castigation—more severe thau was 
merited by so small an offence. His 
retort; in as far as the question 
rhyme or blank verse is concerned* 
was, however, to say the best of it* 
very feeble. “ I cannot, therefore, but 
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beg leave of the reader to take a little 
notice of the great pains the author 
of an Essay of Dramatic Poetry has 
taken to prove ihyme as natural in a 
Serious Play, and raoro effectual, than 
IbJank verse: Thus h(5 states the ques¬ 
tion, but pursues tliat which ho calls 
natural in a wrong application; for 
’tis not the question, whether rhyme 
or not rhyme be best or most natural 
for a grave or serious subject; but 
what is nearest the nature of that 
which it presents. Now, after all 
the endeavours of that ingenious ])er- 
801 ), a play will still be supposed to 
be a comijosition of several persons 
speaking extempore^ and it is as cer¬ 
tain, that good verses are the hardest 
things that can be imagiue(i to be 
so spoken; so that if any will be 
pleased to impose the rule of measur¬ 
ing things to be the best by being 
nearest to nature, it is proved, by 
conse(|uencc, that which is most i*c- 
niote from the thing supposed, must 
needs be most improper; and there¬ 
fore I may justly say, that both T and 
the question were e(iua]ly mistaken, 
for I do ow'ii, 1 had rather read good 
verses than either blank verse or 
prose, and therefore the autlior did 
himself injury, if he like verse so well 
in plays, to lay down rules and raise 
arguments only unanswerable against 
himself.” 

Wo had rather that Dry den should 
answer this than we; for much of it 
eludcis our comprehension. In his 
‘‘ Defence of the Essay on Dramatic 
Poesy” he replies thus:—“A play will 
still be supposed to be a conqiosition of 
several persons speaking extempore,” 
quoth Sir Robert; “I must move 
leave to dissent from his opinion,” re¬ 
quoth John ; “ for if 1 am not deceiv¬ 
ed, a play is supposed to be the work 
of the poet, imitating or representing 
the conversation of several persons; 
and this I think to be as clear as he 
thinks the contrary.” There ho lias 
the baronet on the hip; and giyes him 
a throw. He then makes bold to 
prove this paradox—that one great 
reason why prose is not to be used in 
Serious Plays is, “ because it is too 
near the nature of converse.” Thus, 
in “ Bai'tholomew Fair,” or the lowest 
kind of comedy, where he was not 
to go out of prose, Ben dpes yet so 
raise his matter, in that prose, as to 


render it delightful, which he could 
never have performed had he only 
said or done those very things that 
are daily spoken or practised in the 
fair; for then the fair itself would be 
as full of pleasure to an enquiring per¬ 
son as the play, which we manifestly 
see it is not. “ But he hath made an 
excellent lazar of it. The copy is of 
price, though the original be vile.” 
Even in the lowest prose comedy, 
then, the matter and the wording 
must be lifted out of nature—as we 
should now say, idealized. In “Cati¬ 
line ” and “ Sejanus” again, where the 
argument is great, Ben sometimes as¬ 
cends into rhyme; and had his genius 
been proper for rhyme—which Dry- 
den more than once asserts it was 
not—“ it is probable he would have 
adorned those subjects with that kind 
of writing. Thus prose,” he finely 
says, “ though the rightful prince, yet* 
is by common consent deposed as 
too weak for the government of Serious 
Plays; and he failing, tlierc now start 
up two competitors, one the nearer 
ill blood, which is blank verse; the 
other more lit for the ends of govern- 
niciit, which is rhymo^ Blank verse 
is, indeed, the nearer prose, but he is 
blemished with the weakness of his 
predecessor. Rhyme (for I will deal 
dearly) has somewhat of the usurper 
in him ; but ho is brave and generous, 
and his dominion pleasing.” 

It was then, “ for the reason of de¬ 
light,” that the ancients wrote all 
their tragedies in verse—and not in 
prose; because it was most remote 
from conversation. Rhyme had not then 
been invented. But again he reminds 
his adversary, that it seems to have 
been adopted by the general consent 
of poets in all modern languages—and 
that almost all their Serious Plays are 
written in it, which, though it be no 
demonstration that therefore they 
ought to be so, yet at least the prac¬ 
tice first, and the continuation of it, 
shows that it attained the end, which 
was to please. It is thus that Dry- 
den deals with Sir Robert, as if blank 
verse in Serious Plays had not a leg 
to stand on. Yet throughout he pre¬ 
serves a wonderful air of candour and 
moderation, as most becoming the 
victorious champion of rhyme. As, 
for example, where he allows that, 
whether it be natural or not in plays. 
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is a problem not demonstrable on 
either side* But in reference to Sir 
Kobort^s acknowledgment, that he had 
rather read good verse than prose, he 
adds triumphantly, “ that is enough 
for me; for if all the enemies of verse 
"will confess as much, I shall not need 
to prove that it is natural. I am sa¬ 
tisfied if it cause delight; for delight 
is the chief, if not the only end of 
poesy; instruction can bo admitted 
but in the second place, for ppesy only 
instructs as it delights. It is true, 
that to imitate well is a poet’s work ; 
but to affect the soul, and to excite 
the passions, and, above all, to move 
admiration, (which is the delight of 
Serious Plays,) abare imitation will not 
serve. The converse, therefore, which 
a poet is to imitate, must be heightened 
with all the arts and ornaments of 
poesy; and must be such as, strictly 
• considered, could never be supposed 
spohen by any without premedita¬ 
tion." 

In bis various argument in defence 
of the use of rhyme on the stage, Dry- 
den, wo have seen, always speaks of 
its peculiar adaptation to “ Serious 
Plays,” dr “ HaroicPlays.” In an essay 
thereon, prefixed to the “ Conquest 
of Grenada;" in the pride of success 
he says, “ whether heroic verse ought 
to be admitted into Serious Plays, is 
not now to be disputed.” And he 
again takes up the obstinate objection 
to rhyme, which ho had not yet, it 
seems, battered to death, that it is 
not so near conversation as prose, 
and therefore not so natural. But it 
is very clear to all who understand 
poetry, that Serious Plays ought not 
to imitate conversation too nearly. 
If nothing were to be traced above 
that level, the foundation of poetry 
would be destroyed. Once grant that 
thoughts may be exalted, and that; 
images and actions be raised 
above the life, and described in mea¬ 
sure without rhyme, and that leads 
you insensibly from your principles; 
admit some latitude, and having for¬ 
saken the imitation of ordinary con¬ 
verse, where are you no#? “ You 
are gone beyond it, and to continue 
where you are, is to lodge in the open 
fields between two inns." You have 
lost that which jou call natural, and 
have not acquired flie last perfection 
of art. It was only custom, ^ says, 


which cozened us so long; we thought 
because Shakspeare and Fletcher 
went no farther, that there the pil¬ 
lars of poetry were to be erect^; 
that because they excellently describ¬ 
ed passion without rhyme, therefore 
rhyme was not capable of describing 
it. But time has since convinced most 
men of that error''' 

What, then; according to Dryden’s 
idea of it, was a serious or heroic 
play ? An heroic play, he says, ought 
to be an imitation, in little, of an 
heroic poem; and, consequently, Love 
and Valour ought to be the subject of 
it. D’Avenant’s astonishing Siege 
of Rhodes ”—formerly declared to be 
the beau-ideal of an heroic play—was 
after all, it seems, wanting in fulness 
of plot, variety of character, and even 
beauty of style. Above all, it was 
not sufilciently great aud majestic. 
He knew not, honest man, that, in a 
true heroic play, yon ought to draw- 
all tilings as far above the ordinary 
proportion of the stage, as that is be¬ 
yond the common words and actions of 
human life. The play that imitates 
mere nature as she walks in this 
world, may be written in suitable 
language; but, as in epic poetry all 
poets have agreed that we shall behold 
the highest pattern of human life, sb 
in the heroic play, modelled by the 
rules of an heroic poem, we must be 
shown only coiTespondent characters. 
Gods and spirits, too, are privileged 
to appear on such a stage, and so are 
drums and trumpets. But Dryden 
himself denies that he was the first 
to introduce representations of battles 
on the English stage, Shakspeare 
having set him the example; while 
Jonson, though he shows no battle, 
lets you hear in “ CatUine,” from be¬ 
hind the scenes, the shouts of fighting 
armies. Warlike instruments, and 
some fighting on the stage, are indeed 
necessary to produce the effects of a 
heroic play. They help the imagina¬ 
tion to gain absolute dominion ovw 
the mind of an audience. 

Were we to believe Dryden, his 
heroic plays were dramatic imitations 
of such e^ic poems as the Iliad 
and the .^neid. And he has the 
brazen-faced assurance to say, that 
the first image he had of Almonzbr, in 
the Conquest of Grenada,” was 
the Achilles of Homer I Tto ne&l 



1S45.J ^^ecimem of tho Brittfh Critici, 143 


from Tasso s Binaldo, and the third— 
rinum teneatis aviid^from the A rtaban 
of Monsieur Calprcaiede! Unquestion¬ 
ably our English heroic plays were 
borrowed from the French—as these 
Vere the legitimate oifspring of the 
dramas of Calpranede and Scudcri. 
But Dryden’s compositions are un¬ 
paralleled in any literature. Nature 
is systematically outraged in one and 
all—from beginning to end. Never 
was such mouthing seen and heard 
beneath moon and stars. Through 
the whole range of rant he rages like 
a man inspired. He is the emperor 
of bombast. Yet these plays contain 
many passages of powerful declama¬ 
tion—not a few of high eloquence; 
some that in their argumentative am¬ 
plitude, if they do not reach, border 
on the sublime- Nor are their want¬ 
ing outbreaks of genuine passion 
among the utmost extravagances of 
false sentiment—when momentarily 
heroes and heTOines warm into men 
and women, and for a few sentences 
confabulate like flesh and blood. 

But it is with Dryden as a critic, 
not as a poet, that we have now lO 
do; and we have said these few words 
about his heroic plays only in con¬ 
nexion with our account of his argu¬ 
ment in support of his doctrine with 
regard to heroic verse in rhyme. That 
blank verse is better adapted than 
any other for the drama, has been 
settled by Shakspeare. But though 
Dryden has driven his argument too 
far, till his doctrine, as he promul¬ 
gates it, becomes untenable, as little 
do we doubt that he lias made good 
this position, that there may be good 
plays in rhyme. His heroic plays are 
bad, not because they are in rhyme, 
but because they are absurd; the 
rhyme is their chief merit; ’tis not 
possible to dream what they had been 
in blank verse. True, that “ All fot 
Love ” and “ Don J^bastian ” are 
in blank verse, and may be said, after 
a fashion, to be fine plays. . But they 
are constructed on rational principles, 
and in them he was doing his best to 
write like Shakspeare, What reason 
is there for believing that those plays, 
in many respects excellent, are the 
better for not being in rhyme ? None 
whatever. Rhyme, in our opinion, 
would have given them both a superior 
Cham. In his heroic jdays^ it often 


carries us along with absurdities which 
we know not whether we should call 
tame or wild; it gives w air of ori¬ 
ginality to trivial coimnonplaces; 
it embellishes what is vigorous, and 
invigorates what is beautiful; and 
among events and characters alike 
unnatural, its music sustains our flag¬ 
ging interest, and enables us to read 
on. There can be no doubt, that in 
representations on the stage, the same 
cause must have been most effective 
on audiences accustomed to that kind 
of pleasure, and who delighted.in 
rhyme, to them at once a necessary 
and a luxury of life. “ Aurengtebe,” 
the last of his rhyming plays, is, tb 
our nund, little if at all inferior tO 
“ All for Love,” or ‘‘ Don Sebastian;" 
and we know tliat it was most suc¬ 
cessful on the stage. 

Sir Walter says, “ that during the 
space which occurred between the 
writing of the ‘Conquest of Grenada,’ 
and ‘ Aurengzebe,’ Dryden’s re¬ 
searches into the nature and causes of 
harmony of versification, led him to 
conclude that the Drama ought to be 
emancipated from the fetters of rhyme 
—and that the periisal of Shakspeare, 
on whom Dryden had now turned his 
attention, led him to fee? that some¬ 
thing further might be attained in 
tragedy than tlie expression of exag¬ 
gerated sentiment in smooth verse, 
and that the scene ought to repre¬ 
sent, not a fanciful set of agents exert¬ 
ing their superhuman faculties in a 
fairyland of the poet’s own creation, 
but human characters acting from the 
direct and energetic influence of hu¬ 
man passions, with whose emotions 
the audience might sympathize, be¬ 
cause akin to the feelings of their own 
hearts. When Dryden had once dis¬ 
covered that fear and pity were more 
likely to be excited by other causes 
than the logic of metaphysical love, 
or the dictates of fantastic honour, be 
must have found that rhyme sounded 
as unnatural in the dialogue of cha¬ 
racters drawn upon the usual scale of 
humanity, as the plate and mail of 
chivalry v%uld have appeared on the 
persons of the actors.” All this is 
finely said; but does it not assume 
the point in question ? Dryden may 
have learned at last froth the study of 
Shakspeare, (in whom, however, he 
Iras well read many years before, as 
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witness his Essay on Dramatic Poasy,) 
that “something further might be 
attained in tragedy tlian the expres¬ 
sion of exaggerated sentiment in 
smooth verse.” But we do not see 
the necessity of the inference, “ that 
rhyme sounded unnatural in the dia¬ 
logue of characters draAvn upon tlte 
usual scale of humanity.” Is rhyme 
self-evidently unnatural in the expres¬ 
sion, in verse, of strong and deep 
human passion? To that question, 
put thus generally, the right answer 
is—so. And is it, then, necessai'ily 
unnatural in the drama? 

Like all great powers, that of rhyme 
is a secret past finding out. In itself 
a mere barbarous jiuglc, it yet gives 
perfection to speech. The mimic of 
versification has endless varieties of 
measures, and rhyme lends enchant¬ 
ment to them all. Not an alfertioii, 
emotion, or passion of the soul that 
may not be soothed by its syllablings, 
enkindled, or raised to rapture. Pity 
and terror, joy and grief, love and 
devotion, are all alike sensible of its 
influence; as the sweet similarities 
keep echoing through some artful 
strain, that all the while is thought by 
them who listen to come in simplicity 
from the • iinprcnieditatiug heart. 
Songs, hymns, elegies, epicedia, 
epitlialamia — rhyme rules alike all 
the shadowy tribes. The triumphant 
ode—the penitential ])salm—wisdom’s 
moral lesson—the philosophic strain 
“that vindicates the ways of God to 
man;” such is the range of rhyme, 
down all the depths of the pathetic, 
up all the heights of the sublime. 
It is yet unlimited. Where shall we 
find its bounds ? Let us try. 

In the Epos, the poet in per- 
floa is the rclatcr. But he hides his 
own personality in that of the Muse 
he invokes; and offers himself to Ins 
auditors as tlio Voice ofly by which 
she speaks. She, the Muse, is thought 
to be throughout a faithful recorder; 
for she is supposed to have access to 
know all; and however marv^ellous 
may be tlie narrations, they ai*e ac¬ 
cepted with undoubting faith. Since 
she speaks, or rather sings, and the 
auditor only listens, the eommontist 
and the most uncommon events ai‘o, 
in one respect, upon an even footing. 
J-'or the hearer must picture them 
for himself. All are alike acted 


absent from the senses, and before 
the imagination alone. Heuce the 
Epic Poet has an extraordinary' 
fiicility afforded him for introducing 
into his w'ork that order of represen¬ 
tation which is called the marvellous. 
For it is just as easy to the hearer to 
set before his fancy a giant or a 
pigmy, as a man ; the one-eyed mon¬ 
ster Polyphemus, as the beautiful, 
the graceful, the swift, the strong, 
the sublime, the terrible AchlUcs. It 
is Just as ea.^ for him to transport 
himself in fancy to the summit of 
Olympus, to tlje palace of Jupiter, 
and to the Council or to the Banquet 
of the. Gods, or to the deep sea-cavos 
where Tlietis sits wdtli her companion 
nymphs in the hall of her father, the 
sea-god Nereus—as it is to remove 
himself from the festal hall, AAdierc the 
poet is singing to him and to the 
other guests, away to the camp of the 
Greeks, or to the court of Priam, or 
to the bower of Andromache. He has 
no more difficulty to think of Minerva 
darting, in tlic likeness of a haivk, 
from the snoAvy crest of Olympus to 
tlie shore of the Hellespont—or to 
imagine the Thunderer in liis celestial 
car, lashing on his golden-maned 
steeds that pace the clouds and tljo 
air, and waft him at the speed almost 
of a wish from the unfolding portals 
of heaven to the summit of Mount Ida 
—than when he is called upon, in the 
midst of some totally different scene, 
to figure to himself a mortal hero, 
AAdth Avaving crest, glitteriiig in polish¬ 
ed brass, advanoing erect in his war- 
chariot, hurling his lance that misses 
his foe; and in return transpierced by 
that of his antagonist, falling back¬ 
wards to the ground in his resounding 
arms, and groaning out his soul in the 
bloody dust. The truth is, that when 
yon are called upon to see and to hear 
tvkhln iJte rnind^ you rejoice in the 
capacities of seeing and hearing that 
are thus unfolded in you, infinitely sur¬ 
passing similar capacities which you 
possess in your bodily eye and car; 
and therefore the stronger the demands 
that are made, the more readily even 
do you comply with them; and in 
this way, in part, w^o must understand 
the character that is impressed upon 
the Iliad^ and the temper of mind in 
the hearer answering to the character. 
It is one of infinite Uberty. The mind 
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of the poet seems to be released from 
all bonds and from all bounds; and 
the temper in the hearer is the same. 
Another character, proper to Epic 
poetry, judging after its great model, 
ihe lliad~^\A universality. In the direct 
naiTative, we have gods and men, 
heaven, earth, sesff for scats of action 
—and, for a moment, a glimpse of 
hell. Recollect whilst the confiagratlou 
of war is raging, how the i>oct has 
found a moment, at the Seaman Gate, 
for the touching picture of an heroic 
father, a noble mother, and a babe 
in arms, scared at his father’s daz¬ 
zling and overshadowing helmet, 
who smiles, puts it from liis head 
upon tlie groimd, and lifts up the 
boy, with a prayer to Jove. Sa¬ 
crifices to the gods, games, fiine* 
ral rites, come in the course of the 
relation; and because the scene of 
the potmi is distracted with w'avfare, 
the great poet has found, in llu» Vul- 
canian acul|)tures on the shield of 
Achilles, place for images of peace— 
the labours of tlic husbandman ; the 
mirthful gatlioring in of the vintage 
with dance and song; tlic hj'meiieal 
pomp led along the streets. And in 
the similes, what lectures from ani¬ 
mal life and manners! And then 
our enchantment is hcightcMied Ity a 
prevailing duplication. Throughout, 
or nearly so, the transactions that arc 
presented in the natural, arc also pre¬ 
sented in the supernatural. Thus wc 
have earthly councils, heavenly coun¬ 
cils; warring men, wamng gods; 
kings of men, kings of gods; mortal 
husbands and wives, and sons and 
daughters; immortal Inisbands and 
wives, and sons and daugiiters. Pa¬ 
laces in heaven as on earth. Tlie sea, 
in a manner, triplicates. Terres¬ 
trial steeds—celestial steeds—marine 
steeds! The natural and snpeniatural 
are united—w^hen Achilles is half of 
mortal, half of immortal derivation; 
when heavenly coursers are yoked in 
the chariots of men; when Juno, foi- a 
moment, grants voice to the horse of 
Achilles; and the horse, whom Achil¬ 
les has unjustly reproved, answers 
prophesying the death of Aa hero. 

Why Ilonmer made the Iliad in 
hexameters, no man can tell; but hav¬ 
ing done so, he thereby constituted 
for ever tlie proper metre of Greek— 
and Latin—Epic poetry. But what a 


multitude of subjects^ how i\ ' 
from one another does that, an^\ 
other Epic poem, comprehend I \ 
to the hexameter I it suits then^ 
Now, in every Epic poem, and iii'^ 
more than in the Iliad, there \ 
many dramatic scenes. But in ^ ^ 
Greek tragic drama, the dialogue is 
mainly in iambics; for this reason, 
that iambics are naturally suited for 
the language of conversation. Be it 
so. Yet here in<tlic Epic, tfie dialogue 
is felt to oe as natural in hexameters 
as the heart of man can desire. Hear 
Agamemnon and Achilles. Cair to 
mind that colloquy in Pelides’ tent. 

Rhyme is unknown in (ircck; and 
it is of rhyme th&t w^o are treating, 
tliougli you may not see our drift. 
Prom Homer, then, pass on to Ariosto 
and Tasso. Tliey, too, are Epic poets 
who have charmed the world. Their 
poems may not have such a sweep as 
the Iliad, still their sweep is great. 
Rich in rhyme is their language— 
rich the stanza they delighted in—■ 
ottava rima, how-rich the name! Is 
rliyme unnatural from tlie lips of their 
peers and paladins? No—an iu- 
s])ircd speech. Is hexameter blank 
verse alone fit for themoutlis of Greek 
lierocs—eight-line stanzas of oft-re¬ 
curring rhymes for the mouths of 
Italian? Gentle shepherd, tell me 
wdiy. 

But the “Paradise Lost” is in 
blank verse. It is. The fallen angels 
siieak not in rhyme—nor Evo nor 
Adam. 8o Milton willed. But 
Dante’s Purgatory, and Hell, and 
Heaven, are in rhyme—ay, and in 
difficult rhyme, too— te7'za rirna. Yet 
the damned speak it naturally—so do 
the blessed. How dreadful from Ugo- 
lino, how beautiful fi-om Beatrice 1 

But the drama—the drama—the 
drama—is your cry—what say we to 
the drama'jj Listen, and you shall 
hear— 

The Tragic Drama rose at Athens. 
The splendid and inexhaustible my¬ 
thology of gods and heroes, which, 
had aiipplied the Epic Muse with the 
materials^of her magnificent relations, 
furnished the matter of a new species 
of poetry. A palace—or a templo— 
or a cave by the wild sea-shore, was 
painted; actors, representing by their 
attire, and thdr majestic demeanour, 
heroes and heroines of the old do- 
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.part^ world;-'nay, upon high occa- 
siosB^ celestial gods and goddesses— 
frda the Stage and spoke, in measur¬ 
ed redtation, before assembled tbou- 
aaads of spectators, seated In won¬ 
der and awe-stricken expectation. 
The (^ange to the poet in the manner 
of comninnicating with his hearers, 
altera the character of the composi¬ 
tion. The stage trodden by living feet, 
tbe scenery, voices from human 
tongues vdtying with all the changes 
of emotion, impassioned gestures, and 
events no longer spoken of, but trans¬ 
acted in presence, before tlie eyes of 
the audience, are elements full of 
power, that clakn for tragedy and im¬ 
pose upon it a character of its own. 
The heart is more interested, and 
the imagination less. Persons who 
accompany the whole business that i^ 
to be done, with speaking—a poem 
consisting of incessant dialogue—must 
disclose, with more precise and pro- 
founder discovery, the minds repre¬ 
sented as engaged. Motives are pro¬ 
duced and debated—•the sudden tiima 
of thought-^the violent fluctuations 
of the passions—the gentle variations 
of the feelings, appear. Time is given 
for this internal display—and a spe¬ 
cies of poetry arises, distinguished for 
the fulness and the decision with 
which the springs of action in the hu¬ 
man bosom are shown as breaking 
forth into, and determining, human ac¬ 
tion. Meanwhile, the means that are 
thus afforded to the poet of a more 
enei^otic representation, curb in him 
tbe flights of imagination. To repre¬ 
sent Neptune as at three strides from 
his seat on a mountain-top descend¬ 
ing the slope, that with all its woods 
quakes under the immortal feet, and 
as reaching at the fourth step his 
wave-covered palace—-this, which was 
easy between the epic poet and his 
hearer, becomes out of pl,^ce and im- 
posavblo for tragedy, simply because 
i\o actors and no stage can rjeipresent 
a god so stepping and tbe bills so trem-. 
bling. We know what the pathetically 
sublime litmnture was which the 
drama gave to Athens; how poets of 
profound and capacious spirits, who 
had looked into themselves—and, so 


enlightened, had observed human life 
—were abl^,by taking for their subjects 
the strongly portrayed characters and 
the stem situations of the old Greek 
fable, to unite in their lofty and im¬ 
pressive ^jscenea the truth of nature 
and the tender interests which endear 
our familiar homesj'^o the grandeur of 
heroic recollections, to the awe oi re¬ 
ligion, and to the pomp, the magnifl- 
cence, and the beauty of a gorgeous 
yet intellectual art. 

The Greek Tragic drama is from end 
to end in verse; and unavoidably, 
because ’tia a part of a splehdid re¬ 
ligions celebration. It is involved in 
the solemn pomp of a festival. There¬ 
fore it dons its own solemn festival 
robes. The musical form is'Sur key 
to the spirit. And in that varying 
musical form there are three degrees 
—first, the Iambic, nearest real speech 
—second, the Lyrical dialogue, far¬ 
ther off—third, the^ full Chorus— 
utmost removal. Pray, do not talk 
to uk of the naturalness of the lan¬ 
guage. You never heard the like 
spoken in all your days. Natural it 
was on that stage—and over the roof- 
less theatre the tutelary deities of ‘ 
Athens leant listening from the sky. 

The model, or law, or self of the 
English drama, is Shokspeare, 
cliaracter of his drama is, the imaging 
of nature. A foremost character^tic 
of nature is infinite and infinitely 
various production, expressing or inti¬ 
mating an indefatigably and inex¬ 
haustibly active spirit. But such a 
spirit of life, so acting and producing, 
Appears to us asa fountain, ever fresh¬ 
ly flowing from the very hand of God, 
All that Shakspeare’s drama images; 
and thus his art appears to us, as al¬ 
ways the highest art appears to us to 
be, a Divine thing. The musical 
forms of his language should answer; 
and they do. They are, first, prose; 
second, loose blank verse ■, third, tied 
blank verso; fourth, rhyme.* This 
unbounded variety of the muMcal 
form really seems to answer to the 
premised idea; seems ready to clothe 
infinite and infinitely varied intellec¬ 
tual produ«ion. Observe, we beseech 
you, what varieties of music! The 


The proB« e\en is, In its music, rude in ordinary folks—or arfftd, as in 
Hamlet s admiration of the world. * 
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rhyme—ay, the rhyme—has a dozen 
at least;—couplets—interlaced rhyme 
—single rhyme and double—ana- 
pests diverse lyrical measures. 
Observe, too, that speakers of all 
orders and cliaracters use all the&nns. 
Hamlet, Othello, Lear, Cdnolaniis, 
Lance, use prose0 Leontes and Ins 
little *^oy, Lear, Coriolanus, and his 
domestics — to say nothing of the 
Steward—Macbeth and his murder- 
lings, use blank verse. Even Falstaff, 
now and then, a verse. All, high 
and low, wise, meny, and sad, rjtyme. 
Fools, witches, fairies—we knpw not 
who else — use lyrical measures. 
Upon the whole, the uttermost —that 

is, the musical form—answers herein 
to the innermost spirit. The spirit, 
endlessly-varying, creates endlessly- 
varying musical form. The total cJia- 
racter is accordingly self-lawed, irre¬ 
pressible creation. 

Blank verse, then, is the predomi¬ 
nating musical form of Shakspearc’s 
comedies, histories, and tragedies. 
To such a degree as that all the 
other forms often slip from one’s re¬ 
collection ; and, to speak strictly, 
blank verse must be called the rule; 
while all other forms are diverse ex¬ 
ceptions. 

Only one comedy, the homely and 
English “ Merry Wives of Windsor,” 
has, for its mle, prose. Even lierc 
the two true lovers hold their few 
short colloquies in blank verse. And 
when the concluding fairy masque is 
toward, blank verse rages. Page and 
Ford catch it. The merry wife, Mrs 
Page, turns poetess to. describe and 
project the superstitions to be used. 
In the. fairy-scene Sir John himself, 
Sliakspe^e’s most dogged observer of 
prose, is quelled by the spirit of the 
hour, and rttymes. You would think 
that the soul of Shakspeare has been 
held chained through the play, and 
breaks loose for a moment ere ending 

it. All this being said, it may be 
asked:—“ Why is blank verse the 
ordinary musical form of Shakspeare’s 
Dramas ? ” And the obviqus answer 
appears to be:—“ Because it has a 
middle removedness or estfangemeni 
from the ordinary speech of men :— 
raising the language into imaginatibn, 
and yet not out of sympathy." 

Shakspeare and Sophocles agree 


in truth and strength, in life, pf^sion, 
and imagination. They differ 
wardly herein—Shakspeare founds^ 
the power of n^ure. Under his hand 
nature brings J^tb art. The Attie 
tragedy beginsiroin arf. Its firstcon- 
dition is order, since it is part Of a 
religious ceremphial. It rOsorts to 
nature, to quicken, strengthen, bear 
up arL Nature enters upon the Athe¬ 
nian stage, under a previous recogni ■ 
tion of art as dominant. 

From all that has bjsen now said— 
and it is more than we at first in¬ 
tended to say—this conclusion fol¬ 
lows, that there may be English 
rhymed dramas, j. There are SVench, 
Spanish, Portuguese, Italian ones— 
and fine ones too; and nothing in 
nature forbids that there may be 
infinitely finer. That which univer¬ 
sally affects off the stage, in all 
kinds of poetiy, would, in the work 
of a great master, affect on it. 
The delusion of the theatre over¬ 
comes far greater difficulties carried 
with us thither in the constitution of 
our habitual life, thajin-the use of 
rhyme by the visionary beings in the 
mimic scene. Beyond all doubt 
there might arise in rhyme a most 
beautiful romantic drama. Unreal 
infused into real, turns real at once 
into poetry. But this is of all de¬ 
grees. In the lowest prose of life 
there is an infusion which we over¬ 
look. We should drop down dead 
without it. Let the unreal a little 
predominate; and now we become 
sensible to its presence, and now we 
call the compound poetry. Let it be an 
affair of words, and we require verse 
as the fitting fonu. Our stage and 
language have settled upon blank 
verse as the proper metrical form for 
the proper measure of the unreal 
upon the ordinary tragic stage. 
Rhymed ver^e has a more marked 
separation, or is more distant fi-oin 
prose than blank verse is. Hence, 
you might suppose that it will be 
fitted on the stage for a surcharge of 
the unreal. Dryden’s heroic tragedies 
are a proof, as far as one authority 
goes ; and even they had great power 
over audiences willing charmed, 
and accustomed to what we should 
think a wide and continued departure 
from nature. But imagine a roman- 
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tic play, full of beautiful aud tender 
imagination, exquisitely written in 
rhyme, and modelled to some suitable 
mould invented by a happy genius. 
Why,the “GentleSliepherd/Mdealiz- 
ing modern Scottish pastoral life, was, 
in its liunible way, au achievement; 
and, within our memory, critics of the 
old school looked on it well pleased 
when acted by lads and lasses of high 
degree, delighting to deem themselves 
for an evening the simple dwellers in 
huts, around llabbic’s llow. 

Let us now collect together all that 
Drydeu has, in different moods of his 
unsettled and unsteady mind, written 
about Sliakspearo. ,, In the Dialogue 
formerly spoken of, comparisons are 
made between the modern English 
and the modern French drama. “ If 
you consider the plots,” says Ncander, 
“ our own are fuller of vai-iety, if the 
writing, ours are more quick and 
fuller of spirit.” And he denies—like 
a bold man as he was—that the Eng¬ 
lish have in uuglifc imitated or bor¬ 
rowed from the French. He says our 
plots arc weaved in English looms; 
we endeavour therein to follow the 
variety and greatness of characters, 
which are derived to us from Sluik- 
spearc and Fletcher; the coitiousnesa 
and well-knitting of flic intrigues we 
Lave from Jonson. Tlicse two things 
lie dares affirm of the English drama, 
that with more variety of plot and 
character, it has equal regularity; and 
that in most of the irregular ])iays of 
Shakspeare and Fletcher, (for Ben 
Jonson’s are for the most part regu¬ 
lar,) there is a more masciiliiic fancy 
and greater spirit in the writing, 
than there is in any of the French. 
For a pattern of a perfect play, he is 
pro^iosing to examine “ the Silent 
Woman ” of Jonson, the most careful 
aud learaed observer of the dramatic 
laws, when he is requested by Eugc- 
nius to give in full Beifs character. 
He agrees to do so, but says it will 
fii-st be necessary to speak somewliat 
of Shakspeare and Fletcher; “ his 
rivals in poesy, and one of them, in 
my opinion, at least his equal, per¬ 
haps his superior.” Malone ob-. 
serves, that the caution ol>8erved in 
this decision, proves the miserable 
taste ol the age ; uud Sir Walter, tliat 
donsoH, “ by (but of learning and 


arrogance, fairly bullied the age into 
receiving his own character of his 
merits, ajid that he was not the only 
person of the name that has done so.” 
This is coming it rather too strong; 
yet tq stand w'ell with others there 
is notliing like having a good opinion 
of one’s-self, and l^oclaimiug it with 
the sound of a tnimpet. * 

“ To begin, then, with Shakspeare. He 
was the man who, of all modern and 
perhaps ancient poets, had the largest 
and most comprehensive soul; all the 
images of nature were still present to 
him, and he drew them, not laboriously 
but luckily; when he describes any 
thing, you more than see it—you feel it 
too. Those who accuse him to have 
wanted learning, give him the greater 
commendation: he was naturally learned, 
he needed not tho spectacles of books 
to read nature, lie looked inwards and 
found her there. 1 cannot say he is 
every where alike; were ho so, I should 
do him injury to compare him with the 
greatest of mankind. He is many times 
flat and insipid; his comic wit degenerat¬ 
ing into clenches; his serious swelling into 
bombast. But bo is always great when 
some great occasion is presented to him 
—no man can say he ever had a fit sub¬ 
ject for his wit, and did not then raise 
himself as high above the rest of poets, 

^ Quantum lenta solont inter viburna cuprcssi.* 

“ The consideration of this made Mr 
Hales of Eton say, tliat there was no 
subject of which any poet eve? writ, but 
he would produce it much better done 
in Shakspeare : and, however others are 
now gciuTally preferred before him, yet 
the age wherein he lived, w'hich had 
contemporaries with him, Fletcher, and 
Jonson, never equalled them to him in 
their esteem; and in the lAbt king’s 
court, when Ben’s reput^ition was at 
highest, Sir John Suckling, and with 
him the greater part of the courtiers, 
set our Shakspeare far above him. 

Beaumont and Fletcher, of whom I 
am next to speak, had, with tho advan¬ 
tage of Shakspeare’s wit, which was 
their precedent, great natural gifts, 
improved by study. Beaumont, especi¬ 
ally, being so accurate a judge of plays, 
that Ben Jonson while he lived sub¬ 
mitted all his writings to his censure, 
and^ ’tis thought, usecl his judgment in 
correcting, if not contriving, all his 
plots. What value be had for him ap- 
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peared by the verses he writ to him, 
and therefore 1 need speak no further 
of it. The first play that brought Flet¬ 
cher and him into esteem was their 
' Philaster ; ’ for before that they had 
drritten two or three very unsuccessfully, 
as the like is reported of Bon Jonson 
before he writ ' £\ 6ry Man in his Hu-^ 
mour.' Their plots were generally more 
regular than Shakspeare’s, especially 
those which were made before Beau¬ 
mont’s death ; and they understood and 
imitated the conversation of gentlemen 
much better, whoso wild debaucheries 
and quickness of wit in repartee no 
poet before them could paint as they 
have done. Humour, which Ben Jon- 
soii derived from particular persons, 
they made it not their business to de¬ 
scribe ; they represented all the passions 
very lively, but, above all, love. I am 
apt to believe the English language in 
them arrived to the highest perfection 
-—what words have since been taken in 
are rather su23erfiuous than ornamental. 
Their plays areiio vv the most i»leasant and 
frequent entertainm('nts of the stage, tw^o 
of theirs being acted through the year 
for one of Shaksj)eare’s or Jonson’s ; 
the reason is, because there is a certain 
gaiety in their comedies, and jDathos in 
their more serious plays, which suits 
generally with all men’s Inunours, 
Shakspoare’a language is likewise a 
little obsolete, and Ben Jenson's wit 
comes short of theirs. 

• ‘‘As for Jonson, to whose character I 
am now arrived, if we look him 

while he was himself, (for his last plays 
were but his dotages,) I think liim the 
most learned and judicious writer which 
any theatre ever had. He was a most 
severe judge ; of himself as >\ell as 
others. One cannot say he wante<l w'it, 
but rather that he w'as frugal of it in 
his works j you find little to jotouch or 
alter.* Wit and language, and humour 
also, in some measure, we had^ before 
him ; but something of'art was wanting 
to the drama till he came. He managed 
his strength to more advantiige than 
any who succeeded him. You sel¬ 
dom find him making love in any of 
his scenes, or endeavouring to move the 
pasMons ; his genius was too sullen and 
saturnine to do it gracefully, especially 
when he knew he came after those who 
had performed both to such an height. 
Humour was his proper sphere, and'in 
that he delighted most to represent 
mechanic people. He was deeply con¬ 
versant in the ancients, both Greek and 
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Latin, and he borrowed boldly from 
them. There is scarce a poet or his¬ 
torian among the Roman authors 
of those times, whom ho has not 
translated in ‘ Sejanus * and ‘ Ca¬ 
tiline.’ But ho has done bis robberies 
so openly, that one may seo he fears 
not to be taxed by any law. He in¬ 
vades authors like a monarch \ and 
what would bo theft in other 2 )oets is 
only victory in him. With the spoils 
of those writers he so represents old 
Rome to us, in its rites, ceremonies, 
and customs, that, if one of their poets 
had written cither of his tragedies, 
had seen less of it than in him. If 
there was any faidt in his language it 
was, that he weaved it too closely and 
laboriously, in his eomcclies ospeeially. 
Ferhai>s, too, he did a little too much 
Romanize our tongue, leaving the 
W'ords, which he translated, almost as 
much Latin as he found them ; wherein, 
though ho learnedly followed their lan¬ 
guage, he did not enough follow with 
the idiom of ours. If 1 would compare 
him with Sluiksiioare, 1 must acknow¬ 
ledge him the more correct poet, but 
Shakspearc the greater wit. Shak- 
sjjoare was the Ilomer, or father, of our 
dramatic poets; Jonson was the Virgil, 
the pattern of elaborate writing. 1 ad¬ 
mire him, but I love Shakspoare. To 
conclude of him, as he has given us 
the most corr< ct jdays, so, in the pre¬ 
cepts which he has laid down in his 
‘ iiiscoveries,* we have as many and 
profitable I'ules for perfi'cting the stage 
as any wherewith the French can fur¬ 
nish us.” 

Samuel Johnson truly says of the 
Dialogue, that it will not be easy to 
find, in all the opulence of our lan¬ 
guage, a treatise so artfully variegat- 
(^d with successive representations of 
op]H)site probabilities, so enlivened 
with imagery, and heightened with 
illustration.” But we have some dit« 
ficuity in going along with him when 
ho adds—“ "/he account of Shak- 
sj'jcarc may stand as a perpetual mo¬ 
del of encomiastic criticism, exact 
without niiiiuteuess, and lofty without 
exaggeration. The praise lavished by 
Longinus on the attestation of the 
heroes of Marathon by Demosthenes, 
fades away before it. In a few lines 
is exhibited a character, so sublime 
in its comprehension, and so curious 
ill its limitations, that nothing can be 
added, diminished, or refonned; nor 

L 
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can the editors and admirers of Shak- Since this great critic’s day—ay, with 
speare, in all their emulation of rever- all his defects and perversities, Samuel 
ence boast of much more than of was a great critic—what a blaze of 
having diffused and paraphrased his illumination has been brought to bear 
epitome of excellence; of havingchang- on the genius of Shakspeare I Never- 
ed Dryden’s gold for baser metal, of thcless, all honour to Glorious John 1 
lower value, though of greater bulk.” Next comes the famous prologue:— 

As when a tree’s cut down, the secret root 

Lives under ground, and thence new branches shoot; 

$0, from old Shakspeare’s honour’d dust, this day 
Springs up the buds, a new reviving play. 

Shakspeare, who (taught by none) did first impart 
To Fletcher wit, to labouring Jonson art; 

He, monarch-like, gave those, his subjects, law. 

And is that nature which they paint and draw. 

Fletcher reach’d that w’hich on his heights did grow,^ 

While Jonson crept and gather’d all below. 

This did his love, and this his mirth digest; 

One imitates him most, the other best. 

If they have since outwrit all other men, 

’Tis with the drops which fell from Shakspeare’s pen. 

The storm which vanish’d on the neighbouring shore, 

Was taught by Shakspeare's ^ Tempest ’ first to roar. 

That innocence and beauty which did smile 
In Fletcher, grew on this enchanted isle. 

But Shakspeare’s magic could not copied b©— 

Within that circle none durst W'alk but be. 

I must confess ’twas bold, nor woidd you now 
That liberty to vulgar wits allow. 

Which works by magic supernatural things; 

But Shakspeare's power is sacred as a king’s. 

Those legends from old priesthood were received. 

And he them writ as people them believed.” 

Strange that he who could write so of Shakspeare’s Miranda, and his 
nobly about Shakspeare, could com- spirits,yet are copied 
mit such an outrage on his divine from Ariel.” But Sir William D’Ave- 
genius as the play to which this is nant, “ as he was a man of quick and 
the prologue—“The Tempest, or the piercing imagination, soon found that 
Enchanted Island,” a Comedy. It somewhat might be added to the de- 
was—Dryden tells us, and wc mus.t sign of Shakspeare, of which neither 
believe him—“ originally Shak- Fletcher nor Suckling had ever 
speare’s; a poet for whom Sir William thonght;” “and this excellent coii- 
II’Avenant had particnlarly a high trivance,” he was pleased, says Dry- 
veneration, and whom he first taught den with looks of liveliest gi’atitude, 
me to admire.” So the two together, “to comniunicate to me, and to desire 
to show their joint and judicious ad- my assistance in it.” you probably 
miration, set about altering. “ The know ^hat waa the “ excellent con- 
Tempest." Fletcher ^d imitated it trivance” by which “ the last hand ” 
all in vain in his “Sea Voyage;” —the hand after Suckling’s—“was 
“ the storm, the desert island, and jnit to it so that thenceforth the 
the woman who had never seen a “Tempest” was to be let alone 
man, are all implicit testimonies of in its glory. “ The counterpart to 
it.” Few more delightful poets than Shakspeare’s plot, namely, that of a 
Fletcher; but in an evil hour, and man wlio had never seen a woman, 
deserted by his good genius, did he then that by this means these two charac- 
hoist his sail. But now cover your face ters of innocence and love might the 
with your hands—and then shut your more illustrate and commend each 
ears. “ Sir John Suckling^ a pro- other. I corf ess that from the very 
fessed admiur oj our auOior^ has fol- first moment it so pleased that I 
lowed fits footsteps in his ^ Goblins never writ anything with more de- 
his Kegmclla being an open imitation light.” Sir Walter says it seems to 
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have been undertaken chiefly with a 
view to give room for sccnical deco¬ 
ration, and that Diyden’s sliare in 
the alteration was probably little 
more than the care of adapting it to the 
stage. But Dryden’s own ^\ords con- 
tra(lict that supposition, and he fur¬ 
ther tells us that liis writings received 
D’Avcnant’sdaily amciHlinouts; ‘^aud 
that is tlie reason why it is not so 
faulty as the rest, which I have done 
without tlie lielp and corrcctiou of so 
judicious a friend.” Tliey wrote to¬ 
gether at the same desk. And Drydcii 
found D’Aveniintof^so fpiick afancy, 
that nothing w’as proposed to him on 
which lie would not siiddeiil}^ produce 
a thought, extremely pleasant and 
surprising. ^ * llis iinagimitioiiwas 
such as could not easily enter into 
any other man.” It had been easy 
enough, he adds, to have arrogated 
more to himself tlian w.as Ids due in 
the MTiting of the phi}’’; but “be¬ 
sides the worthlessness of the action, 
which deterred mo from it, (there 
being nothing so base as to rob the 
dead of his reputation,) 1 am satislio'l 
I could never have recidvcd so much 
honour in being thought the author of 
any poem, how excellent soever—as 
I shall from the joining of iny im])cr- 
fectious with the merit and name of 
Shakspearc and Sir AVilliam D’Ave- 
nant.” From all this, and more of the 
same sort, ’tLs jdniii that Dryden’s 
share in the composition was at least 
equal to—wc should say, much greater 
than—D’Avenant’s. 

Yon must not meddle w*itli Mii'aiida 
—for she is all our own. Yc.t we 
cheerfully introduce you to lier sister, 
Doriiida, and leave you all alone by 
yourselves for an liourV flirtation. 
Ilush ! she is describing the ship ! 

" This floating Bam did bear his horns 
above. 

And tied with ribands, ruffling in the 
wind: 

Sometimes ho nodded down his head 
awhile, 

And then the waves did Iieavc him to 
the moon, * 

Ho climbing to the top of all the bil¬ 
lows ; 

And tiien again he curtsied down so 
low 

I could not see him. Till at last, all 
sidelong 

With a great crack, his belly burst in 
pieces.” 


W^e had but onco before handled 
thispcrformancc—some three scoi cand 
ten yeans ago, when a man ut-middle 
age. 'VVe dimly remember being amus¬ 
ed in our astonisbment. Now that we 
are beginuing to get a little old, we are, 
perhaps, gi'owing too histidious; yet 
surely it is something very shocking. 
I’ortsinouth l^oll and Plymouth Sail 
—sisters originating at ♦'armouth 
—Avhen brought into comparison with 
Miranda and Dorinda of the en¬ 
chanted island, to our imagination 
seem Jticalized into Vestal \irgina. 
'rrue, they Avere, famous—Avhen not 
halt seas tiver—for kt'cping a quiet 
tongue in tlu'ir months: with them 
mum Avas the word. Only wdicn 
drunk as blazes, j)()or things, didthej^ 
by Avord or gesture, ofrend modesty’s 
most sacred laws. Jhit D’AAHmant’s 
aiul Drydcii's dauglilcrs arc such leer¬ 
ing and lascivious drabs, so drcadfnllj’’ 
a<ldicted to innuendoes and doubles 
eutendn's of the most alarming charac¬ 
ter, that, high as is our opinion of the 
intrepidity of British seamen, avc 
should not fear to back the Iavo at odds 
against a full-manned jolly-boat from 
a frigate in the ofliug scut in to fill her 
water-casks. Caliban himself — and 
what aCaliban bo has become!—fights 
shy of the jileuireps. Why—if it 
must be so—Ave give our arm to his 
sister Sycorax, a “fearsome dear” no 
doubt, but Avhat better could one ex- 
jject in a misbegotten monster? Oh, 
the corifoundiug mysteries of self-de¬ 
grading genius! 

In tlie jtrcfaco to “ An Ev'Ciiing’s 
LoA^e; or, the Mock Astrologer,” Ave 
again meet A\ith some criticism on 
Shakspearc. Wc learn from it that 
Dryden had formed the ambitions de¬ 
sign of Avritingoutbodiflcroncc betAvixt 
the iilays of liis oAvn age and those of 
liis predecessors on the English stage, 
in order to ?hoAV jn A^hat parts of 
“ dramatic poesy ^e Avere excelled 
by Ben Jonson —I mean, luimour and 
contrivance of comedy ; and in what 
we may justly claim prectdcMce of 
ShaJtspmre and Fletcher! namely, in 
heroic plays.” He bad, moreover, 
proposed to treat “of the improvement 
of our language since Fletcher’s and 
Jon son’s days, and, consequently, of 
our refining the courtship, raillery, 
and conversation of plays.” In great 
attempts ’tis glorious even to fail; 
and assuredly had Dryden essayed all 
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this, his failure would have been com- admirable as they are, and superior, 
plete. “ I would,” said lie, M'ith his in all respects, a thousand times over, 
usual ignorance of his own and his to the best of Dryden’s and of his 
a"c’s worst sins and defects, “ have contemporaries’; but wilfully blind 
the characters well chosen, and ke])t indeed, or worse, must the man Avho 
distant from interfering with each could thus write have been to the 
other which is more than Fletcher or matchless grace, vivacity, delicacy, 
Shakspeare did! ^ * 1 think there jirodigality, and poetry of Shakspeare’s 

is no tbily so great in any part of our coinedy, which as far transcends all 
a"e as il0 superiiuity and waste of the happiest creations of other men’s 
wit was in some of our predecessors, wit, as the pervading pathos and 
particularly Fletcher and Shakspeare,'* sublimity of his tragedy all their hap- 
Kefining the courtship, raillery, and piest inspirations from the holy foun- 
conversation of plays I We cannot, tain of ennobling or pitying tears, 
perhaps, truly say very much in ])nusc In its day, the following Epilogue 
of those qualities in lien’s comedies, caused a great hubbub— 

** They, who have best succeeded on the stage. 

Have still conform'd their genius to their age. 

Thus Joiison did mechani<j humours show. 

When men were dull, and conversation low. 

Then comedy was faultless, but ’twas coarse ; 

Cobb’s tanktard \\as a jest, and Otter’s horse. 

And, as their comedy, their love was mean; 

Except by chance, in some one labour’d scene. 

Which must atone for an ill-written play. 

They rose, but at their height could seldom stay: 

Fame then was cheap, and the first comer sped; 

And they have kept it since by being dead. 

But, were they now to wiite, when critics weigh 
Each line, and every word, throughout a play, 

None of them, no not donson in his height, 

‘ Could pass without allowing grains for weight. 

Think it not envy that these truths are told— 

Our poet’s not malicious, though he's bold. 

'Tis not to brand them that their faults are showor 
But by their errors, to excuse his own. 

If love and honour now are higher raised, 

’Tis not the poet, but the age is praised. 

. Wit’s now arrived to a more high degree j 
Our native language more refined and free; 

Our ladies and our men now speak more wit. 

In conversation, than those poets writ. 

Then, one of these is, consequently, true ; 

That what this poet writes comes short of you. 

And imitates you ill (which most he fears,) 

Or else his writing is not worse than theirs. 

Yet, though you judge (as sure the critics will) 

That some before him writ with greater skill. 

In this ofie praise he has their fame surpast. 

To please an age more gallant than the last.” 


Dryden was called over the coals 
for this sacrilegious Epilogue by per¬ 
sons ill qualified for censors—among 
others, by my Lord Hochester—and 
was instantly ready with his defence— 
an “Essay on the Dramatic Poetry of 
the Last Age.” In it ho repeats the 
senseless_assertion, “that the lan- 
feuage, wit, and conversation of our 
age are improved and refined above 
the last*,” and he takes care to include 


among the writers of the last age, 
Sfiakspeare, Fletcher, and Jonson. 
“ In what,” he asks, “ does the refine¬ 
ment of tt language principally con¬ 
sist?” 

•‘.Either in rejecting such old words 
or phrases which are ill sounding or 
improper, or in admitting new, which 
are more proper, more sounding, and 
more luxuriant. * .* * Malice and 

partiality set apart, let any man who 
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But, on the other hand, how strikingly 
do the phenomena here described differ 
from those exhibited by the other 
patients. In those cases, to use the 
general proposition of MrTowuslicnd, 
“the hleej)-M«.kcr seems incapable of 
analysinghisnewsensatioiis while they 
last, still more of reinenibering them 
when they are over. Tl)e state of mes¬ 
merism is to him as death.”—(P. 
156.) Hiire, on tlie other hand, 
the pati(mt analyses all the sen¬ 
sations lu! experienced, and recol¬ 
lects tlicni when they are over; here, 
notwithstanding the efforts of the 
mesmeriser, tlic production of tlie 
mesmeric effect, and no resistance on 
tlie part of the mesmerisce, the latter 
does not become clairvoyant; “Jc we 
distinguats new,” are thd emphatic 
M'ords of Professor Agassiz. 

Precisely similar is the testimony 
of Signor Jlanicri, the historian— 

Having been mesmerised by my 
honourable friend Mr Hare Town- 
bliGiul, I will simply describe tin* })hc- 
nomena which I experienced before, 
during, and after my mesmerisation. 
Mr Towni»h(*nd commenced by making 
me sit upon a sofa; he sat upon a chair 
opposite me, and keeping my liands in 
his, placed them on my knees. He look¬ 
ed at me fixedly; and from time to time 
let go my hands, and placed the points 
of his fingers in a straight line opposite 
my eyes, at an inch, 1 should think, from 
iny pupils; then, describing a kind of 
ellipse, he brought his hands down again 
upon mine. After ho had moved his 
hands thus alternately from my eyes to 
my knees for ten minutes, I felt an irre¬ 
sistible desire to close my eyelids. I 
continued, nevertheless, to hear his voice, 
and that of my sister, who was in the 
same room. Whenever they put questions 
to me, I always answered him cor¬ 
rectly ; but the whole of my muscular 
system was in a state of peculiar weak¬ 
ness, and of almost perfect Slisobedience 
to my willj and, consequently, the pro¬ 
nunciation of the words with which I 
wished to answer had become extreme¬ 
ly difficult. 

** Whilst I experienced to a certain 
point the effects of sleep, not only was 
Hot a stranger to all that was |)assing 
around me, but I even took more than 
usual interest in it. AU ray concep¬ 
tions w’ere more rapid; I experienced 
nervous startings to which 1 am not 
accustomed; in short, my whole ner¬ 
vous system was in a state of perfect 


exaltation, and appeared to have ac¬ 
quired all the superabundance of power 
which the muscular system had lost. 

" The following are the principal 
phenomena which 1 was able to feel 
distinctly. Mr Townshond did not fail 
to ask me occasionally if 1 could see 
him or my sister without opening my 
eyelids ; but this was always impossible, 
and all that 1 could say 1 had seen was 
a glimmering of light, interrupted by 
the black and confused images of the 
objects presented to me ; a light which 
appeared to me a little less clear than 
that which we commonly see when we 
shut the eyelids opposite the sun or a 
candle. 

“ Mr Townshend at last determined 
to d(*mcsmerise me. Ho began to make 
elliptical movements with his hands, the 
reverse of those which he had made at 
the commencement; I could now open 
my eyes without any kind of effort, my 
whole muscular system bccaino perfect¬ 
ly obedient to my will; 1 wa.s able to 
get up, and W'as perfectly awake; but 
I remained nearly an hour in a kind of 
stupefaction very similar to that which 
sometimes attacks me in the mornings, 
if I rise two or three hours later than 
usual.*’—(P. 388 to 390.) 

Similar, as to the general eonclusions, 
arc the reports of the French Academy^ 
and the testimonies of all vigorous and 
Avelt-condueted scientific examina¬ 
tion. I'hesc testimonies apply to 
facts which it is the duty of those ex¬ 
perimentalists and physiologists, who 
have time and ojjportunity at their 
disposal, fairly to investigate. 

The insensibility to pain, and to 
the effects of the. galvanic shock, are 
also within the limits of the credible 
—and the latter is the more easy of 
proof, as being incapable of simula¬ 
tion. As we stated at the commcuce- 
luent, so we repeat here; mesmerism 
has been too little investigated by 
competent persons, and is too much 
mystified by charlatanism, to enable 
us accurately to define the limits of 
the true and false, far less to predict 
what may be the discoveries to 
which it may lead. With regard 
to the facts of clairvoyance, we arc at 
present entirely incredulous. Mr 
Townshond says, ]). 91— 

“ Lot, then, body after body of learn¬ 
ed men deny the phenomena of mesmer¬ 
ism, and logically disprove their exist¬ 
ence ; an appeal may ever, and at any 
moment, be made to the proof by ex- 
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The Tower of London. 

Te busy spirits that pervade the air, 

And still with dark intents to earth repair; 

That goad the passions of the human breast, 

And bear the missives of Fate’s stern behest— 

Say, stifle ye those thoughts that Heaven reveals— 

The tears of sympathy—the glow that steals 
O’er the young heart, or promj>t3 soft pity’s sigh— 

The prayer to snatch from liarsli captivity 

The virtuous doom’d—teach but to praise—admire— 

Forbid to catch one spark of generous fire? 

The godlike wish of genius, man to bless, 

With rank and wealth still leaguing to oppress! 

Oh I when shall glory wreathe bright virtue’s claim, 

And both to lionoui* give a holier tame? 

Yc towers of death !—the noblest still your prey, 

Here spent in solitude their sunless day; 

In your wall’d graves a living doom they found; 

Broke o’er their night no ray, no ghuhl’niiig sound. 

Yet the mind’s*splendour, w'ith imprison’d wdngs, 

Rose hig-li, and shone where the pure seraph sings; 
Where human thought taught conscience it was free, 
And burst the shackles of tlic lloinisli See. 

Oh, sweetest liberty! how dear to die I 
Bound by each sacred link, each holy tie; 

To save unsjmttcd from the spoiler’s hand. 

Child of our heart—our own—our native land! 

And, oh! how dear life's latest drop to shed, 

To free the minds by superstition led;— 

To spread with holy earnest zeal abroad, 

That priceless gem—freedom to worship God I ' 

To keep unminglcd with t!:e world’s vain lore, 

The faith that lightens every darken’d hour; 

That faith which can alone the sinner save, 

Prepare for death, and raise him from the grave; 

ShoAv how, by yieldingall, we surest prove, 

How humbly, deeply, truly, we can love; 

How much we prize that hope divinely given. 

The key—the seal—the passport into heaven. 

Part II. 

What sudden blaze spreads through the crimson skies, 
And still in loftier volumes seems to rise? 

What meteor gleams, that from the fiery north, 

In savage grandeur fast are bursting forth, 

And light your veiy walls? Tell me, ye powers— 

’Tis Sniithfield revelling in his festal liours, 

Fed with your captives : shrieks that wildly pierce 
The roaring flames now undulating fierce, 

And gasping struggles, mingled groans, proclaim 
The powder of torture o’er the writhing frame. 

Dark are your dens, and deep your secret cells, 

Whose silent gloom your tale of horrors tells. 

Saw ye how Cranmer dared—yet fem’d to die, 
Trembling ’mid hopes of immortality? 

He stood alone;—a brighter band appears 
Unaw’d by threats—impregnable to tears; 

Who suffer’d glad the sacred truth to spread, 

In mild obedience to its fountain-head. 
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And when at Icngtii our popish James would sec 
Cold superstition bend th’ unhallow’d knee, 

The mystic tajiers on our altars burn, 

And clouds of iiiccuse shade the fragrant urn, 

Shone England’s prelates faithful to their call, 

In bonds of truth within thy massive wall. 

See grace divine—see Heaven in mercy pour, 

The balm of peace on Albion’s boasted shore. 

Once wrought by captive fingers on thy wall, 

The hero’s home and prison, grave and pall, 

What dark lines mc(d the startled stranger’s gai^c, 

Thoughts that ennoble—sentiments that raise 
The iron’d captive from caiitiN'ity, 

How high above the power of tyranny!— 

And ye that waiuler by the evening tide, 

Where mountains swell or mossy streamlets glide ; 

That on fresh hills can hail morn’s orient ray, 

And chant with birds your grateful hymns to day ; 

Or seek at noon, beneath some pleasant shade, 

To feci the sunbeams cool’d by leafy glade— 

That fi-ee as air, morn, noon, and eve, can roam, 

Where’er you list, and nature call your home; 

Learn from a hopeless prisoner’s words and fate, 

“ Virtue is valour—to be patient, groat! ” 

When traced on jtrisou walls, such words as these 
Arrest the eye—ap])all e’en while, they please— 

“ Ah! hapless he who cannot bear the weight, 

With patient heart of a too juirtial fate, 

For adverse times and fortunes do not kill, 
liut rash impatience of impending ill.” 

Yes, still they speak to bosoms tliat arc free 
Within the girdle of captivity; 

Of spirits dauntless, who could sinirn the chain 
Of human punislnnent or niortid pain ; 

That e’en amid thos(i precincts of despair, 

Dared free themselves from thraldom’s jealous care— 

Bound blit by tics of faith and virtue, lie 
Heirs of bright hopes and immortality. 

Oh! great mind’s proud inscn])tions! Who sliall tell 
What hand engraved those lines within that cell ? 

What heart yet atiudfast, while around him stood 
Phantoms of death to chill liis curdling blood, 

Could battle with despair on reason’s tiirono, 

And conquer whore the fiend would reign alone? 

Ah! who ca^ tell what sorrows piercijd his breast— 

Ran through each vein, usurp’d Ins hours of rest? 

’What struggle nerved his trembling hand to trace 
With moral courage words he dared to face 
With acts that ask’d ncav efforts while he wrote 
To man his soul and fix his every thought! 

Tremble, thou tyrant! proud ambition, blush ! 

Hearts such as these thy power can never crush. 

Are they forgotten ? no, the rugged stone, 

The lap of earth on which they rested lone ; 

The very implements of torture there— 

The axe, the rack, the tyrant’s jealous care ; 

Each mark that meets successive ages’ eyes 
Speaks, tmmpet-tongued, a fame that never dies; 
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The Tower of London, 

And tells the thoughtful stranger, while the tear 
Unbidden starts, that freedom triumph’d here— 
Plumed her immortal wings for nobler flight, 

And bore her martyr’d brave to realms of light. 

Nor false their faith, nor like tlie fleeting wind, 

Their spirits fled! for theirs tlie imprison’d mind, 

No tyrant-chains, no bonds of earth and time, 

Could hold from trutii and freedom’s heiglits sublime— 
From that bright heaven of science, whence they shed 
Fresh glory o’er man’s cause for which they bled. 

Ask what is left ? their names forgotten now ? 

Their birth, their fortune? not a trace to show 
Where sleeps their dust ? Go, seek the blest abode, 
Their mind’s pure joy, the bosom of their God I 
Then tell if in the dull cold prison’s air, 

And wasted to a living shadow there. 

Earth scarcely knew them 1 if they were alone 
Wliere they were cast, to pine aw'ay unknown ? 
Friends, had they none? nor beam’d a wish to share 
Lfovo, friendship, and to breatlie the common air. 

Lost, lost to all! like some lone desert flower, 

Felt they unseen Time’s slow consuming power, 

And hail’d each parting day with fond delight, 

As the tired pilgrim greets the waning liglit? 

No ! glad bright spirits, guardians of the mind, 

Were with them; as the demon-powers unbind 
And lash their furies on the conscious breast 
Of earth’s fell tyrants wdio ne’er dream of rest. 

Theirs, too, joy’s harbinger, the thoughts aye fed 
With brighter objects than of earth, that shed 
A light within their narrow home, and gave 
A triumph’s lustre to the yaw'uing grave. 

And in that hour when the proud heart’s o’ertlirowm, 
And self all-powcriess, self is truly knowm ; 

When pride no more could darken the free mind, 

But all to God in Ann faith Avas resign’d— 

Then drank their souls the stream of love divine, 

More richly flowing than the Eiistern mine ; 

Felt heaven expanding in the heart renew’d. 

And more than frieiids in desert solitude. 

Peace to thy martyrs! thou art frowning now 
With all the array of bold and martial show; 

The same thy battlements wdth trojdiles dress’d, 
Present defiance to the hostile breast; 

Around thy walls the soldier keeps his waiM, 

Scared wdth war’s sights no more thy peaceful guard. 
Long may ye stand, the voice of other years, 

And ope, in future times, no fount of tears 
And sori'ows like the past, such as have brought 
A mournful gloom and shadow^ l^’er the thought; 

And if the eye one pitying drop lias shed, 

That drop is sacred, it embalms the dead. 

What though a thousand years have roll’d away 
Since thy dread walls entomb’d their noble prey ; 

To us they speak, ask the warm tear to flow 
For ills now pressing and for present woe ; 

Bid us to succour fellow-men who haste 
Along the thorny road of life, and taste 




T6vfer qff^kdohf 

'* Vit^fncSWf povertyi^'endive ^ 

Jtll that ttefallrtb^ too neglected poof>,^ 
^nd tvith no fiieild, HO bounty to ^aaist, , ‘ , 
Steal from tfifi ^vorld unt^pt'ibr and unmiss* 


■V^tafllioTigh no dungeon wr^E the wastkig day^ 
Or from exclude th^ cheering ray \ 

^ Wiet^tJnmgh no tortures visibly jhay-tear 
.TJie wiithing linjb?, aud j^eave timir dgnet there; 

Has not dhili penury a,poi8on’d dart, ; 

Inflicting tlceper wounds uppn*thc heart ?, 

AU th*c’do«r|!es the sternest fate may bind, 

To weigh the. courage or^isplhy the , 

Altjnan could bear, with heart Ainflinciiuig^bear, 

Hid not a dearer jiart^iis sufferings ^niare— ^ 

Worse tlian fbe captive^s fate-nwit'e, cliild, his ai4 
^1(3 iuisband, and llie father’s hamo, bppall 
Ills Vbj'V'Spul, mid bid liun thrilling feel. 

I>isti*action 4 as he makes the vain appeal. 

Upon lus br5w, where iriaphood’s hand had seaUd 
Its^ier4‘-ct dignity, is now revealed 
A'haggard WaiJincss; from hLs, livid bye - ‘ . 

The raaply ifti^eiias faded ;'Col(i and dry, 

No nfore it gjistens to.the light. His thought, 

To the last jntcli of frantic memory wrought, 

Turns lo tho^iiartncr of liis heart and wpe, . 

Who, .wcigli’d-with grief, jto lessor hive canltnow ; 

' Despair soon haunts the hope that Alls his breast, 
And passipu’s flood in tumult is express’d. 


• Amid the plains where ample plenty spreads 
Her copious stores and decks the yellow meads, 
The outcast turns a ghastly Icnoli to heaven ; 

Oh, not for him is Nature’s plent}’’ ^ivcii; 

Ilobb’d of the birthright nature freely gave, 

Save that last portion freely left—a grave ! 

Ob,«that another power would rule man’s heart, 
Uncramp its free-born will in every part; 

Mercy more swift, justice more Just, more slow, 
Graiukur less prone to deal the cruel blow. 

To bind men’s hands^with fetters than with alma, 
And spurn the only boon that soothes autTcalms. 


England! thou dearest child of liberty ; 

Free as thine ocean home for ever be; 

Thy commerce thrive; may thy deserted poor 
No more tl^c pangs of poverty endure. 

Then shall thy Towers, proud monument! display 
The thousand trophies of a happier day ; 

And genial climea, from earth’s remotest shore, 

Tlieir richest tributes to her genius pour, 

With wealth fi*om Im^ with treasures from the West, 
Thy homes, thy hamlets—cities still be blest; 

Till virtue, truth, and justice, shall combine, 

And heavenly hope o’er many a bosom shine; 
Auspicious days hail thy fair Sovereign’s reigu, 

And happy subjects throng their golden train. 




ixf^ BaUot^ ^ Goeike, 111^ 



.iHJEM^'AND B'M^LAjyS OF fiOETH®. 

No. ilir 

Gk>ETHB, thon^^ fertile ili poems of tho amatory and contemplative clas^, 
was somewhat chary of patting forth hj^ strength iu tjje halimi ' We have 
idready selected almost every’Specimen of this moat popular an^ fascinatmg 
description of poetry which is at all worthy of hia geniusat least iJl-Of them ‘ 
which we thought likely, after maldng every allowance for variety of taste, to 
fulfil the maia object our task—to please and not offend. It would have' 
bce^ quite easy for ua to spin out tlie scries by translating the whole section 
of ballads which relate to the lovfts of “ Uie Maid of tl^^ldill,” the Gipsy’s 
Song”—which somewhat Unaccountably has found faVour in the eyes of Mrs 
Austin—and a few more ditties qf a similar nature, all of-which we bequeath, , 
with our best wishes, hs a legacy to any intrepid redacteur who may wf&h to 
follow in our footsteps. For ourselves, yve shall rigidly adhercdo the rule with 
which we set out, and separate the wheat from the diaff,'according to tho best 
of our ability. 

The first specimen of our present selection is not properly German, noi' is it 
the unsuggested and original product of Goethe's muse. We believe that it 
is an old ballad of Denmark; a country which j)ossesses, next to-Scotland, the 
richest and most interesting store of ancient ballad poetry in Eurbpe. llow- 
evcj*, altlioiigh oi'iginally Danish, it has received some touches in passing 
through the alembic of translation, which may Avarraut us in giving it a pro¬ 
minent place, and we are sure that no lover of hoar tradition will blame ns for 
• its insertion. ' 


The Water-Man. 

“ Oh, mother! rede me well, I pray ; 

How shall 1 woame yon winsome May ? ” 

She has built Inm a horse of the water clear, 

The saddle and b^'idlc of sea-sand were, ^ 

He has donn’d tlie garb of a knight so gay, 

And to Mai'y’s Kirk he has ridden away. 

He tied his steed to the chancel door, 

And he stepp’d round the Kirk three times aud four. 

He has boune him into the Kirk, and all 
Drew near to gaze on him, great and sra^Il. 

The priest he was standing in the quire;— 

What gay young gallant comes braiijdng hero ? ” 

The winsome maid, to herself said she \— 

“ Oh, were that gay young gallant for me! ” 

He stepp’d o’er one stool, he stepp’d o’er two; 

“ Oh, maiden, plight me thy oath so true! ” 

He stepp’d o’er three stools, he stepp’d o’er four; 

“ Wilt be mine, sweet May, for evermore ? ” 

She gave him her hand of the drifted snow— 

“ Here hast thou my troth, and with thee Til.go.” 

VOL. LVII. NO. CCCLtl. 
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They went from the Kirk with the bridal train, 

They danced in glee, and they danced full fain ; 

« 

They danced them down to the salt-sea strand, 

And they left them there with hand in hand. 

“ l^ow wait thee, love, with my steed so free, 

And tlie bonniest bark I'll bring for thee.” 

And when they pass’d to the white, white sand, 

The ships came sailing towards the land; 

Bat when they were ont in the midst of the sound, 

Down went they all in the deep profound! 

Long, long on the shore, when the wdnds were high, 

They heard from the waters the maiden’s cry. 

I rede ye, damsels, as best I can— 

Tread not the dance with the Water-Man! 

This is strong, pure, nigged Norse, scarcely inferior, we think, in any way, 
to the pitch of the old Scottish ballads. 


Before we forsake the North, let us try “ The King in Thule.” We are 
unfortunate in having to follow in the wake of the hundred translators of 
Faust, some of wdiom (we may instance Lord Francis Egerton) have already 
rendered this ballad as perfectly as may be ; nevertheless we shall give it, as 
Shakspcai’e says, “ with a difference.” 

Tue Kiko in Thule. 

There was a king in Thiilc, 

Was true till death 1 ween : 

A vase lie hud of the ruddy gold, 

The gift of his dying queen. 

He never pass’d it from him— 

At banquet ’twas his cup; 

And still his eyes were fill’d "with tears 
Whene’er he took it up. 

So when his end drew nearer, 
llf- told his cities fair, 

And all his wealth, except that cup, 
lie left unto his heir. 

Once more he sate at royal board, 

The knights around his knee, 

Within the palace of his sires, 

Hard by the roaring sea. 

Up rose the brave old monarch, 

And drank with feeble breath, 

Then threw the sacred goblet down 
Into the flood beneath. 
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He watch'd its tip reel round and dip, 
Then settle in the main; 

His eyes grew dim as it went down— 
He never drank again. 


We shall now venture on an extravaganza which might have been well 
illustrated by Hans Holbein, It is in the ultra-Germanic taste, such as in 
our earlier days, whilst yet the Teutonic alphabet was a mystery, we conceiv¬ 
ed to be the staple commodity of our neighbours. We shall never quarrel 
witli a wholesome spice of superstition ; but, really, Hoffmann, Apcl, and their 
fantastic imitators, have done more to render their national literature ridicu¬ 
lous, than the greatest poets to redeem it. The following poem of Goethe is a 
strange piece of sarcasm directed against that school, and is none the worse, 
perhaps, that it somewhat out-herods Herod in its ghostly and grim solemni¬ 
ty. Like many other satires, too, it verges closely upon the serious. W^back 
it against any production of M. G. Lewis. 


Thk Dance or Death. 


The warder look’d down at the depth of night 
On the graves where the dead were sleeping, 

And, clearly as day, was the pale moonlight 
O’er tl»e quiet churchyard creeping. 

One after another the gravestones began 

To heave and to open, and woman and niau 

Hose up in their ghastly apparel I 

• 

Ho—ho for the dance I—and the phantoms outsprung 
In skeleton roundel advancing. 

The rich and the poor, and the old and the young, 

But the winding-shccta hinder’d their dancing. 

No shame had these revellers wasted and grim, 

So they shook off the cerenicuts from body and limb, 

And scatter’d them over the hillocks. 

They crook’d their thighbones, and they shook their long shanks, 
And wild was their reeling and limber; 

And each bone as it crosses, it clinks and it clanks 
Like the clapping of timber on timber. 

The warder he laugh’d, though his laugh was not loud; 

And the Fiend whisper’d to him—“ Go, steal me the shroud 
Of one of these skeleton dancers.” 

He has done it! and backward with terrified glance 
To the sheltering door ran the wai’der; 

As calm as before look’d the moon on the dance, 

Which they footed in hideous order. 

But one and another seceding at last. 

Slipp’d on their white garments and onward they pass'd, 

And the deeps of the churchyard were quiet. 

Still, one of them stumbles and tumbles along, 

And taps at each tomb that it seizes; 

But 'tis none of its mates that has done it this wrong, 

For it scents its ©-ave-clothes in the breezes. 
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It shakes the tower gate, but that drives It away, 

For ’twas nail’d o’er with crosses—a goodly array— 

And well was it so for the warder I * 

It must have its shroud—^it must have it betimes— 

The quaint Gothic carving it catches, 

And upwards from stoiy to story it climbs 
And scrambles witli leaps and with snatches. 

Now woe to the warder, poor sinner, betides! 

Like a long-legged spider the skeleton strides 
From buttress to buttress, still upward! 

The warder ho shook, and the warder grew pale, 

And gladly the shroud would have yielded! 

The ghost had its clutch on the last iron rail 
Which the top of the watch-turret shielded. 

When the moon was obscured by the rush of a cloud, 

OsR ! thunder’d the bell, and unswathed by a shroud, 

Down went the gaunt skeleton crashing! 


A very pleasant piece of poetry to translate at midnight, as we did it, with 
merely the assistance of a dying candle I 
After this feast of lioirors, something more fanciful may not come amiss. 
Let us pass to a competition of flowers in the golden, or—if you will have it 
so—^the iron age of chivalry. The meditations of a captive knight-liave been 
a cherished theme for poets in all ages, llichard the Lion-heart of England, 
and James J. of Scotland, have left us, in no mean verse, the records of their 
own cxpenence. We all remember how nobly and how well Felicia Hemans 
portrayed the agony of the crusader as lie saw, from the Mdndow of his pri¬ 
son, the bright array of his Christian comrades defiling through the pass 
below. We shall now take a similar poem of Goethe, but one in a different 
vein 


The Fairksi* Flower. 

The Lat of the Captive Karl. 

The Earl ,—^I know a floweret passing fair, 

And for its loss I pain me ; 

Fain would I hence to seek its lair, 
But for these bonds that chain me. 
My woes are aught but light to me, 
For when I roam’d unbound and free 
That flower was ever near me. 

c 

Adown and round the castle’s steep, 
I let my glances wander; 

But cannot from the dizzy keep, 
Descry it, there or yonder. 

Oh, he who’d bring it to my sight, 

Or were he knave or were he knight, 
Should be my friend for ever I 

The Rose ,—I blossom bright thy lattice near, 

And hear what thou hast spoken; 
’Tis mo—brave, ill-starr’d cavalier— 
The Bose, thou wouldst betoken! 
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Thj spirit spunis the base, the low, 

And ’tis the queen of flowers, I know, 
That in thy bosom reigneth. 

The Earl ,—All honour to thy purple cheer, 

From swathes of verdure blowing ; 
And so art thou to maidens dear. 

As gold or jewels glowing. 

Thy wreaths adorn the fairest face, 

Yet art thou not the flower, whose grace 
In solitude I cherish. 

The Lily .—A haughty place usurps the rose, 

And haughtier still doth covet; 

But where the lily meekly blows, 

Some gentle eye will love it. 

The heart that beats in faithful breast, 
And spotless is as my white vest, 

IVJust value me the highest. 

The Earl .—Spotless and true of heart am I, 

And free from sinful failing. 

Yet must I here a captive lie, 

In loneliness bewailing. 

I see an^mage fair in yon 
Of many maidens pure and tine, 

Yet know I something dearer. 

The Carnation .—That may thy warder’s garden show 

In me, the bright carnation, 

Else would the old man tend me so 
With loving adoration ? 

In perfect round my petals meet, 

And lifelong are with scent replete, 

And Avith a burning colour. 

The Earl .—may the sweet carnation slight, 

It is the gardener’s pleasure, 

Noav he unfolds it to the light, 

Now shields from it his treasure. 

But no—the flower Tor which I pant, 
No rare, no brillbint charms can vaunt, 
’Tis ever meek and lowly. 

Hie Violet. —Conceal’d and bending I retreat, 

Nor willingly had spoken. 

Yet that same silence, since ’tis meet, 
Shall now by me be broken. * 

If I be that which fills thy thought 
Then must I grieve that I may not 
Waft every perfume to thee. 

The Earl .—I love the violet, indeed. 

So modest in perfection, 

So gently sweet—yet more I need 
To soothe my heart’s dejection. 

To thee alone the truth I’ll speak, 

That not upon this rock so bleak ' 
Is to be found my darling. 
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In yon far rale, earth’s tmest wife 
Sits where the brooks run playing, 

And still must wear a woeful life 
Till I with her am straying. 

When a blue floweret by that spot 
She plucks, and says— forgkt-mb-not, 

I feel it here in bondage. 

Yes, when two truly love, its might 
They own and feel in distance, 

So I, within this dungeon’s night, 

Cling ever to existence. 

And when my heart is nigh distraught, 

If I but say— forget-me-not, 

Hope bums again within me I 


Such is constant love—the light even of the dungeon! Nor, to the glory of 
human nature be it said, is this a fiction. Witness Picciola—witness those 
letters, perhaps the most touching that were ever penned, from poor Camille 
Desmoulins to his wife, while waiting for the summons to the guillotine—wit¬ 
ness, above all, that fragment signed Queret-D^mery, which could not get be¬ 
yond the sullen walls of the Bastile until fifty years after the agonizing request 
was preferred, Avhen that torture-chamber of cruelty was razed indignantly to 
the ground—“ If, for my consolation, Moiiseigiicur would grant me, for the sake 
of God and the most blessed Trinity, that I could have news of my dear wife! 
were it only her name on a card to show that she is yet alive! It were the 
sweetest consolation I could receive ; and I should for ever bless the greatness 
of Monseigneur." Poetry has no such eloquence as this. 

But we must not digress from our author. Hero arc a few lines of the 
deepest feeling and truth, and most appropriate in the hours of wretchedness— 


Sorrow without Consolat^n. 

0, wherefore shouldsfc thou try 
The tears of love to dry ? 

' Nay, let them flow I 
For didst thou only know, 

How bairen and hoV dead 
Seems every tiling below, 

To those who have not tears enough to shed, 

Thou’d’st rather bid thorn weep, and seek their comfort so. 


The following stanzas, though rather inferior in merit, may be taken as a 
companion to the above. Their structure reminds us of Cowley. 

Comfort in Tears. 

How is it that thou art so sad 
When others are so gay ? 

Thou hast been weeping—nay, thou hast! 

Thine eyes the truth betray. 
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“ Aad if I may not choose but weep, 

Is not my grief mine own ? 

No heart was heavier yit for tears— 

O leave me, friend, alone! ” 

% 

Come, join this once the merry band, 

They call aloud for thee. 

And moura no more for what is lost, 

But let the past go free. 

“ O, little know ye in your mirth 
What wrings my hearty so deep! 

I have not lost the idol yet 
For w'hich 1 sigh and >vecp.” 

Then rouse thee and take heart I thy blood 
Is young and full of fire; 

Youth should have hope and might to win, 
And wear its best desire. 

“ O, never may T hope to gain 
What dAvells from me so far; 

It stands as high, it looks as bright, 

As yonder burning star.” 

Whv, -who w^onld seek to woo the stars 
Down from their glorious sphere? 

Enough it is to -worship tlicin, 

When nights arc calm and clem*. 

“ Oh, I look up and worship too— 

My star it shines by day— 

Then let me weep the livelong night 
The whilst it is away.” 


A thread from the distaff of Omphale may be stronger than the club of 
Hercules. Here is an inconstant Romeo escaped from his Juliet, and yet un¬ 
able to shake off the magnetic spell which must haunt him to his dying day. 

To A Golden Heaet. 

Pledge 0 ? departed bliss, 

Once gentlest, holiest token! 

Art thou more faithful tiian thy mistress is, 

That ever I must wear thee, » 

And on my bosom bear thee, 

Although the bond that knit her soul with mine is broken? 

Why shouldest thou prove stronger? 

Short are the days of love, and wouldst thou make them longer? 

Lili ! in vain I shun thee! 

Thy spell is still upon me. 

In vain I wander thi*ough the distant forests strange, 

In vain I roam at will * 

By foreign glade and liill, 

For, all! where’er I range, 

Beside my heart, the heart of Lili nestles still! 
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Like a bird that breaks its twine, 

Is this poor heart of mine: 

It fain into the suuiiger bowra would fly, 

And yet it cannot be 
Again so wholly free; 

For always it must bear 
The token which is there, 

To mark it as a thrall of past captivity. 


Here, again, is Romeo before his escape. Poor Juliet I may we hope that 
she still has, and may long possess, the power 

To lure this tassel-gentle back again.” 

Deatli, indeed, were a gentler fate than desertwn. Truth to say, Goethe would 
have made but a sorry Romeo, for he wanteuthc great and leading virtue of 
constancy; and yet who can tell what Romeo might liave become, after six 
months* exile in Mantua? Juliet, we know, had taken the place of Rosaline. 
Might not some fairer and ncAver star have arisen to eclipse the image of the 
other? We^will not credit the heresy. Far better that the curtain should fall 
upon the dying lovers, before one shadow of doubt or suspicion of infidelity 
has arisen to perplex the clear bright min*or of their souls! 

Wf.lcome and Depaeture. 

To horse!—away o’er hill and steep I 
Into the saddle blithe I sprung ; 

The eve was cradling earth to sleep, 

And night upon the mountains hung. 

With robes of mist around him set, 

The oak like some hnge giant stood. 

While, with its hundred eyes of jet, 

Peer’d darkness from the tangled wood. 

Amidst a bank of clouds, the moon 
A sad and troubled glimmer shed ; 

The wind its chiUy wings unclosed, 

And whistled wildly round my head. 

Night framed a tliousand phantoms dire, 

Yet did I never droop nor start; 

Within my veins what living fire! 

What quenchless glow witliin my heart! 

We met; and from thy glance a tide 
Of stifling joy flow’d into me: 

My heart was wholly by thy side, 

My every breath was breathed for thee. 

A blush w^s there, as if thy cheek 

The gentlest hues of spring had caught, 

And smiles so kind for me!—Great powers! 

I hoped, yet I deserved them not I 

But morning came to end my bliss ; 

A long, a sad farewell wc took. 

What joy—^what rapture in thy kiss, 

What depth of anguish in thy look 
I left thee, dear! but after me 
Thine eyes through tears look’d from above; 

Yet to be loved—what ecstacy! 

What ecstacy, ye gods, to love I 



1845.] Poem and Ballada of Goethe. No. III. 173 

Here are three small cabinet pictures of exquisite finish. We have laboured 
hard to do justice to them, for the smallest gems are the most difficult to 
copy; yet after all we have some doub^f our mccess. 

Etening. 

Peace breathes along the shade 
Of every hill, 

The tree-tops of the glade 
Are hushed and still; 

All woodland murmurs cease, 

The birds to rest within the brake are gone. 

Be patient, weary heart—anon, 

Thou, too, shalt be at peace! 


A Calm at Ska. 

Lies a calm along the deep, 

Like a mirror sleeps the ocean, 
And the anxious steersman sees 
liouud him neither stir nor motion. 

Not a breath of wind is stirring, 
Dread the hush as of the grave— 
In the weary waste of waters 
Not the lifting of a wave. 


The Breeze. 

The mists they are scatter’d, 
The blue sky looks brightly, 
And Eolus looses 
The wearisome chain I 
The winds, how they whistle! 
The steersman is busy— 
Hillio-ho, hillio-ho! 

We dash through the billows— 
They flash far beliind us— 
Land, land, boys, again! 


In one of Goethe’s little operas, which are far less studied than they deserve, 
although replete with grace, melody, and humour, we stumbled upon a ballad 
which we at once recognised as an old acquaintance. Some of our readers 
may happen \p recollect the very witty and popular ditty called “ Captain 
Wedderburn’s Courtship,” a peculiar favourite amongst the lower orders in 
Scotland, but not, so far as we knew, transplanted from its native soil. Our 
surpnse, therefore, was great when we discovered Captain Wedderbum dress¬ 
ed out in the garb of a Junker of the middle ages, and “ bonny Girzie Sin¬ 
clair,” the Laird of Roslin’s daughter, masquerading as a German Frc^in. 
The coincidence, if it be not plagiary, is so curious, that we have translaflftho 
ballad with a much freer hand than usual, confessing at the same time that 



174 Poems and Ballads of Ooeihe, No, III. Seb* 

the advantage, in point of humonr and gallantry, is clearly on the side of the 
old Mid-I^thian ditty. 


The Cavalier’s Cnoioa. 

It was a gallant cavalier 
Of honour and renown, 

And all to seek a ladye-love 
He rode from town to town. 

Till at a widow-woman’s door 
*IIc drew the rein so free; 

For at her side the knight espied 
Her comely daughters three. 

Well might he gaze upon them 
For they were fair and tall p 

Ye never have seen fairer 
In bower nor yet in hall. 

Small marvel if the gallant’s heart 
Beat quicker in his breast: 

’Tvvas hard to choose, and hard to lose— 
How miglit he wale the best ? 

“ Now, maidens, pretty maidens mine, 
Wlioll rede me riddles three ? 

And she who answers best oLall 
Shall be my own ladyc!” 

I ween they blush’d as maidens do 
When such rare words they hear— 

“ Now speak th}” riddles, if thou wilt, 
Thou gay young Cavalier 1” 

“ What’s longer than the longest path ? 
First tell ye that to me; 

And tell me what is deeper 
Than is the deepest sea ? 

And tell me what is louder 
Than is the loudest horn? 

And tell me what is shai’per 
Than is the sliarpest thorn? 

“ And tell me what is greener 
Than greenest gi*ass on hill ? 

And tell me what is crueller 
Than a wicked woman’s will?” 

The eldest and the second maid, 
TheyfcSat and thought awhile; 

But the youngest she look’d upward, 
And spoke with merry smile. 

“ O, love is surely longer far 
Than the longest patiis that be; 

And hell, they say, is deeper 
Thau is the deepest sea; 

And thund^ it is louder 
Than is the loudest horn; 

And hunger it is sharper 
Than is the sharpest thorn; 
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“ I know a deadly poison 
More green than grass on hill; 

And the ibul fiend he i^riielle% 

Than any woman’s will 1” 

Scarce had the maiden spoken 
When the youth was by her side, 

And, all for what she answer’d him, 

Has claim’d her as his bride. 

The eldest and the second maid, 

They ponder’d and were dumb ; 

And there, perchance, arc waiting yet 
Till another wooer come. 

Tlien, maidens, take tliis warning word. 

Bo neither slow nor shy, 

And always,.when a lover speaks, 

Look kindly and reply. 


The following beautiful verses are from'Wilhelm Meister. We shall ven¬ 
ture to call them 


Retributiox. 

He that with tears did never eat his bread, 

He that hath Hover lain through night’s long hours, 
Weeping in bitter imgnish on his bed— • 

lie knows yc not,.yc dread celestial powers. 

Ye lead us onwards into lifo. Yc leave 
The wretch to fall, then yield him up, in woe, 
Remorse, and pain, unceasingly to grieve ; * 

For every sin is piuiislicd here below. 


We shall close this number with a series of poems, in imitation, or rather 
after the manner of the antique, all of which possess singular beauty. No 
man understood or appreciated tiie exquisite delicacy of the Greek Anthology 
better than our author; and although wc may, in several of the versions, have 
fallen short of the originals, we trust that enough still remains to convince the 
reader that wo have not exaggerated their merit. 

n 

rOEMS AFTER THE JrANNEK OF THE ANTIQUE, 

The IIusbandmax. 

Lightly doth the furrow fold the golden grain within its breast, 

Deeper shroud, old man, shall cover in thy limbs when laid at rest. 

Blithely plough and sow as blithely ! Here are springs of mortal cheer, 

And when e’en the grave is closing, Hope is ever standing near. 


Anacreon’s Grave. 


Where the rose is fresh and blooming—where the vine and myrtle spring— 
Where the turtle-dove is cooing—where the gay cicalas sing— 

Whose may be the grave surrounded with such store of comely grace, 

Like a God-created garden ? ’Tis Anacreon’s resting-place. Jtk 

Spring and summer and the autumn pour’d their gifts around the baroUP 
And, ere winter came to chill him^slept he safe beneath the sward. 
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Te£ Bbothbrs. 

Slumber, Sleep—they were two brothers, servants to the Gods above; 
Knd Prometheus lured them downwards, ever fill’d with earthly love; 
But what Gods could bear so lightly, press’d too hard on men beneath; 
Slumber did his brother’s duty-^lecp was deepen’d into Death. 


Love’s Houb^Gla.ss. 

Eros! wherefore do I see thee, with the glass in either hand ? 

Fickle God I with double measure wouldst thou count the shifting sand ? 
“ This one flows for parted lovers—slowly drops each tiny bead— 

That is for the days of dalliance, and it melts with golden speed.” 


Warning. 

Do not touch him—do not wake him! Fast fcleep is Amor lying; 

Go—fulfil^y work appointed—do thy labour of the day. 

Thus the wise and careftil mother uses every moment flying, 

Whilst her child is in the cradle—Slumbers pass too soon away. 


Solitude. 

Grant, O ye healing Nymphs, that have your haunts 
By rock and stream and lonely forest glade, 

The boon which, in their bosoms’ silent depths, 

Your votaries crave! Unto the sad of heart 
Give comfort—knowledge unto him that doubts— 
Possession to the lover, and its joy. 

For unto you the Gods have given, what they 
Denied to man—to aid and to console 
All those soe’er who put their trust in you. 


Perfect Bliss. 

All the divine perfections, which, while ere 
Nature in thrift doled out ’mongst many a fair, 

She shower’d with open hand, thou peerless one, on thee! 
And she that was so wond’rously endow’d, 

To whom a throng of noble knees were bow’d, 

Gave all—Love’s perfect gif^—her glorious self, to me I 
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The CiiosEM Rock. 

Here, in the hush and stillness of mid-noon, 

The lover lay and thought upon his love ; 

With blithesome voice he spoke to me : “ Be thou 
My witness, stone!—Yet, therefore, vaunt thee not, 
For thou hast many partners of my joy— 

To every rock that crowns this gi’assy dell, 

And looks on me and my felicity ; 

To every forcst-slciu that I embrace 
In my entrancement as I roam along. 

Stand thou for a memorial of my bliss ! 

All mingle with my rapture, and to all 
I lift a consecrating cry of joy. 

Yet do I lend a voice to thee alone. 

As culls the Muse some favourite from the crowd. 
And, with a kiss, inspires for evermore.*’ 


The Death Trance. 

Weep, maiden, here by Cupid’s grave! He fell. 
Some nothing kill’d him—what 1 cannot tell. 

But is he really dead ?—I swear not that, in sooth; 
A trifle—nothing—olV revives the youth. 


Philomela. 

Surely, surely, Amor nursed thee, songstress of the plaintive note, 
And, in fond and childish fancy, fed thee from his pointed dart. 

So, sweet Philomel, the poison sunk into tliy guileless throat, 

Till, with all love’s weight of passion, strike its notes to every heart. 


Sacked Ground. 

A place to mark the Graces, when they come 
Down from Olympus, still and secrctlyj 
To join the Oreads in their festival, 

Beneath the light of the benignant moon. 

There lies the poet, watching them unseen, 

The whilst they chant the sweetest songs of heaven, 
Or, floating o’er the sward without a sound, 

Lead on the mystic wonder of the dance. 

All that is gi'eat in heaven, or fair on earth, 

Unveils its glories to the dreamer’s eye, 

And all he tells the Muses. They again, 

Knowing that Gods are jealous of their own, 

Teach him, through all the passion of his verse, 

To utter these high secrets reverently. 
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The Park. 

How beautiful! A garden fair as heaven^ 
Flowers of all hues, and smiling in the sun, 
Where all was waste and wilderness before. 
Well do ye imitate, ye gods of earth, 

The great Creator. Rock, and lake, and glade, 
Birds, fishes, and untamed beasts arc here. 
Youi’ work were all an Eden, but for this— 
Here is no man unconscious of a pang, 

No perfect Sabbath of unbroken rest. 


The Teachers. 

What time Diogenes, unmoved and still, 

Lay in bis tub, and bask’d him in the sun— 
"What time Calanus clomb, witl) lightsome step 
And smilirf^ cheek, np to his fiery tomb— 
What rare examples there for Piiilip’s son 
To curb his overmastering lust of sway, 

But that the Lord of the majestic world 
Was all too great for lessons even like these ! 


Mabbiaue Unequal. 

Alas, that even in a heavenly mamago, 

The fairest lots should ne’er be reconciled I 
Psyche wax’d old, and prudent in her carriage, 
Whilst Cupid evermore remains the child. 


Holt Family. 

0 child of beauty rare— 

0 mother chaste and fair— 

How happy they both, so far beyond compare I 
She, in her infant blest, 

And he in conscious rest,. 

Nestling within the soft warn cradle of her breast I 
What joy that sight might bear 
To him who sees them thcre^ 

If, with a pure and guilt-untroubled eye, 

He looked upon the twain, like Joseph standing by. 
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ExOrLPATlON. 

Wilt thou dare to blame the woman for her seeming sudden changes, 
Swaying east a^d swaying westward, as the breezes shake the tree? 
Fooll thy selfish thought misguides thee—find the man that never ranges; 
Woman wavers but to seek him—Is not then the fault in thee ? 


The Muse’s Mibror. 

To deck herself, the Muse, at early morn, 
Wander’d a-down a wimpling brook, to find 
Some glassy pool more quiet than the rest. 

On sped the stream, and ever as it ran 
It swept away her imago, wliicli did change 
With every bend and dimple of the wave. 

In wi’ath the Goddess turn’d her from tlje spot, 
Yet after her the brook, w'ith taunting tongue, 
Did call—“ ’Tis plain thou wilt not see the truth 
All purely tiiougli my niiiTor shows it thee 1” 
But she, meanwhile, stood with indiftcrent car, 
By a far corner of the crystal lake, 

Delightedly surveying her fair form, 

And settling fiowerots in her golden hair. 


Phcebus and Hermes. 

The deep-brow’d lord of Delos once, and Maia’s nimble-wittcd son, 
Contended eagerly by whom the prize of glory should be won; 

Hermes long’d to grasp the lyre,—the lyre Apollo hoped to gain, 

And both their hearts were full of hope, and yet the hopes of both were vain. 

For Ares, to decide the strife, between them rudely dash’d in ire, 

And waving high his falchion keen, he cleft in tw^ain the golden lyre. 

Loud Hermes laugh’d maliciously, but at the direful deed did fail 
The deepest grief upon the heai*t of Phoebus and the Muses all. 


A New Love. 

Love, not the simple youth that whilome wound 
Himself about young Psyche’s heart, look’d round 
Olympus with a cold and roving eye, 

That had accustom’d been to victory. 

It rested on a Goddess, noblest far 

Of all that noble throng—a glorious star— 

Venus Urania. And from that hour 
lie loved her. Ah I to his resistless power 
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* Even she, the holy one, did yield at last, 

And in his daring arms he held her fast. 

A new and beauteous Love from that embrace 
Had birth ; that to the mother owed his gi‘ace 
And purity of soul, whilst from his sire 
Ho borrow’d all his passion, all his fire. 

Him ever where the gracious Muses be 
Thou’lt surely find. Such sweet society 
Is his delight, and his sharp-pointed dart 
Doth rouse within men’s breasts the love of Art. 


Thb Wabaths. 

Our German Klopstock, if he had his will, 

Would bar us from the skirts of Pindus old, 

No more the classic laurel should be prized, 

But the rough leaflets of our native oak 
Alone should glisten in tlie poet’s hair ; 

Yet did himself, with spirit unreclaim’d 
•From first allegiance to those early Gods, 

Lead up to Golgotha’s most awful height 
With more than epic pomp the new Crusade. 

But let him range the bright angelic host 
On either hih—no matter. By his grave 
Ail gentle hearts should bow them down and weep. 
For Avhcrc a hero and a saint have died, 

Or where a poet sang pro})hctical, 

Dying as gUBatly as they greatly lived, 

To give memorial to all after times, 

Of lofty worth and courage undismay’d; 

There, in mute reverence, all devoutly kneel, 

In homage of the thorn and laurel -wreath, 

That were at once tlieir glory and their pang! 


The Swiss Alp. 

Yesterday thy head was brown, as are the flowing locks of love, 

In the bright blue sky I watch’d thee towering, giant-like, above. 

Now thy summit, white and hoary, glitters all with silver snow, 

Which the stormy night hath shaken from robes upon thy brow; 

And I know that youth and age are bound’wllH such mysterious meaning, 
As the days are link’d together, one short dream but intervening. 
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SPAIN AS IT IS. 


There exists in this country a 
nmnerous class of persons who, if 
they were given tiieir choice of an 
overJand journey to India and back, 
||^ a ramble through Spain, occupying 
tnc same space of time, would prefer 
the former, as likely to be less incon¬ 
venient, and decidedly far less peril¬ 
ous. The wars and rumours of wars, 
revolutions, j-ebollions, skirmishes, 
and pTonuncinmentos^ that news¬ 
papers have recorded during the last 
ten ’ or twelve years, with an occa¬ 
sional particulaily bloody and bar¬ 
barous execution by way of interlude, 
have certainly not been calculated to 
reassure timid travcdlers ; nor can we 
well wonder that, at the mere men¬ 
tion of an excursion be^^ond tlie 
Pyrenees, tourists are seized Avith a 
vertigo; and that visions, not only of 
rancid' (jaspachos and vci'min-haunted 
couches, but of chocolate-complexiou- 
ed rutliaus with sugar-loaf hatj, but¬ 
ton-bedecked jackets, fierce mus¬ 
taches, and lengthy escopHas^ peer¬ 
ing out of the gloomy recesses of a 
eork wood, or from among the silvery 
foliage of an olive grove, pass before 
the eyes of their imagination. Dan¬ 
gers often appear greater at a dis¬ 
tance than upon close examination ; 
many a phantom of ghastly aspect 
proves upon inspection to be but a tur¬ 
nip-faced goblin after all: and we 
suspect that if some of the timorous 
would adventure themselves upon 
Spanish soil, they might find their 
precious persons far saf(*r than they 
had anticipated; and discover that 
they Averc in the hands of 

Crtfres nor cannibals, but iPpn^t a 
courteous and generous people, lyho, 
if occasionally a little top-disposed to 
slit each other’s Aveasand^ qn the ojher 
hand are very rarely foijgctful of ^he 
laAvs of hos]>itality, or of the kiodoess 
and protection to Avhidi travelers in 
a foreign land haA^c a fairuslaim. We 
do not mean to reconjmend Spain as 
a desirable travelling ground for those 
adventurous English dames, whom 


we have occasionally met journeying 
by coachfuls In France, Germany, 
and other peaceable lands, unsquired 
and unescorted save by their wait¬ 
ing-maids : to them the encounter of 
rateros^ salteadores^ or other varieties 
of Spanish banditti, might be in vari¬ 
ous respects disagreeable; but for 
men, who, without Ictiving Europe, 
may wish to visit other scenes than 
those in which every Cockney tourist 
has Avandered, Ave know of feAv ex¬ 
peditious more interesting than ono 
into the interior of Spain, Fine 
scenery, interesting monuments, as^* 
sociations historic, classic, and poeti¬ 
cal, and—which to onr thinking is still 
preferable—a people avIio, in spite of 
Gallo and Anglo manias, still possess 
great originality of character and cus¬ 
toms, are there to be met wi|^. We 
cannot do better than refer those per¬ 
sons w'ho Avould like additional evi¬ 
dence oil the subject, to the volumes 
named at foot, hi which they will see 
how a mail possessed of prudence, 
good sense, and good temper, may 
visit some of the Avildcst and. least fre¬ 
quented parts of the Peninsula, not 
only without injury or annoyance, but 
with considerable pleasure and profit. 

Captain Widdriugton’s journey to 
Spain, in the Spruig of 1843, had, as 
he tells us, a tvA^ofoId object. He was 
desirous of observing the clfccts of the 
mimerous changes that have taken 
j)lace in that country since the death 
of Ferdinand; and he, at the same 
time, thought that his assistance and 
previous knoAvledge of the country 
and people, AA^ould be useful to a 
scientific friend, Dr Daubeny, who 
had been cqpimissioned by th6 Agri¬ 
cultural Society to examine the form¬ 
ation of phosphorite in Estremadura. 
TliLs mineral, it Avas imagined, might 
be advantageously substituted for 
bones as manure. 

The travellers had sketched out 
their route beforehand, and seem to 
have adhered very closely to the plan 
they had laid down. Proceeding 
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fi-om Bayonne to Madrid, after a 
short stay in that capital thsy stnick 
into Estremadura ; visited the vein of 
phosphorite, and explored several in¬ 
teresting districts, into ■which few 
travellers penetrate; thence to the 
quicksilver mines at Alinaden, and to 
various iron mines and founderies, 
through Seville, Honda, Malaga, and 
Granada, and back to Madrid. Here 
Captain Widdriugton separates from 
his companion, and continues his 
pcrcgi'inations alone, ^ through the 
kingdom of Leon, the A^sturias, and 
Galicia. In his narrative of this 
somewhat extensive ramble, the gal¬ 
lant captain displays very respeift- 
able degree of knowledge on a con¬ 
siderable variety of subjects. Agri¬ 
culture, geology, natural history, the 
resources of Spain, and the best mode 
of applying them, i)olitical intrigues 
and changes, the strange and appa¬ 
rently inexplicable ups and downs of 
public nacn, are all touched upon in 
turn : and if the earlier portion of his 
work is worth}*^ of a member of the 
leanied societies to Avhich he belongs, 
the latter part is no less creditable to 
his habits of observation, and to the 
soundness df his judgment. 

One of the iiivt things that appear 
to have struck Captain Widdringtoii 
on an-iving at Madrid, was the great 
activity in the building department— 
an activity arising chiefly from the 
sequestration of the church property.^ 
Convents w^ere being pulled down, or" 
at least altered so as to render them 
suitable to other purposes. The 
ground on which one had stood had 
been converted into a public walk—a 
chapel had been replaced by a cover¬ 
ed market. The large convent of St 
Thomas was the headquarters of the 
national guard; while that of the Tri¬ 
nity had been appropriated to the 
reception of works of art, the spoils 
of the other convents. One had been 
sold to a private speculator, w'ho let 
it out in chambers ; another was the 
refuge of military invalids; a third, 
the convent of St Catalina—which was 
set fire to while the Duke of Angou- 
leme was attending, in the year 1823, 
a mass celebrated in honour of his 
successful campaign—had been demo¬ 
lished, and a budding for the senate 
and deputies was erecting on its site. 
The names of many of the streets had 
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been altered to those of variods hei'oes 
of Spanish liberty; ^ch as Porlier, 
Lacy, tfie Empecinadb, ahd others. 
The street of.the Alcala had been 
rebaptized after the Duque do la Vic¬ 
toria ; but no ddiibt, as tlio Captain 
observes, by this rime* on a 'change 
tout cela. . ' ’ * * ' 

Of the Countess of Mina, who was 
then aya, dr governess, to-the queen, 
some interesting details are given by 
Captain Widdringtoii, who had known 
her and her husband when they were 
living in exile at I’lymoiith subse¬ 
quently to the affairWf 1823. Ma¬ 
dame Mina apiicars to be a person of 
very superior powers of mind, far 
better qiialilied to superintend the fe¬ 
male dei>artmcnt of a Spanish queen’s 
education, tlian the bigoted and of ran- 
cesada dowager-marchioncss who pre¬ 
ceded her in llio olfice, and in the 
selection of whom Maria Christina, 
w'ith her usual selfishness, had pro¬ 
bably thought more of the political 
principles and ojunions in which she 
wished Isabella to be brought up, 
than of her (laughter’s future welfare 
and ha])pitic.ss. The universal com¬ 
plaint ot'iha Spams/i or national party 
in the time of CiiristUia was, that the 
queen’s education was nc'glectcd, or, 
it should rather be said, misconduct¬ 
ed. The quecu-doM^ager’s French 
tendencies were more than suspected. 
Of course, wdieu the popular parly 
became in the ascendant, and Madame 
Mina received the appointment, alike 
unsolicibKl and uaex|)ected, of gover¬ 
ness to the (jucen, the afrancesados 
set up a yell of horror and consterna¬ 
tion. Her husband’s humble birth, 
her character, even her piety,-and 
thg mourning habit she had woni 
her husband’s death, were 
made mlttera of reproach to her. But 
though Mina had been born a tiller of 
the earth, he had died a grandee of 
Spain, ennobled yet more by his 
patriotism and great qualities than 
he could be by the tinsel of a title; 
the character of the countess was that 
of a high-minded and virtuous woman; 
and as to the accusation of being a 
santarona^ or affectedly pious, it was 
no less unjust than malicious. Here 
is Captain Widdrington’s portrait of 
her:— 

Her stature is rather below the 
middle size, and her person stout, with 
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ail abundance ofthe blackest hair^m- by vivas and other noises in the 
ply dressed; eyes very large, dark and quadrangle of the palace. Colonel 
fuller than U8U^,.cvcn in this classic Dulce, the commander of the halbcr- 
land of Ujem, ana beaming with intel- diers, descended the stairs to enquire 
ligence. Her forehead, and the low^cr the cause of the nproai*, and was met 
part of her face, are remarkable for on the landing-place by a detachment 
their development, and an admirable of the Princosa regiment marching 
study for the phrenologists, who would ■ up. He ordered them to halt; they 
pronounce ,thotu models, as indicating opened fire in reply. Colonel Duleo 
firmnei^ of cliaracter. Her constant ^ retreated to the guard-room,^and the 
costume is the deepest black, which ' skirmish began. A double flight of 
completely covers hvr person; and st(*ps leads up from one of the princi- 
wheii she accepted her appointment, pal entrances of the j)alacc to this 
it was stipulated that she should never guard-foom, of which the dooi* is of 
be required to lay it aside. The only considerable size, and covered by a 
ornament she wore w'^as a simple but mampara or moveable stiiflod screen, 
rather massive gold chain and cross, similar to those used in churches 
wliich had a singularly good eflect in abroad. The alabarderos loft the 
relieving the mass of dee]) black; and fnampara in its place, opening the 
lier manner, noble and serious, border- door no more than was -absolutely 
ing on the severe at first sight, made necessary to fire" through. The as- 
hcr the beau-ideal of a lady abbess." -sailants took up their station at tho 
During the celebrated attack upon bottom of the stairs, and blazed away, 
the palace at Madrid, on the 7lh of vigorously repli<»d to from the sala de 
October 1841, the countess gave proof armas. The sides of the doorway 
of energy, courage, and presence of and the mampara -were riddled, but 
mind, worthy of Mina’s widow, and the assailants could only fire at a 
of one who supi)Iicd the place of guess, their opponents being corn- 
mother to tho queen and infanta of plctely concealed behind the screen; 
Spain. A most interesting account and on the other hand, a stone balus- 
of the transactions of that eventful trade at the top of the gtaircaso, be¬ 
night is to be found in the third chap- tw^ecn tlio two flights and tlio angle 
ter of Captain Widdrington’s book; of the floor, protectc.d the insurgents, 
and as he is indebted for the details The latter, no doubt, tliought the 
to Madame Mina herself, it is no whole guard was at its post, so steady 
doubt tlic most accurate that has ap- and incessant was the lire the alabar- 
I)carcd before tlic public. The ala- deros kept up. To apijroach the 
bar kros^ or halberdiers, who formed * guard-room door ■was certain death, 
the body-guard of the queen, and General Concha, the same who the 
whose post was in the avenues lead- other night danced the third quadrille 
ing to the royal apartments, consisted with Isabel at a court ball, taking 
of two hundred sergeants, 2 >mkcd the pas of the Spanish gi-andees there 
from tho whole army, and placed un- assembled, was present at this trea- 
dcr the command of a colonel and sonablc attack, at the head of tho 
lieutcnaiit-colonel, w'lio had the rank Trincesa regiment, in jdaiii clothes, 
of lieutenant and sergeant in this but with a drawn sword. About 
sacred band. “ By the regulations, midnight (^hc firing Lad begun at 
one-third of this little corps ought half-past seven—what wxrc the autho- 
always to have been on duty; but, rities about all that time?) Diego 
Cosas do Espana,’ when the distur- Leon, tho scapegoat of the affair, 
banco broke out, there w^ero only the made his appearance in his usual 
two officers and seventeen privates dashing attire, a showy hussar uni¬ 
present I The rest were in the town, form, braided, belted, and befrogged, 
at supper, or various other engage- and took command of the proceedings, 
ments." And on this handful of “According to his own account, he 
men devolved the duty of defending went to the foot of the great stair- 
tho queen against the attack of as case, and called to the alabai'deros to 
many companies as they numbered discontinue firing, lest they sjjmuld > 
muskets. The first alarm was given alarm the queen 1" but the noise of 
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the musketry was such, that he could 
not make himself heard, even with 
the aid of a trumpet! Things, how¬ 
ever, had not gone as the conspirators 
wished; the gallant defence of the hal- 
bardiers, which they had not reckoned 
upon, had caused them to lose much 
time, and after a sliort consultation 
Concha and Leon took to flight. Con¬ 
cha hid himself under the dry arch of 
a bridge, and afterwards took refuge 
at the Danish embassy, where he 
passed a few days, and was then con¬ 
veyed from another embassy (French, 
of course) to headquarters at Fans. 
ilLs caution in wearing plain clothes 
saved him; while poor Leon, who 
thought, as he afterwards said, that 
uniform was the proper costume for 
the occasion, was taken at Colmeiiar, 
a few leagues from Madrid. Captain 
Widdrington says, with much truth, 
that nothing could be more character¬ 
istic of the two men than their dif¬ 
ferent mode of acting in this trifling 
particular. 

In the whole affair, Concha was the 
real director and manager, although 
he sheltered himself behind the Count 
of Belascoain, who was put forward 
as being a* popular man, cs])ecially 
with the army. A braver or more 
dashing cavalry officer than Leon 
could hardly be found, but he w'as of 
the wrong stuff for a conspirator; his 
brains, as the Spaniards used to say 
in rather a coarse proverb, were in 
the wrong place. But who that had 
ever known oi: even seen him, could 
help regretting him, the chivalrous, 
the high-hearted soldier, as much 
loved by his friends as he was dreaded 
by his foes! His death was, doubt¬ 
less, necessary as an example, and 
should not be laid at the door of tlic 
Spanish government of tlie day, but 
at that of the unprincipled and selfish 
faction that made a tool "of liim. We 
are surprised to find, by Captain Wid- 
drington*s book, that the petitions for 
his pardon, sent for signature to the 
national guard of Madrid, were torn 
across and returned, the only name 
affixed to them being that of Captain , 
Guardia, who was then dying of 
wohnds received on the night of the 
insurrection. This speaks plainly as 
to^o general feeling in Madrid con- 
ceniuig the necessity of Leon’s seii- 


teifte being put into execution, the 
national guard consisting of ten thou¬ 
sand men, who represent every shade 
of political opinion. 

While the fighting was going on, 
the Countess of Mina Was doing her 
best to shield the queen and her sister 
Irom the bullets of the insurgents, 
who surrounded the royal apartments 
on three sides, aiid seem to liave been 
tolerably careless wliere they sent 
their lead. A shot came into the 
room where the queen and her sister 
lay in bed. They were frightened, 
and got up, and tiie attendants placed 
mattresses on tlic floor, in the angle 
of an alcove, upon whicli the children 
lay down, and after some time fell 
asleep. “ The poor children were 
hungry, and asked for supper, but 
there was nothing to give them; and 
from two ill the afternoon of the 7th, 
till eight in the morning of tlic 8th, 
they did not taste food.” What a 
curious picture is this! Isabel de Bor- 
bon, queen of Spain and tlic Indies, 
lying on a mattress upon the floor, 
terrified and a-huiigered, her gover¬ 
ness, the widow of an ex-peasant and 
guerilla, keeping watch beside her; 
nineteen intrepid soldiers defending 
her against troops sent by her own 
mother to attack her palace and carry 
off herself! 

^or was this all. There was a 
private staircase leading from the 
entresol of the palace to tiie royal 
apartments; and although it had been 
blocked up some time previously, the 
rebels were aware of its existence, 
and were heard sawing at the harrier 
that closed it. “At this time, the 
countess told me, she felt it her duty 
to rouse the queen and prepare her 
for the worst, dictating to her the 
manner in which those who should 
enter were to be addressed. The in¬ 
tention was, when they should arrive 
at the inner door, to <)pen it for fear 
of greater violence, and admit them.” 
If the conspirators could* have got 
possession of the queen’s person, their 
plan was to wrap her in a cloak and 
mount her behind one Fulgosio, who 
had been a colonel, in the Carlist ser¬ 
vice, but was included in the conven¬ 
tion of Bergara. In this Tartar fa¬ 
shion she was to have been carried 
off to the north of Spain. 
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Captain Widdrin^on evidently con¬ 
siders that this daring attempt on the 
part of Christina’s faction, as well as 
subsequent almost equally, strange 
events that have occurred in Spain, 
were in great measure concerted and 
organized in France, the money pro- 
oc^eding partly from the French trea¬ 
sury and partly from the coffers of 
Christina—coffers which she had taken 
excellent care to fill during the period 
of her regency. AVe have been rather 
amused at the diplomatic caution dis¬ 
played by the Captjfin when alluding 
to French intrigues. The French are 
always “ our neighbours,’’ and Lonis 
Philippe “ a certain personage.” Ilis 
meaning, iiowevcr, is plain enough, 
and we fully agree Mith him, that 
French gold and French counsels and 
infinence have been at the bottom of 
most of the disturbances that have 
taken phice in Spain since the 3 ’ear 
1840. Put enough, for the present, 
of plots and plotters; u'c shall perhaps 
find inorh of them before wc bid our 
author farewell in Vigo Bay. At pre¬ 
sent we will follow him to the mines 
of Almaden, whither he botakes liiin- 
sclf after rambling through a con¬ 
siderable portion of Estremadura, one 
of the most fertile, but neglected and 
thinly peopled, of Spanish provinces. 

Nothing,” he says, “ is -wanted but 
a good govenmient to assist the boun¬ 
teous hand with which the gifts of 
Providence have been sliowored on 
this beautiful region.” But, alas ! in¬ 
stead of a thriving peasantry and 
well-tilled soil, -vs'hat docs ho meet 
with? DespohJados^ or deserts, with 
here and there some wretched villages, 
few and far between, and from time 
to time a cortijo, or farin-liousc, "wdth 
its cultiv.ited patch; but the general 
face of the countiy is zara/, ground 
covered with the cistus, numerous 
varieties of that beautiful plant 
abounding in the province. Captain 
AViddrington mentions four sorts he 
found in flower—the gum cistus, a 
large white species without spots, a 
smaller white, and the purple kind 
common in English, gardens. Furze, 
then just breaking into flower, and 
retama, or brooms, vary the collec¬ 
tion; interesting enough, no doubt, to 
the botanist, but a melancholy sight 
when one reflects on the far better 


purpose to which this fertile territory 
might be applied. 

The roads through these districts 
are, as might be expected, execrable, 
intersected by large open ditches to 
carry off the water; and subsequently 
to each journey the diligence.requires 
extensive repairs. After Truxiilo, 
however, public conveyances are no 
longer to be found, and mules supply 
their place. On these the travellers 
reach Logrosan, where is situate the 
vein of pliosphoritc that it w'as one of 
the objects of their journey to visit. 
Four mule-loads of the mineral are 
taken as a sample, and forwarded to 
Seville; and this dom?, an excursion 
is made to the famous sanctuary of 
Guadelupc, in the sacristy at which 
place arc some of the flnest paintings 
of Zurbaran. Not the least agreeable 
portions of Captain AViddrington’s 
book are hi.s descriptions of the 
churches and other edifices he visits, 
anti of tiic pictures and caiwings they 
contain. Details of tJiat kind are 
often apt to be diy and wearisome; 
but these arc done con amore, and 
varied by reflections and criticisms, 
of wdiich many arc very intcresting. 

It had bam a matter of deliberation 
with Captain AViddrington, upon 
commeucing his w^anderings in the 
Peninsula, whether it were advisable 
to bo armed or not. The usual advice 
one gets upon this subject on entering 
Spain, is to take neither arms nor 
money, or at least no more of the 
latter than is absolutely necessary for 
the journey. By being unarmed, the 
triivcller is said to avoid risk of ill 
treatment at the liands of any ban¬ 
ditti he may chance to encounter, and 
wlio, if they see him wdth weapons, 
are apt either to give him a volley 
from some ambuscade, or to murder 
him for having thought of resistance. 
Captain AA^ddriiigton’s theory is dif¬ 
ferent. rie calculates that, as the 
majority of Spanish robbers are ra~ 
teros^ or ignoble and dastardly cut- 
purses, who prowl about by twos and 
threes, it is just as well to be provided 
with a few fire-arms, the mere sight 
of which may make all the difference 
between being robbed or not. H< 
has accordingly armed himself, hi 
companion, and attendant with mus 
kets; and between Lc^rosan and A1 
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madoQ he finds the advantage of hav¬ 
ing done so. While passing through 
a wild and broken countiy^ with no 
road, and scarcely any visible track, 
he perceives three sii8])icious-looking 
customers descending through a field 
to the further side of a thicket which 
lie is about to traverse. He calls up 
his comi>ariions, who are a little in 
the rear—they look to their arms, and 
prepare for a brush. If tlic three men 
tluit hav(‘ been seen' are alone, the 
travellers ai’c a match for them; but 
they may be only the van or rear¬ 
guard of a larger force. 

“ After waiting a little time in si¬ 
lence, there was no appearance of their 
(‘merging from the tliicket, which was 
very close; and, as it would have 
been imprudent to enter it, we called 
out to them to advance. 'J'hey 'wore 
still invisible, but a voice answered— 
‘ Come on, we sliall not meddle witii 
y(ni.’ We then rode through, and found 
them on llie banks of a pretty stream 
that tio\v(id through the ravine, jirc- 
])aring to breaklast; some beautiful 
bread, far better than any we could 
find in the villages, being part of their 
iutend(‘(l rei>asf. I’he maiT who had 
answered was nearest to the ford, 
and the otlieirs a little higluT up. Of 
course we passed them at the ‘ re¬ 
cover*,’ and the sim]>lc salutation of 
yat/tr r'f con Ifios! was interchanged. 
Had we omitted exchanging this com- 
pUniont, even with tlie people w(i 
were now d('aling with, we should 
have risked being tliought unpolished.” 

I’lien! is something characteristic 

and Gil Blas-like about tins—Spanish 

all over. ]\isa we on to the Almaden 

mines, of which there is a detailed 
* 

and very inten^sting account. 

U'he quicksilver mines of Almaden 
are one of the sure cards of the Spa¬ 
nish finance minister, and during the 
late war, especially, were yfton a great 
ri'source to the poverty-stricken go¬ 
vernment. When otiior aourees of 
revcniu^ failed, there were always l-o 
be found speculators willing to treat 
for the (piicksilver contract; and these 
mines, like the tobacco and other mo- 
no]»olies, and the Ilavanna revenue, 
have helped many a Spanish minister 
in bis moment of greatest need. Of 
course, as the usual demand was mo¬ 
ney down, the bargains were fre¬ 
quently made at great disadvantage 


to the seller; and, once madie, the con¬ 
sumer is entirely at the mercy of the 
contractor—the Almaden mines pro¬ 
ducing a very large portion of all the 
quicksilver known to exist in the 
world. Madame Calderon de la Barca, 
in her Life in Mexico^ alludes to this 
when speaking of the unsuccessful 
mining speculations in that country, 
where “ heaps of silver lie abandoned, 
because the expense of acquiring 
quicksilver renders it wholly unjiro- 
fitable to extract it.” ' That lady fur¬ 
ther observes, that quicksilver has 
been paid for at one hundred and fifty 
dollars per quintal in real cash, wlien 
the same (piantity was given at cre¬ 
dit by the Spanish government for 
fifty dollars. IVIadame Calderon is 
good authority; but wc suspect that 
tlie cause of sucli a vast difference 
between the price given and demanded 
by the contractor, must have been the 
cash advances required by the Spa¬ 
nish govcnimcnt. “ The contract 
once made,” says Captain Widtlring- 
ton, “ it is clear that, excepting any 
qualms of conscience llic lessee may 
be influenced by, there is no check 
upon his cupidity. The temptation 
to charge exorbitant ])rices is in¬ 
creased by the habit of the govern¬ 
ment re<iiuring large sums to be paid 
down. This jwactice, wliich w^as un¬ 
avoidable during the civil wair, •when 
it frc(picutly produced tlic only ready 
money they could lay their hands on, 
has continued, and must still do so, 
unless a financial change take place.” 

Owing to this state of things, the 
profit to the government is only about 
£75,000 per annum ; although we are 
told tliat the price has been raised, in 
a few years, from thirty-four to eighty- 
four dollars the quintal—the price 
paid to the govcnimcnt wx presume. 
'J'he contract was taken in 1843 by 
those great accapareurs of good tilings, 
tlie llotlischilds. Of course, as long 
as the civil war lasted, if the contrac¬ 
tors had to give money in advance, 
the risk they ran entitled them to a 
large rate of profit. Had Don Carlos 
got the upper hand before they had 
reimbursed themselves, tbeii’lien upon 
the mines w'ould have been so much 
w'aste paper; or even, without that, 
they might have been exposed to con¬ 
siderable loss and delay had Messrs 
Cabrera, Balmaseda, Palillos, or 
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others of the same kiducy, choseu to 
take a turn in that direction, carry off 
the workmen, destroy or damage the 
works, or drown out the mines. 
Gomez did pay Almadeii a visit when 
he made the tour of Spain with his 
expeditionary corps. He burned a 
part of the town and plundered all he 
could; but did no harm to the mine— 
which was eitlicr very foolish or very 
considerate of liim. 

There is room for iniieli curious 
speculation as to the clFcct which the 
increased and increasing value of 
cpiicksilvcr may have upon the mone- 
tuiy system of Europe, e,s])Ceially in 
Fi'ancc and other countries ^vhere sil¬ 
ver is the legal currency, and gold 
very little used on aeeouut of the pre¬ 
mium on it. It lias been seen above, 
tliat, in Mexico, silver is not uortli 
rcfiniiig, owing to tlie dearness of tlie 
mineral rcrpiired for the juirpose. Un¬ 
less somelhiiig be discovered as a 
substitute for quicksilver, the same 
result will, in all probability, ensue 
ill other nuaing districts ; and the 
natural couscipieiiee will be the <liini- 
nislied use of silver as a circulating 
medium, and the increased einjiloy- 
meiit of gold, tlie more so as the suj)- 
ply of the latter metal has of late 
years been greatly augmented—a 
great deal now coming from Asiatic 
liussia—while its wear aiul tear arc 
very small. Tliis change wouhl not 
arise from a scarcity of quicksilver, 
the quantity and quality of which, at 
Alniadcn at least, improve as the 
minors get deeper into the vein ; and, 
moreover, the portion extracted is 
limited to 20,000 quintuLs, or weights 
of 105 ])Ounds English. “ All the 
w^orks arc executed in a truly j'oyal 
manner, and so capacious and en¬ 
larged are the views carried out in tlie 
management, that tiiey only take away 
about one-half of the mineral, leaving 
tlie other as a legacy lo the future 
possessors of it, and to provide a sup¬ 
ply in case of unforeseen accidents in 
the workings.” There are other uses 
besides the refining of silver to w'hich 
quicksilver is applied; and should the 
contractors continue to raise the price 
of the latter, the consequence must 
necessarily be au increase in the va¬ 
lue of the former, and a diminution in 
its consumption. 

There ai'e five thousand men em¬ 


ployed at the Almaden establish¬ 
ment, and most of those who work 
in the mines suffer, as may be sup¬ 
posed, in their health, from the un¬ 
wholesome exhalations. In tlic sum¬ 
mer, when they are most liable to be 
affected in that way, work is suspend¬ 
ed, the labourers retire to their re¬ 
spective qirovinces to recruit, and gen¬ 
erally return in the autumn, restored 
by their native sAr. Temperance, 
cleanliness, and a milk-diet appear to 
be tl»c best preservatives fi'om the per¬ 
nicious effects of the mercury-infected 
atmosphere. 

Caj)tain Widdrington (Toes not visit 
Catalonia, which we regret; for we 
should like to have had the result of 
liis observations on that turbulent 
and troublesome province, to which 
he once or twice alludes. It must 
truly be a difficult thing to legislate 
for a country split into so many con- 
fiictiug interests — fancied interests 
many of them—as Spain is. The 
Catalonians, for instance, have got a 
notion that they are cotton-manufac¬ 
turers—a notion which their northern 
neighbours do all in their power, to 
nourish and encourage. Of course, 
the French would be much annoyed 
to sec Spanish ports opened to cotton 
goods at a reusouabltJ duty, until 
such lime (if it ever arrives) as they 
can compete successfully with English 
manufacturers. It suits their book 
much better to have a prohibition, or 
what amounts to such, imposed on 
all foreign cottons. The Pyrenees arc 
high, but it is a long line of frontier 
from Port Vendics to Bayonne, and 
the deuce is in it if they cannot ma¬ 
nage to smuggle more French calicoes 
ancl percales^ and suchlike commo¬ 
dities into Spain, than would ever 
be taken by the. Spaniards were those 
articles admitted at a reasonable duty, 
which w^ould put a stop to smuggling 
by renderftig it unprofitable. At pre¬ 
sent there is a regular tariff of smug¬ 
glers* charges for passing goods, so 
much per amt on the value, accor¬ 
ding to the bulk and nature of the 
articles; and the agents of this traffic 
abound in Baj'^oniie, Oleron, Perpig¬ 
nan, and all the frontier towns. The 
idea prevailing in Spain, that Espar- 
tero intended entering into a treaty 
of commerce with England, made 
him enemies of the Catalonians, and 
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indeed of the majority of the mercan¬ 
tile classes, most of the members of 
whieh are more or less mad about the 
importance of Spanish manufacfcnrcs, 
or, at any rate, they seem to be near¬ 
ly unanimous in their wish to prohibit 
foreign goods. It is imj) 0 sstble to 
persuade them, sojugheadod are they, 
that it would tw better to admit fo¬ 
reign manufactures at a fair duty, 
than to have thefr markets deluged 
with smuggled OJies that pay no duty 
at ail. “ To these miserable manu¬ 
factures, only capable of producing 
about one-half of what is required for 
the consumption of the kingdom,” 
(and that half, be it observed, of in¬ 
ferior quality, aiid at vastly higher 
prices than the same mevchaiulise 
could be imported for,) “ is tlie inte¬ 
rest of the landed proprietors and 
commercial class, as well as that of 
the entire coininnnity, sacrificed.” 

These manufacturing madmen, the 
Catalonians, are the plague-spot of 
the Peninsula. Obstinate, iieiy, and 
seltish, they think only of tlieinselves, 
and of what they consider their in¬ 
terests, petty and miserable as the 
latter arc compared to those of the 
rest of Spain. The real interests of 
the country jye obvious to any but 
prejudiced understandings. It is a 
land flowing with milk and honey, or, 
what is far better, with wine and oil; 
abounding in valuable products, of 
which the export nnght be vastly in¬ 
creased by atlmittiiig tlic manufac¬ 
tures of countries possessing, j)crliaps, 
a less-favoured soil iind climate, but 
a more industrious population. In¬ 
stead of making bad calicoes at a high 
price, let tlic Spaniards set to wmrk to 
clear and plant their despoh/ados — 
let them improve their system of agri¬ 
culture, their mode of producing oil; 
let them cut canals and make roads, 
and get something like decent com¬ 
munications between towns and pro¬ 
vinces. The inigation of the soil in 
Spain is also a matter of great im¬ 
portance, and which, in many parts 
of the country, is at pi'cscnt sadly 
neglected. There are vast districts 
that remain nniohabited and barren, 
solely because people will not build 
or live where they are beyond a cer¬ 
tain distance from water; distnets 
where every thing is parched and dry 
for the greater part of the year, and 


where the land, although rich in its 
nature, becomes worthless from ex¬ 
cessive drought. The system of Arte- 
.siau wells might, we arc per.suaded, 
be introduced to great advantage in 
Spain ; and for such, as well as for 
canals, railways, and similar improve¬ 
ments, abundance of foi’eign capital 
would be forthcoming, if—and here is 
the stic.king point—Spaniards would 
only show a disposition to remain quiet, 
and turn their attention to the arts of 
peace, instead of ruining tiicir coun¬ 
try, wasting their blood, and degrad¬ 
ing the national character, by all these 
unmeaning and unprofitable pronun- 
rimnentos and skirmishings. It is 
probably not very important at this 
moment wlio rules over the Spaniards, 
pro^dded the govonimcnt have power 
and energy enough to keoj) them from 
cutting each others’ throats, and to 
prevent their getting into a confirmed 
liabit of revolutions and rebellions. 
“ In all the larger towns of Spain,” 
we quoteCajitaiuWiddringtoii, “there 
is a crowd of idlers, eliaractcrs with 
little or no occupation, frequenters of 
theatres and ca/rs^ great readers of 
journals, and considerable politicians, 
pretendi'rs to small places, excessively 
ignorant, and ready to join in any 
movement provided it be attended 
with little personal risk to themselves. 
A large portion of this class took u 
very active part in o])posing tlic go¬ 
vernment, and were delighted to figure 
in jimtas^ or fill other analogous situa¬ 
tions, giving them a monnmtary iin- 
jmrtauce, and possibly a few dollars 
at the public expense.” And this is 
one ofithe great causes of the unsettled 
state of Sjjain, the immense number 
of idlers. Wars and revolutions, pro¬ 
ducing an unliourishing state of trade 
and agriculture, have discouraged 
Spaniards, during the la-^t thirty or 
fortj’ years, from putting their children 
to trades or professions. “ There is no 
knowing how long this war may last,” 
they used to say during the Cai’list 
contest; “ and as long as it lasts, 
there is no good to be done in Spain.” 
So, instead of bringing up their sons 
to work, they just let them live on 
from day to day, gossiping and 
smoking; and at the present moment 
there are many hundred thousand 
young and middle-aged men of the 
lower and middle classes, especially 
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tlie latter, who are idlera by profes¬ 
sion, and exactly correspond to Cap¬ 
tain Widdrington’s description. These 
gentry’’have nothing particular to lose 
by any political rumpus, and they 
flatter themselves they may gain 5 
besides, they cannot be always play¬ 
ing monte or taking the sienta; and 
even if thoy^ couJd, a change is some¬ 
times agreeable. Now and then, too, 
they get tired of hearing Aristides 
Called the Just—that is a very com¬ 
mon thing with Spaniards — some 
mischievous political agent comes 
amongst tliom, they arc soon excited, 
get hold of an old musket or rusty 
fowling-piece, chuck up their sombre¬ 
ros^ cry viva la Libertad! and rush 
about the town uttering gj'itos; and 
in a few hours, and before they have 
an}' clear idea of what they have been 
doing, they are told that they arc 
liei-oes and patriots, that Spajunrds 
never sliall be slaves,” and all tlic 
rest of the humbug and clajilrap tliat 
revolulioiiary agitators always have, 
upon their tongue^s tip. The poor 
idiots, fizzing and boiling over with 
tlieir fire-new enthusiasm, aimless 
and causeless as it is, are in^ecstasies 
for about a week, or until thcy.disco- 
ver, what is pretty often tlic case, 
that instead of being better off, they 
liave exchanged King Log for King 
Stork. The fact is, Spaniards arc not 
at present fit for a mild and conslitu- 
tioiial government. Espartcro, who 
had got the country into sometliing 
like a state of resjK-ctability, fell into 
the error of imagining that they wore; 
and such was in great measure the 
cause of his oveitJirow. The iron 
and remorseless rule of a Narvaez will 
perhaps suit them better, and of a 
certainty it is Avhat a large portion of 
them richly deserve. 

To those persons who wish to under¬ 
stand what many have doubtless found 
rather incom])rehensible ; namely, the 
causes, immediate and remote, that 
led to the deposition of the Duque do la 
Victoria and the triumph of the Mo- 
derado pai'ty—wc recommend the at¬ 
tentive perusal of Captain Widdring- 
ton’s book, especially the chapter en¬ 
titled, “ On the Pronnneiamentos 
and Fall of the Regency.” That 
chapter is a very complete manual of 
the Spanish politics of the day, in a 
lucid and simple form; and we were 
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much pleased to find our own theories 
and opinions on the subject eonfinned 
by an e}‘cwitncss, and by so shrewd 
an observer as Captain Widdrhigton. 
lie traces the share that each party 
and class in Spain took in the recent 
changes; and proves satisfactorily 
enough, what every one who is ac¬ 
quainted with Sjiaiiish character and 
feelings must have already been 
]u-(‘tty certain of, that the revolution 
in question was not a national one, 
but the result of intrigue, bribery, and 
delusion—tlic work ol' a faction, aided 
by foreign gold. The ill-judged selec¬ 
tion of J.«opcz for niinist(‘r, ainl the 
still iiKtre. injudicious act of agi'oeiug 
to a profjramme which he was aftev- 
Avards compelled to repudiate, Mere 
the fatal mistakes made by Kspartcio, 
Avho was placed in a situation of ex¬ 
treme, ditlicnlty by his A\isii to goA'ern 
constitutionally, “Jt is imi)ossiblc 
not to resp(‘ct and admire the firm¬ 
ness with Avliich, to the very last, he 
carried through tlie principle, sacrifi- 
eiiigliis station and rank to it; but, as 
far as the interests of his country 
were concerned, no greater mistake 
Avas ever made in goA’crnment than 
the selection of Lopez.” It is ens- 
toinaiy in Spain for a ucav luinister to 
make jiiiidic his programme, or plan 
of camj)aign—but this is considered 
a mere matter of form, lii tliat of 
Lopez, however, amidst the usual 
eoinnionplae,es, one article of vital iin- 
])ortancc had insinuated itself; it Avas 
tliat of the amnesty, “Avliieh was so 
sjieciously made out as roiiipietely to 
niiSAver tlu* iinrjtosc for wliieh it was 
intended, that of jiaving the Avay for 
bringing buck the aj'runvesado leadtTS 
who Avere engaged in the atteiiijit to 
carry off the Queen, in Oetober 
1841.” It Avas not deemed sullicient 
to recall the regent’s mortal enemies ; 
an attempt wa.s»inadc to isolate him, 
by dismissing his most faithful friends, 
CA^en to the distinguished ollicer who 
acted as his private secretary, and 
who iioAv bears him company in his 
exile. Espartcro naturally kicked at 
this—as Avho Avould not in his place? 
—dismissed Lopez, and dissolved the 
Chamber. But the people, especially 
those troublesome fellows the Anda¬ 
lusians and Valcncians, had got the 
fraternizing fit strong upon them, and 
were mad after the programme. 
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Juntas were foimed—pronunciamen- 
tos made—and misrule was again the 
order of the day. 

As to the conduct of the army to- 
M^ards Kspartoro, it was iitiqnc.stion- 
ably most disgraceful; but it must be 
borne in mind tliat a large proportion 
of the olhcfM-s were his ixwsoiial ene¬ 
mies, especially those of the regiments 
of guards, wliicli iiarl been broken np 
after the war, Avhen many of the ofli- 
C(ir.s passed into line regiments. 
Others were partisans of Jjoon, of 
Narvaez, or Christina; and another 
large section wci’c won over by tlie 
jn'ofuse promotion given by tliojuntas, 
who, as soon as liie proniniciani(*ntos 
began, assumed the functions of go- 
vennnont, and scattered e])aulets in 
absurd profusion. Truly, as Captain 
Widdrington observes, one has lieai’d 
ot bloody wars and sickly seasons, 
and rapid advanceiucnt consequent 
thereon, but nothing ever equalled 
tlui pi'ouiotion that was now given ; 
and this system Esj>iU'tero was also 
ol)lig(jd to adopt, in order not to be 
deserted by the lukewarm among liis 
adherents, or by those wlutin the 
prospect of a step of rank might have 
inllucmcod to leave him. Tlnu’e can 
be little tloubt, too, titat bribery was 
largely employed by tlic Moderados. 
AVitness the instance of Colonel 
Echalecu, which is no case of suspi¬ 
cion, but an olHciril and ])ublicly 
ktiown filet, lie >vas olfered four 
millions of rcjils (forty thousand 
jiounds sterling) to surrender the 
fort of JVJontJiiich, and a French 
steamer was put at his disposal to 
convey liim away. To the immortal 
liouour of this gallant Basque soldier 
be it said, he was proof against the 
temjdation ; true to Ida colours, to his 
general, and to the established con¬ 
stitution of his country, he Iield out 
the fort to tin; very* last, and only 
gave it up when every hope n^as lost, 
and the new order of tilings com¬ 
pletely victorious. The Moderados 
had the good sense to contiuuo so 
faithful an officer in his command; 
bnt, at the time of AniettlerV revolt, 
he refused to bombard Barcelona, and 
of coursr resigned, IBs, however, 
was a solitury bistanwi of virtue ; far 
less briUijint b*uts wore found irre¬ 
sistible by the ma&s of officers, who 
used their influence to bring over the 


soldiery, a credulous and ignorant 
class in Spain. The men, there is no 
question, were disposed to stand by 
the regent, and some even held out 
against their officers till compelled to 
give in; but at hist all followed in 
the stream, led away partly by habits 
of obedience, partly by the hopes held 
out to tliem of more j‘Cgular pay and 
better rations, and still more by tho 
prospect of obtaining their discharge 
])revious to the legal expiration of 
their term of service—the latter be¬ 
ing the strongest argument that can 
be urged to Spanish soldiers. 

The peasantry, with the exception, 
perha])s,of tliosc around certain towns, 
had neither voice nor part in the 
change; the nubility, sunk in sloth 
and smothered by incapacity, looked 
on as idle spectators; and a vast many 
of the restless and excitable spirits 
who got up the revolution, were inei’O 
instruments in tlic hands of a faction, 
and knew not wliat they did. Hear 
Captain AViddringtou— 

The i>arties wlio began the pro- 
nimciamcntos had neither the inten¬ 
tion nor the slightest idea, that tho 
result of their jn'ocoediiigs would be 
the fall !?f the regenc 3 % This 1 can 
most positively assert to be fact." 

The Spaniards, csiiecially those of 
the soutii, had got a sort of Utopian 
notion into their very ill-furnished 
lieads, that all parties were to “ kiss 
and befriends." Thcprojectcd amnesty 
wliich Espartero so unfortunately 
agiTod to, was thccausc ofthis ideaget¬ 
ting gi’ouud. It took them upon their 
weak side, carried them entirely off 
their legs; and, acting under the in- 
liucncc of this frothy enthusiasm, they 
rnu a-niuck, as the saying is, and only 
awakcneil from their day-dream to 
curse the changes tlnit their own folly 
had so largely contributed to bring 
about. 

As to any body attempting to divine 
what will be the next move upon the 
Spanish chessboard, it is out of the 
question, and nobody who knows the 
character of the people will attempt to 
do it. Unquestionably there is no 
such country in the world for anoma¬ 
lies of all kinds. Cosas de Espana ! 
as Captain AV^iddrington amusingly 
enough saj'-s, when he meets with 
some huge piece of inconsistency that 
astonishes even him, accustomed 
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though he be to the most contradic¬ 
tory vagaries on the part of his Iberian 
friends. And it is exactly wliat in¬ 
telligent Spaniards themselves say, 
when similar absurdities on the part 
of their countrymen are pointed out 
or reproached to them. ‘‘ Que qnicre 
v^! homhre^'^ cry they with a shrug, 
“ son coi>as de Espanay IVliat can 
we say to youV They are Spanish 
doings. 

At Almaden the Captain finds a 
inagniticont road leading to the town, 
which had been commenced at gi‘eat 
expense by a former governor. J^'or 
some distance it is lit for a?i approach 
to the largest capital, baton a sudden 
it terminates—in a mule-track ! (Josas 
de, Espaim. “ 1 entered CU)ruima just 
before nightfall, and although a regu¬ 
lar fortress, .seaport, and chief ])laee of 
the province —Cusas de Espana —not 
a sentinel Avas mounted on the works!” 
Guards desert tlunr post—Avitucss the 
attack on the palace, Avhcii soveiite<;n 
mciiAvore ])reseiit out of sixty-five ; a 
gOA'ern(Ar is absent from his provinec* 
at the very time Avhen he is most 
wanted there; an oflicial is sent for b 3 ' 
one of his superiors, and returns for 
answer that ho can certaiuljgUnie if 
neccssaiy, but hopes he, shaHJc ex¬ 
cused, as it would occasion him the 
trouble of dressing himself—this in the 
middle of the day. The creature was 
no doubt lyiug on a mattress, half 
naked, Avitli a cigar in his mouth. 
These are instances of “ Casas de 
Espana'"' always odd and sometimes 
uuintolligible, but usually to be ex¬ 
plained by the s^'stem of laxity and 
inattention to llic duties of their re¬ 
spective posts and stations that seems 
to extend to nearly all classes in Spain. 

Captain AViddrington la-ofcsses tlie 
stricte.st impartiality in the accounts 
and opinions he gives ; and if wc ven¬ 
ture to point out an instance Aviiere 
we think he has deviated a little from 
the straight line he drew for himself 
at starting, it is only because his 
having done so in tlie particular wo 
refer to, israther creditable to him than 
otherwise, and is exactly the error 
that most warm-hearted men who 
passed any length of time in the very 
agreeable society of Spaniards, would 
be apt to fall into. But wc cannot 
help thinking, that in some respects he 
tidies too favourable a view of the 


Spanish character; that he is led away 
hy his love for the nation. The folloAV- 
ing passages are rather remarkable— 
“No people in existence,” he says, 
“ arc so little anarchical in their 
habits, or live, unless under imme¬ 
diate excitement, hi a more orderly 
and jieaceable manner, or are so easily 
governed. Tlie presiding genius of 
the conntiy is tranquillity, and quiet, 
inotTeiisive dmncauour, in every class 
(»f society, and in every part of the 
kingdom ; nor is there any necessity, 
unless Avhorc dominatiou, oj; unpopu¬ 
lar and hxlsc ])riuciplcs are the object, 
for the application of force to coiu'ce 
them at any lime. AVhat they Avaiit, 
b}’-their univiTrtal consent, is a steady, 
])rogressivo, and intelligent govern¬ 
ment, that Avill lead tlic Avay in the 
changes and inijn-overaents which 
every class, at least the far gi*ea(er 
majority, are desirous of seeing car¬ 
ried out, biit Avliicli their indolence 
and easy Iiabits jirevent originating 
\A itl) themselves alone.” 

“yj ide toz*, et JJint says the 

hVench proverb. It is really a pity 
that a in-oper diy-nurse cannot be 
procured for these quiet and inoilen- 
sive pe.oi>le, who have been slaughter¬ 
ing each other, with small iutermis- 
sic)n, for the last ten years, to say 
nothing of previous instances of man- 
suetndc. Unfortunately^ however, 
tlicy arc as jealous of being helped as, 
according to Captain AViddrhigtoii’s 
OAA'u admission, they are incompetent 
to help themselves. “ Es una lastima^^^ 
as tluy Avoidd say; but really at this 
rat(j there seems no cliance of their 
ever getting their country into a pros¬ 
perous, or even a decent, state. AVe 
fully agree with Captain AViddrington 
in liking the Spanish character as a 
whole, in ajipreciating its fine quali¬ 
ties, in rendering ample justice to that 
courtesy of feeling and manner so 
agreeable to those who have inter¬ 
course. with Spaniards, and that may 
truly be called national, seeing that 
it is found as commonly under the 
coarse manta of the muleteer as be¬ 
neath the vclA'ot-lined capa of the 
liigh-born hidalgo ; but we have some 
small experience of Spain, and a more 
considerable one of Spaniards, and we 
cannot for the life of us think them so 
tractable and easy to guide into the 
right path, or so exceedingly averse 
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to bloodshed. “ The truth is, that, before being expected to depart from 
excepting in cases of deadly feud, the faith that has been universal in it 
■which sometimes happen, in no coun- since the expulsion of the Saracen, 
try in the ■w'^oiid is life more .s(!curc,” was deemed sufficiently distant and 
—(Vol. ii. p. 3o8.) VVe will not dangerous to be interesting, and “ the 
contradict the Captain, but it Itas great London Caloro” girded up his 
ahvavs ap]»earcd to us tliat human loins and departed thither. Of the 
life is rated at a much lower value in perils lie encountered, the acqiiaint- 
Spain than in aii}’^ other civilized ances he made, of how ho galloped 
country we are acquainted witli, and through the country on silver-grey 
that the natural consequence of that hurras — Anglice^ female donkeys— 
low valuation is the cool indifference and dropped tracts in public walks 
with Avliich blood is there so fre- and concealed Testaments in ruins and 
qnently anti abundantly poured out other queer places, where robbers 
uj»on tlic most trifling and insufficient might go, might liiid them, and might 
grounds. be improved by their perus.il, has he 

At the end of a chapter on the not written a most marvellous and 
church in )Spain, w'o find a notice of amusing account for the benefit of 
Mr Borrow’s proceedings for the ]>i'o- generations present and to come? 
}»agation of the Scriptures in the Pe- Notwithstanding, however, his inis- 
ninsiila—proceedings whicli seem to sionary avocations and Muncliauscn- 
have resulted in perfect failure. “As Ish tendencies, wc have a sneaking 
to the object of the undertaking, it kindness for friend liorrow, having 
w'as not only a most comjdete and collected from Ids writings that he is 
entire failure, but of such a nature, as a fellow of considerable pluck and 
entirely to defeat any future attempt energy, of adventurous spirit, with a 
of the same kind.” Tlie meaiiiiig of sharp eye for a good horse, and ■wlio 
this is clear, although the sentence is would, no doubt, Ii.ave made an cx- 
of a curious turn. Further on, the cellent dragoon, had it pleased God to 
Captain says—“ It is impossible not call him to that way of life. But we 
to regret,^ that the very largo sums must^fc, that his manner of sproad- 
aniinally sent out of the country, from ing ti^Scriptures in Spain, puts ns 
tlic most ])urc and really religious and considerably in mind of those peri- 
conscientious motives, on this and patetic advertisers, whose handbills, 
other undertakings, producing equally thrust nolens vohns into the fist of the 
little result, 'were not devoted to the ]>asser'by, .arc for the most part cast 
building or endowing of churches and unread into the gutter. It would be 
chapels in our own manufactunug curious to calculate the proportion 
districts, where they are so very iniicii borne by those Testaments that Mr 
needed.” Boitow succeeded in getting really 

How can Captain Widdrington circulated and road in Sjiain, to the 
make such an observation as this very large number which he acknow- 
latter one ? Surely he must be aware ledges to have been confiscated, burnt, 
how much more interesting it is to stolon on the road, or otherwise lost, 
provide for the spiritual wants of Tins expense of the mission must liave 
people at a distance than for tliosc of been very considerable, and the same 
people III our own country. AVliat funds might have been employed in 
missionary society, Worthy of tlie' tliis country with tenfold advantage 
name, would undertake a church- both to Immanity and the Christian 
building crusade into Lancashire or religion. 

Yorkshire? It is too near homo, too There is a certain class of writers, 
commonplace. But let them discover some of -whom ought to know better, 
some region at the antipodes, inha- who have lately taken up the cudgels 
bited by copper coloured gentry with upon the pseudo-philanthropic side of 
feathers upcm their hi^ads and curtain the question, and have expended a 
rings through their noses, and there vast deal of uncalled-for indignation 
is a worthy field for the labours of the and maudlin sympatliy upon the rich 
pious. In like manner, poor Spain, and poor of this country—the former 
which really might allowed to set of whom they would make out to be 
its temporal house a little in order, the most selfish and hard-hearted of 
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created beings, aud the latter the 
most amiable and ill-treated. Ac¬ 
cording to these writers, it would ap¬ 
pear as if no man, with less than seven 
children to provide for, and more tlian 
ten shillings a-wcek to do it with, 
cotild be possessed of any one of the 
Christian virtues. Charity and kind¬ 
ness of heart (‘xist, they would have 
us to believe, in an inverse ratio to 
income, and the wa?’mest men, in city 
parlance, are iiivariabl}'^ those of the 
coldest feelings. I’lic sickly cant of 
this style of writing in a country where 
charity, both public and private, is so 
extensive and practical; and its ])ro- 
biihle ill effects in rendering the poorer 
classes discontented, arc too cvuleiit 
for it to be necessary to dwell u|)on 
them. It would be far better if the 
writers who go to such large expense 
of sympathetic ink, 'would change the 
direction of their virtuous indignation, 
and try if they have sufficient influ¬ 
ence to put an cud to this foreign 
tract and testament nioiigeriiig, whe¬ 
ther its scene be in Spain or at a 
greater distance. 

Ilelbre concluding, Captain Wid- 
drington alludes to a growing shyness 
towards English travellers iA some 
of the largo southern towns, owing 
to the indiscretions, exaggerations, 
and absurdities of certain tour-writers. 
It is a lamentable fact that, now-a- 
days, every booby who gets on board 
a steamer, and leaves England for a 
few weeks or months, tliinks himself 
entitled to pcrj)etrat<‘ a book about 
what he sees and hears. ^Ve would 
fain whisper to such ])ersons, that 
mere locomofion never qualified any 
body to write a book, even of travels; 
that some powers of observation, and 
a certain correctness of judgment, and 
even sttme previous acquaintance with 
the history and ciiaracter of the nation 
they visit, are also necessary; and if, 
after that, they still persisted in their 
designs, we would beg of tliem to re¬ 
member that light words are aj)t to 
travel both far and fast; that some 
part of their lucubrations may pos¬ 
sibly reach the counU’ics they refer to 
—perhaps through the instrumentality 
of the trunkraakers ; and that in any 
case they should avoid giving unfa¬ 
vourable details, even if true, of the 
private life and habits of people who 
have shown thein kindness and hospi¬ 


tality—details, the data of which, if 
investigated, -wmiild be found, in most 
instances, to be absurd and ridicu¬ 
lously insufficient. Some travelling 
bagman, or half-fledged subaltern 
on his way to the Mediterranean, 
gets ashore at Cadiz or Gibraltar, 
takes a run through three or four of 
tlu‘ princii)al Andalusian cities, per¬ 
haps lias a letter of introduction, or 
else meets at a fonda with some 
good-natun.'d Spaniard, who compas¬ 
sionates his “ goose look" and evi¬ 
dent helplessness, invites Mm to his 
house, aud introduces him at a tcr- 
tulia or two. The gosling picks up 
a few Spanish sentences, hears a few 
anecdotes from some lying valet-de- 
pliice, Mho lias attached himself to 
tlie Seitor Ingles, and leaves the coun¬ 
try after a few weeks’, perluqis days’, 
n‘.^i(lenc(‘, considerably bewildered by 
all the novellios lie has seen, but 
without the .slightest real addition to 
his previous knowledge of Sjianish 
character and customs. Six months 
afterwards, the new work on Si>aiu 
by Ensign Ei>aulet or T(‘dious Twad¬ 
dle, Es(iuire, is.sues forth, borne on 
a mighty blast of puffery, from the 
laboratory of some fashioifable i>ub- 
lislier. 

“ Nothing can be more harmless,” 
says Captain Widdringtou, “ than 
this mode of making a liveliliood, pro¬ 
vided their effusions are kept within 
the bounds of inodenitioii and charity, 
as well as confineid to such views as 
a rapid transit tmables any one un¬ 
acquainted with the language and the 
])eople to make during a fe^v hours' 
sojourn in the place. This rule, how¬ 
ever, has been broken in upon ; and as 
it unluckily happens that the AiinalcB 
are generally a favourite subject for 
the tirades of that class of writers, 
their random ^issertions on subjects 
they had no means of investigating, 
and most assuredly did not speak of 
from their ow'u knowledge and ex¬ 
perience, have made both the Gadi- 
tanas aud Malaguanas, and their re¬ 
lations and countrymen, extremely 
irate.” 

And with good reason, too, say we. 
It is not the first time we have beard 
this sort of thing complained of. The 
practice is one that cannot be too se¬ 
verely reprehended, and we shall look 
out for such offenders in future. 
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There are a number of anecdotes 
and pleasant bits scattered thron;,di 
Captain Widcinn<;ton’s work, Avhicli 
is a happy blendiiif? of tlie amusing 
and instructive, neither predomina¬ 
ting to the injury of the other; and we 
take leave both of the -book and its 
accomi)Iishcd author, with much re¬ 
spect find gratitude. Before doing 
flo, howe\ or, and having said much 
in cornmondatiun, Captain Widdring- 
ton will pti'haps permit us to olfer 
liim a slight and well-intended hint 
in tlic contrary souse. When next 
the truant-fit comes over him, and ho 
favours us with the result of his re¬ 
searches and observations in Spain or 
any other country—and we hoi)e it will 
not be long before lie does thus fa¬ 
vour us—may he be able to devote 
rather more time to the mere autlior- 
ehi]» part of the work, to the correc¬ 


tion and chastening of his style. His 
sentences are often terribly piled up 
and intricate, and some arc really il¬ 
logical in their construction, to the 
extent of being difficult of compre¬ 
hension. That kind of negligence in 
an author, considerably diminishes 
the reader’s enjoyment even of the 
most interesting book. Captain Wid- 
drington should bear in mind, that 
however sterling Ills matter may be, 
some attention to manner is also ex¬ 
pected, and tliat tlic a])poarancc, at 
Icfist, of the most A aluablo gems is 
deteriorated by an inelegant setting. 
Nevertheless, in this book-making 
age, it mu}’- be considered highly cre¬ 
ditable to an aiitlior wlicn faults of 
form and not of substance arc the 
greatest udth whicli lie can be re¬ 
proached. 


THE SrPEUFLUrriES OF LIFE. 

A Tali’: ahkiockd fiiom Tieck.. 
ClIArTEK I. 


In the month of February, at the 
close of an exceedingly severe winter, 
a singulur tumult took place in the 

town of-, the origin, jirogrcss, 

and final pacification of which, gave 
rise to tiie most 8ti*ange and contra- 
dictoiy reports. Wiierc every one 
will relate, and no one knows any 
thing of the matter, it is natural that 
the simplest circumstance should be¬ 
come invested with an air of the mar- 
'> ellous. 

It was in one of the narrowest 
streets of the populous suburbs of the 
town that this mysteiious event took 
place. According to some, a traitor 
or desperate rebel had been discovered 
and captured by the police; others 
said that an atheist, who had secretly 
conspired with others to tear up 
Christianity by the roots, liad, after 
an obstinate resistance, surrendered 
himself to the authorities, and w^as 
now lying in prison, tiicre to learn 
better principles. All agreed that 
the criminal had defended himself in 
the most desperate manner. One 
man, who was a profound politician 


and an execrable sliocmaker, laboured 
to convince his neighbours that the 
prisoner was at the liead of a himdred 
secret societies, wliich had their ra¬ 
mifications over France, Germany, 
Spain, Italy, and the far East; and 
that, itf fact, a ni4)nstrous insurrection 
was on the l ery point of breaking out 
in the fuitliesl parts of India, which, 
like the cholera, would spread over 
Europe, and set in flarac all its com¬ 
bustible material. 

I'hns inimh was certain, that a tu¬ 
mult liad arisen in a small house in 
tlie suburbs ; that the police had been 
called in ; that the populace had made 
an uproar; that some eminent per¬ 
sonage w^as seen amongst the crowd ; 
and that, after a little time, all be¬ 
came still again, without any body 
being the wiser. In the house itself 
certain devastations liad undoubtedly 
been made, wJ»ich some explained 
one way, some another, according to 
their humours : the carpenters and 
joiners were busy in repairing them. 

In this house had lived a man of 
whom no one in the neighbourhood 
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knew any thing. Whether he was a 
poet or a politician, a native or a fo¬ 
reigner, no one could divine. The 
wisest were at fault. This only was 
certain, that the unknown lived in a 
most quiet and retired manner; he 
was seen on none of the promenades, 
nor in any public place ; he wjus 
young, was ])ronounced to be haiul- 
eome, and his newly married bride, 
who shared his solitude with him, was 
described as being miraculously beau¬ 
tiful. 

It was about Christmas time when 
this 3 '^oung couple were silting toge¬ 
ther over the stove in their little 
apartment, “ Of a truth,” said the 
young man, “ how all this is to end is 
a riddle. All our resources seem now 
exhausted.” 

‘‘Alas! yes, Ileniy,” answered tho- 
beautiful Clara, to whom this was 
addressed ; “ but whilst you, dearest, 
are still cheerful, 1 cannot feel myself 
unfortunate.” 

“ Fortunate and unfortunate,” re¬ 
plied Henry, “ shall be witli us but 
empty words. The daj' wlien you 
quitted your father’s house, and for 
my sake abandoned all other consi¬ 
derations, decided our fortune for all 
our lifetime to come. To live and to 
love, this is our watchword ; in what 
manner exactly wc live shall be in¬ 
different.” 

“ Indeed we arc deprived of almost 
every thing,” said the young wife, 
“ except each other. But I knew 
you were not rich, and yon knew 
when I left my father’s house I could 
bring nothing with me; so love and 
poverty came to us hand in hand. 
And now this little chamber, which 
w'e never quit, and the talking toge¬ 
ther, and the looking into the eyes 
we love—this is all our life.” 

“Bight! rigid I” said lleniy, and 
springing up from his seat, he embraced 
his charming companion with renewed 
fondness. “ Here are wc like Adam 
and Eve in their paradise; and I 
think,” he added, looking round tlie 
apartment as he spoke, “ no angel 
will come down from heaven for the 
express purpose of dfiving us out of 
it.” 

“ If it were not,” said Clara, a little 
dejected, “that the wood begins to 
fail—^and this winter is certainly the 
severest I ever knew”- 


“ Certainly,” said Henry; “ some 
fuel must somewhere be found. It is 
inconceivable tliat wc should be al¬ 
lowed to freeze from without, with all 
this warm love within us. Quite im¬ 
possible 1 I cannot help laughing 
amidst it all,*witli a sense of ridicu¬ 
lous embarrassment, at the idea that 
so simple a thing as a little coin can¬ 
not be procured,” 

C’lara smiled. “ If only,” said she, 
“ we had some siii)orfluous furniture, 
any brass pans or co])pcr kettles.” 

“ Ah! if (mly we were inilli'onaircs! ” 
inteiTUiited Henry gaily; “then w<3 
coidd get wood in abiiiubince, and 
]icrhaps,” he added, looking slyly over 
to the stove where some bread-soup 
was in pre]>aralion for their very tem- 
lierab*- rejiast, “ some better fare for 
dinner. But,” hcctmtinued in a tone 
of humorous banter, whieh he fre¬ 
quently adoj)(ed, ami pushing laick 
his chair a few jiaccs as he spoke, 
“ while you sup<'rintoiul the house¬ 
hold comerns, and give the necessary 
orders to the cook, L vill withdraw 
into iny study. Now, what would I 
not write if only ])eii, ])apcr, and ink, 
were to be got at; and how studiously 
would 1 read if I)ut a bool? could be 
priMUired,” 

“You must ihinh^ dearest,” said 
Clara waggishly; “ tlie stoek of 

thoughts, it is to bo hoped, is not 
(juite so low' as our w'ood.” 

“ Dearest wife,” he replied, “ the 
cares of our establishment dcuuand all 
your attention ; let me proceed un¬ 
disturbed with my studies. I will 
read,” lie contiiiuod, sjieaking as if to 
himself, “ the journal I formerly kept 
ill our palmy days of stationery. And 
it sti’ikes me that it would be parti¬ 
cularly ])rofitable to study it back¬ 
wards ; to begin at the end, and so 
lay a proper •foundation for a ftdl 
comprehension of tlie beginning. All 
true w'isdom goes in a circle, and is 
typified by a serpent biting at its own 
tail. Wc will begin this time at the 
tail.” 

Opening Ins journal at the last 
page, he begau to read in the same 
subdued tone—“ They tell a tale of a 
ravingcriminal, who, being condemned 
to death by starvation, ate himself 
gradually up. This is, in fact, the 
story of life, and of all of us. In 
some there remains nothing but the 
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Stomach and the mouth. WUh us 
there is left the soul, %vhich is ex¬ 
pressly said to he inconsumable. So 
far as externals are concerned, 1 have 
certainly Hayed and devoured iny- 
seif. That I shonid, up to this day, 
have retained a certain dress-coat—1, 
never out—was j)erfectly ridi- 

cuions. Mein.—Next birthday of my 
wife to appear before her in a waist¬ 
coat and sliirt sleeves, as it would be 
hi^dily indecorous to present myself 
to a jierson of her rank in a frock- 
coat somewiiat overworn.” 

Here he cam(‘ to the end both of 
the pa^e and the book. Turning back, 
lie coinnieneed at the pageainniediate- 
ly preceding—‘‘One can "live very 
wtdl without napkins. And now i 
think of it, what are these miserable 
naiikius but a niggardly expedie.nt 
for saving the table-cloth V Nay, Avliat 
is this table-cloth itself but a base 
ecouonij'forsjinring the table! J pro¬ 
nounce tliem both to be mere suiier- 
fluities j both shall be sold, that we 
may cat otf the table in the manner 
of the patriarchs. Wi' will live in the 
fashion of our magnaiiimons ances¬ 
tors. It is in no cynical, Diogenes- 
Iiuiuour thiit 1 banish tlicin from tlui 
house, but from a resolution not to 
follow the exainjilc of this jioor-sjii- 
rited age*, winch encumbers itself with 
extravagant snpertliiiues out of a sor- 
di<l economy.” 

“ Exactly so,” said Clara laughing. 
“Meanwhile, on the proceeds of tliose 
and other siiperlJiiities, J invite you to 
a repast which, at a]l eveuCs, shall not 
savour of extravagance.” 

So saying, they sat down to their 
bread-soup, lie whodiad seen them, 
whatever he might have thought of 
the dinner, would have envied those 
who partook of it, so cheerful wen; 
they, so j<»yful, so ful* of frealcs and 
frolics, over their simple provender. 
AVheii the bread-soup was dispatclicd, 
Clara slyly brought from the stove a 
covered plate, and set before her as¬ 
tonished husband—a reserve of po¬ 
tatoes ! “ Long live thou second Sir 

AValter llaleigh ! ” cried Henry. 
Whereupon they drank to each other 
out of the pure element, and hob-nob¬ 
bed with such glee, that Clara looked 
anxiously the next moment at the 
glasses, to see that they had not 
cracked them in their enthusiasm. 


The dinner cOBcliuled, they drew 
their chairs, by way of variety, up to 
the solitary window of their apart¬ 
ment, and amused themselves with 
looking at the fantastic filigree work 
with which the frost had decorated 
the inside of tlie glass. 

“ My aunt used to maintain,” said 
Clara, “ that the room was warmer 
with this ice on the window than 
when the glass was clear.” 

“ Fossibly! ” replied Henry. “ But 
on the strength of this faith I would 
not dis]>cnse with the fire.” 

“ How wonderfully various,” said 
Clara, “ are these iee-ilowers! Is it 
uot strange, one seems to have seen 
them all in reality, yet cannot give a 
name to a single one of them? And 
look how one grows over the other, 
and how the noble leaves seem to ex¬ 
pand, even as we sjieak of them.” 

“ It is your sweet breath, my dear, 
that is calling up those ghosts and 
spirits of dejiarted fiowers,” said 
Henry. “1 imagine that some in¬ 
visible genius is reading all thy gentle 
and loving fancies, and pictures them 
forili, as they arise, in these flower- 
]ilnuitoins; so that, hy looking at this 
glass,1 know, even while you an; silent, 
tliat your thoughts are full of love— 
that they arc dwelling ujiou me.” 

A fond kiss was tlic answer and 
the reward of this pretty sjiccch. 

Henry took np liis journal, and be¬ 
ginning at the ante-jieniiltimate page, 
read aloud :—“ To-dav—Sold to that 
old miser of a bookseller, my rare 
copy of Chaucer, the costly edition of 
Caxton. My friend, the dear, noble 
Andreas Vandelmeer, made me a 
present of it on my birthday, when 
we were at tjic university together. 
He had written to London for it him¬ 
self; paid an enormous jirice for it; 
and then Inid it bound, after liis own 
taste, in rich Gothic style. The old 
hunks of a bookseller will, no doubt, 
send it back to London, and will get 
for it tenfold what he has given me. 
I ought, at least, to have cut out the 
leaf where the circumstance of this 
gift is recorded; and where I have 
written some lamentable lines, signed 
with my present name and address. 
This is vexatious. Parting with this 
book almost persuades me that some¬ 
thing like want is pressing on us; for, 
without doubt, it was the most pre- 
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cious thing I possessed, and the me¬ 
morial of my dearest and my only 
friend. Oh, Andreas V'andelnicer I 
art thou still living? Where art 
thou ? And dost thou still think of 
me?” • 

“ I saw yohr pain,” said Clara, as 
he concluded, “ when you sold that 
book ; but this friend of 3 ^our youth— 
yon have never described him to me.” 

“ Ho was in person,” replied Henry, 
“ somewhat resembling mysclfW 
rather older and more staid. '|H 
knew each other as boys at sch^. 
I might say he almost persecuted me 
with his love, so ])assionatcly did he 
press it on me. lie was ever com¬ 
plaining tliat my friendship was too 
cold. Rich as he was, and tenderly 
as i»e had been brought np, no indul¬ 
gence had made him selfish. On 
leaving the nuivevsity, he determined 
031 going to India, that distant laud 
of wonder having fascinated his ardent 
imagination. Tliere was then ijnitc a 
storm of entreaties and supplicatioua 
that I should accompany him. He 
assured me that I should make my 
fortune thei*e, as his own forcfatlicrs 
had in fact done. But my mother 
died about this time, and my friends, 
moreover, procured for me a position 
in the diplomatic body. He per¬ 
suaded me, at least, to entrust to him 
the small fortune I had inlierited fi'om 
my mother, that he might employ it 
advantageously for me; a request 
ivhich I have alwaj^s suspected was 
made in order that he might have, 
some future time, a pretext and disguise 
for Ins generosity. We took leave of 
each other, and I repaired, in the suite 
of my ambassador, to the town where 
your father resided—and where ”- 

** The history becomes tolerably 
well known to us both. But this 
noble Andreas—did you never hear 
of him again?” 

“ I received two letters,” answered 
Henry, “from that remote quarter of 
the world. After which I heaid, but 
through no authentic source, that he 
died of the cholera. So far as fortune 
was concerned, 1 was left as 3 ’on see, 
entirely dependent on myself. Still, 

1 enjoyed the favour of my ambassa¬ 
dor—was not unpopular at my court 
—could reckon on some powerful 
friends;—but all this basdisappeared.” 

“ All this, ala 6 ! ” said Cli'a, “ ygn 
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have sacrificed for me. And I also 
am a fugitive from home." 

“ Then love must supply all. And 
so it has, and so it will. Has not 
our honeymoon, as they vulgarly call 
it, lifted nearly a’year?" 

“ It shall last for ever! ” said Clara, 
Then after a pause, which was filled 
up as lovers’ pauses usually are, she 
added. “ But the worst blow of all 
was the loss of your own book—that 
dear poetry you had written. If we 
had but kept a copy of it, wo might 
have passed many hours of these 
winter evenings in reading it. But 
then,” she added, with a smi!e and >a 
.sigh at the same time, “we should 
have wanted a candle.” 

“ We talk—we gossip,” said Henry, 
“ which is much better. 1 hear the 
sweet tones of 3 'our voice ; you sing 
me a song, or you break siiddenly out 
into that heavenly laugh of yours. 
AVliat is tliere not in that musical, 
jubilee laugh ? When I hear it, aiigcl 
mine, I am not only delighted, I 
muse, 1 meditate, 1 am rapt. How 
much of character is there in a laugh! 
You knoM' no man till 3 ’ou have heard 
him laugh—till you know' ■when and 
how he w ill laugh. There are occa¬ 
sions—tlierc arc humours when a man 
with whom w o have been long fami¬ 
liar, shall tpiitc startle and repel ub, 
by breaking out into a laugh which 
comes manifestly I’ight from his heart, 
and which w'c had never heard 
before. Eycn in fair ladies with 
wJiom I have been much pleased, I 
have remarked the same thing. As 
in many a heart a sweet angel slum¬ 
bers unseen till some happy moment 
awakens it, so tliero lAoeps often in 
gracious and amiable characters, deep 
in the background, a quitch vulgar 
spirit, wdiich starts into life when, 
something nidely comical penetrates 
hito the less frequented chambers of 
the mind. Our instinct teaches us 
that in that being there lies some¬ 
thing we must take heed of. 

“ As to that young and thoughtless 
publisher,” continued Hen^, “who 
became bankrupt and*ran off with my 
glorioui^ manuscript, he, no doubt, 
did us g(^ service; for how easily 
might my inteixonrse with him, while 
the boot was being printed, have Jed 
to our discovery? Y'our father has 
not yefcjHtw assured) veiinquished his 
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i mrsuit of ns—my piissi>orX wpuld 
lave been examined ^gain witii^everer 
scrutiny—somctiiing, nt> doubts would 
have led to the suspiciou that the 
name I bear is assumed. , We should 
have been separated. So, angel mine, 
Tve are happy as wo arc—^most happy I ” 
It had now grown dark; and the 
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fire was bumCid out; a candle to talk 
by would have been certainly super¬ 
fluous : so they retired early to their 
sleeping apartment. Here they could 
continue their chat in the dark, quite 
heedless of the hcavylFall of snow that 
was encumbering their windows. 


fi- TJhe ^tperJhMes of 


CHAPTKn 11. 


Next morning, at approach of 
dawn, Clara hastened up to run to 
the stove, to awake the sparks in 
the ashes. Henry soon came to her 
asaistaiicc, and they laughed like 
children, as, with all their,||tibrts, tlie 
fiame would not come. Aoast, with 
much puffing and blowing, t.lic sliav- 
ings kindled, and slips of wood were 
most artistically laid on so as to heat 
the little stove without any waste of 
the precious store. “ You see, Henry 
dear,” said Clara, “ there is hardly 
enough for to-morrow, and then”- 

“ A fresh supply must be had,” 
said her husband, in a tone as if this 
matter of supply was the simplest 
thing in the world; when^as he well 
knew, that wliatever stock of money 
remained lo them, must be reserved 
for the still more essential article of 
food. After breakfast, he again took 
up his journal. “ How 1 long to 
come to that page which records how 
you and I, dearest, ran away with one 
another.” 

“ O Heaven !” cried Clara, “ liow 
strange, how unexpected was that 
eventful moment! For some days 
my father had shown a certain ill- 
humour towards me, and had spoken 
in a quite unusual mnuner. He 
had before expressed his surprise at 
your frequent visits ; now he did not 
name you, but talked at you, and 
spoke continually of ytung men who 
refused to know their own position. 
If I was silent on these occasions he 
was angry; and if 1 spoke it was still 
worse: he grew more and more bitter. 
One morning, just as I was going out 
in the carriage to pay some visits, my 
ftdthful maid ran down the steps after 
me, and, under pretence of adjusting 
my dress, wlus]>ered Into my ear that 
all was discnvei'Gd—that my desk had 
been broken open, and your letters 
found—and that, in a few hours, I was 


to be sent off a prisoner to an aunt in 
a distant part of the country. How 
sudden was my resolution! I had 
not ridden far before i alighted from 
the can’iagc, under pretence'of buying 
something at a trinket-shop. I sent 
the coachman and servant away, bid¬ 
ding them return for mo in an hour, 
and then ”- 

“ And then,” interrupted Ilcniy, 
“ how delighted was I, how almost 
terrified with joy, to see you suddenly 
enter iny apartments! I had Just 
retunied from my ambassador, and 
had by good chance some blank pass¬ 
ports with me; I filled one up with 
tlie first name that occurred; and then, 
without further preparation, we en¬ 
tered a hired carriage, crossed the 
borders, were married, and were 
happy.” 

Tills animated dialogue was inter¬ 
rupted by the entrance of an old 
woman, by name Christina, who had 
formerly been Clara’s nurse. In their 
fiiglit they had cnterecl into her little 
cottage as a place where they could 
safely stop to rest tlicmsclves, and the 
fiiithfid old dame^had entreated them 
to take her with them. She now lived 
in a small room below, in the same 
house, and entirUy supported herself 
by going out to work amongst the 
neighbours. She entered the room at 
present to mention that she should 
not sleep that night iu her own apart¬ 
ment btilow ; but that, nevertheless, 
she should return next morning early 
enough to make their usual daily pur¬ 
chases for them. Clara followed her 
out of the room to speak with her 
apart. Henry, in oer absence, as if 
relieved from the necessity of sup¬ 
porting his spirits, or deprived of the 
power which sustained them, sunk his 
head upon the table, and bui'St into 
tears. 

“ Why cannot I,” he muttered to 
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himself, “work with myl fiands as indeed seldom*^-or never go down 


this poor woman docs? I have still 
health and strength. But no—I dare 
not—she would then, for the first 
time, feel the misery of our position j 
she would torture herself to wofic 
also; besides, we should be discover-^ 
ed and separated-:-and, come what 
may, while we can yet liv(s we are 
happy,” 

Clara returned in excellent spirits. 
They sat down to their frugal and 
cheerful meal, to which some addi¬ 
tions had been made by the obstinate 
kindness of old Christina, “ I could 
not have the heart to refuse her,” 
said Clara. ‘‘ Now, if only wood 
were not wanting, all would be 
well,” 


thenl. j^Tlje old Christina is the only 
person who,wiirmiss it, and I will 
say to' her very gi'avely—Look you, 
old lady, do you think that a noble 
oak of the forest is to be hewn down, 
and then planed and polislied by car- 
pcntei*s and joiners, merely tliat you 
may come up and down these steps a 
little more easily? No, no, such a 
magnificent banister is a most pal¬ 
pable superfluity,” 

“ Since it is done,” said Clara, “ I 
will at least take my share in this new 
species of woodcraft,” 

So they laid the beam, which filled 
the apartment, on two chairs, and 
first they aawed with united elForts at 
the middl^o make it the more ma¬ 


Thc next morning Clara slept longer 
than usual. She was surpriscrl, on 
waking, to sec that the day had 
dawned, and still more to find that 
her husband had left her side. Her 
astonishment was further increased 
when she lieard, in the next room, a 
crashing and grating noise, as of one 
sawing through an obstinate piece of 
timber. She got up as speedily as 
possible, to ascertain the cause of these 
unusual events. 

“ Henry,” she cried, as she entered 
the room, “ wliat are you about 
there ? ” 

“ Sawing wood, my dear,” he re¬ 
plied, 06 he looked up panting from 
his labours. 

“ But how in the world did you 
come by that saw, and this famous 
piece of wood ? ” 

“ I remembered,” answered Henry, 

having seen in the loft above^ us, 
soon after we came here, in one of 
my voyages of ^^sc^Wery, a saw and 
a hatchet, belonging, I suppose, to 
some previous^tenant of our apart¬ 
ment, or perhaps to our old landlord. 
So much for these brave tools. As to 
this noble piece of wood, it was till 
this moniing the banister to our stair¬ 
case. Observe what solid, substantial 
men our ancestors were! What a 
broad, magnificent piece of oaje! This 
will make a quite diferent sort of 
fire from your deal shavings and slips 
of fir.” 

“ But,” cried Clara, the damage 
to the house! ” 

“ No one comes to sec us,” said 
Henry, “ We know these steps, and 


nageable. It was liard work, for the 
oak was tough, and the saw was old, 
and the workmen were more willing 
than skilful; but at length it came ia 
two with a crash. 

“ Well,” said Clara, as she looked 
up, and threw her ringlets aside, her 
face glowing with the unwonted ex¬ 
ercise, “ this work has one advantage 
at least; wc want no fire this nioni- 
ing to warm us.” 

After sawing off several pquai'c 
blocks, Henry set to work with his 
hatched to cleave them into pieces 
fit for the stove. It was fortunate 
that, during this operation, which 
made the walls of their little dw'clling 
re-echo, their landlord was absent. 
Nor were the neighbours likely to be 
much surprised at the noise, as many 
handicraftsmen inhabited that local¬ 
ity. 

On this eventful day breakfast had 
been forgotten; dinner and breakfast 
were consolidated into one meal. This 
being dispatched with their ' usual 
chcerihlness, they retired to their seat 
by the window. To-day there was 
no frost iipon^^he glass; and the sky 
—all that could be seen of it—was 
clear as crystal. It was a curiously 
simple prospect which this window 
presented. Underneath them, over 
the ground-floor of the house, had 
been constnicted—for what reason it 
would not be ea^y to say—a tiled 
roof, which projected in such a man¬ 
ner as completely to bide the narrow 
street from their view. In front 
stretched the long low roof of a build¬ 
ing, which semued to be used as a 
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warehouse; and on both sides they 
were hemmed in by the blank pro¬ 
jecting walls and the tall chimneys 
of larger houses—so that certain 
masses of brickwork, ii long roof, and 
a fragment of the open sky, was all 
that the eye could possibly commund, 
Tliis complete isolation suited tlic 
lovers very well; for, besides that it 
eff(?ctu:illy concealed them from the 
discovery of their ])ursners, it per¬ 
mitted tiicm to stand at the window, 
and talk and caress, without tlic re¬ 
straint occasioned by envious spec¬ 
tators. AVheu they first occupied the 
apartment, if they heard an unusual 
noise out of doors, they naturally ran 
to the window to look do^ into the 
street; and it was not tilfafter many 
fruitless experiments that they learn¬ 
ed to sit quiet on such occasions. It 
was quite an event if a cat was scon 
stealthily making its way over the 
long sloping roof in front of them. In 
the summer, when the sparrows built 
their nests in tlic tall ehimneys on 
cither side, and were perpetually dy¬ 
ing to and fro, twittering, caressing, 
quarrelling—this was quite a society. 
When a chimney-sweeiuu'once thrust 
out his black face from one of these 
chimneys,' and shouted aloud to tes¬ 
tify the accomplislinient of his uscent, 
it was an event that brought ^ shriek 
of surprise from Clara. 

Thus passed the days, and the pair 
were happy as kings, though they 
were living very like beggars. Very 
singular >vas tlieir power of ab.strac- 
tion from the future, their entire satis¬ 
faction with the present. (Uara, it is 
true, cast some anxious thoughts after 
the wood ; but Henry brought in 
tivery morning the necessary su}q)ly: 
there was no symptoms of failure. 
She thought indeed, of late, that the 
grain of the wood seemed altered; but 
it burned as well as 

“ Where,” said Clara, one morning, 
“ where is our faithful Christina? I 
have not seen her tor many a day. 
You rise in the morning betbi'e I can 
get up—you take in the bread and 
the W4iter-jug—I never sec her. Why 
does she not come up ? Is she ill ? ” 

“No,” BftiU Jlonry, with a slight 
embarmsBment of Tnaimw, which his 
wife did not lail to detect. 

“ Ah!* you conceall5oinething from 
me,” she ciied. “ I will go down 


directly and see what is the matter 
with her." 

“ It is so long since you descended 
these steps, and there is no banister— 
you will fail.” 

No, no, I know the steps—I could 
find them in the dark.” 

“ Those steps,” ^ald Henry, with a 
mock .solemnity of manner—** those 
steps will you never tread again!” 

“Oh, there is something you con¬ 
ceal from me!” exdabned Clara. 
“ Say wliat you will, I will go down 
and sec Christina.” 

She turned quickly round and open¬ 
ed the door, but Henry clasped her as 
quickly in his arms. 

“ My dear,” cried he, “ will you 
break yonr neck?” 

The secret was at once disclosed. 
They stepped together to the landing- 
place. There were no longer any 
stairs to be seen. Clara clasped her 
little hands m she looked first down 
into the dark precipice below, and 
then at her husband, who maintained 
the most comical gravityiiitbeworld. 
She then ran buck to the stove, snatch¬ 
ed up one of the pieces of wood, and, 
looking at it closely, said—“ Ah, now 
isce why the grain was so difiercut! So, 
then, we have burned up the stairs?” 

“So it seems,” answered Henry, 
(piitc calmly. “ I hardly know why I 
kejyt this secret from you—perhaps 
that you might not be distressed by 
any snjjorfluons scruples. Now that 
you knOAv it, I am sure you will find 
it fpnte reasonable." 

“ But Christina?” 

“ Oh, she is quite well! In the 
moraing 1 let her down a cord, to 
which slie fastens her little basket. 
This I draw u«j^W‘Sft^wards the 
wator-jiig. Our%^6^^keeping pro¬ 
ceeds in the most oraerly fashion in 
the world. When the banister was 
at an end, it struck me that one half 
at least of the steps of our staircase 
might be dispensed with; it was but 
to step a little higher, as one is forced 
to do in many houses. With the help 
of ChriBitma, who entered into this 
philosophical view of the matter, I 
broke off the first, third, fifth, and so 
foith. When one half of the steps 
was consumed, the other half was also 
condemned as superfluous—for what 
do we want with stairs, we who never 
go out ? ” 
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“But the landlord?" 

“ lie will not return till Easter. 
Meanwhile the weather will be getting 
milder, and there are still some old 
doors and plank.s up above, which I 
shall pronounce altogether superfluous. 
Therefore warm tliee, dearest Clara, 
without any care for the future.” 

filings, however, did not quite fall 
out as expected. On the afternoon of 
that very same day, a carriage was 
lieard to dffvc up to the little house. 
They heard the rattling of the wheels, 
the stopping of the vehicle, the descent 
ortlie passengers. It was in vain to 
put their heads out of window, they 
could see nothing there. But they 
heard the sound of unpacking, then 
the greeting of neighbours—it ■was 
evident, beyond a doubt, that their 
dreaded landlord had returned home 
much sooner thau he ought. Tlic 
heavy tread of the gouty gentleman 
now resounded in the passage—the 
crisis was at hand. Henry stood at 
the half-oix'u door, listening. Clara 
sat within, regarding him with a (pies- 
tumiitg look. 

“ 1 must go up," the landlord was 
now heard to say; “ 1 must go up, 
and see after my lodgers. 1 hope 
they arc as cheerful as ever, and the 
young wife as pretty.” 

There was a pause. The old man 
was groping about in the dark. 

“How is this?" he muttered to 
himself. “J)on’t know my own house! 
Not here—not there! Ulric ! Ulric! 
help liefti!" 

Ulric, his servant and factotum, 
came to his assistance. 

“Help me up these stairs," said 
the landlordr blinded—be- 

witclied I I cauftdi^flnd the steps, and 
yet they wertj^road enough 1” 

“ Herr Emmerich,” said the old 
and somewhat surly domestic, “ you 
are a little giddy from travelling.” 

“An liypothesis," whispered Ilenry, 
turning to his wife, “which unhappily 
will not hold.” 

“Zounds!" cried Ulri^who had 
run his head again8^.«*<b€^aU, “ I 
have lost my 

“ I am gropijig right and left," said 
the landlord, “ and all round, and up 
above. I think the devil has taken 
the stairs!” 

“Another hjrpothesis," whispered 
Henry, and a very bold one." 
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Meanwhile the more sensible do- 
incslic had at once rim for a light. 
This he now returned w'ith, Tind, hold¬ 
ing it lip in his sturdy list, he illumi¬ 
nated tlie quite-emjity space. 

“ Ten tliousand devils!” exclaimed 
the landlord, as he gazed around and 
above him witli astonishment. “ This 
is the strangest business 1 Herr 
Brand! Herr Brand I Is any one up 
there V " 

It w'as of no use to deny himself. 
Ilenry stepped opt, bent over the 
landing, and saw, by the ‘ uncertain 
flicker of the liglit, the portly form of 
his landlord. 

“ Ah, my worLliy friend, Hen- Em¬ 
merich !" ^ called out in the blandest 
manner imaginable, “you are most 
welcome. It si)eaks yveXl for the gout 
tliat you liave returned so much ear¬ 
lier than your appointed time. I 
am delighted to see you looking so 
well." 

“ Your obedient servant," answered 
the otlicr; “ but that is not tlic/juca- 
tluu. "What has become of my stairs? ” 
“ Stairs! were there any stairs 
here?" said Ilenry. “Indeed, my 
friend, I go out so seldom, or rather 
not at all, that 1 take no notice of 
any thing out of my oum chamber. I 
study, I w'ork —1 conc<n'n myself about 
little else.” 

“ lIciT Brand,” said the landlord, 
half choking with rage, “ we must 
speak about this in another tone! You 
are the only lodger. You shall give 
an account belbre a court of jus¬ 
tice"— 


“ B(^ not ovei^wroth," replied I Fcnry, 
“ If you really contemplate k^aJ pro- 
ctiedings, 1 think 1 can be or use to 
you; for, now I think of it, I i)erfectly 
remcml:)er that there were stairs here, 
and have a vivid recollection of hav¬ 
ing, in your aJ)seTice, used them.” 

“ Used them !" cried the old man, 
stamping with his feet; and how 
used them? You have destroyed 
them —you have destroyed the house." 

“Nay, do not exaggerate, Herr 
Emmerich. I cannot ask you tp walk 
up-stairs, or you might see that these 
rooms we inhabit are in a perfect state 
of preservation. As to this ladder, 
which Avas but an asses’ bridge for 
tediou.s visitors and bad men, I re¬ 
moved it with great diflSculty, as being 
superfucus," 
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“ But those steps,” cried Emmerich, 
“ with tlieir noble banister, these two- 
and-lwenty broad, strong oaken steps, 
were an integral part of my house. 
Old as I am, I never beard of a lodger 
who dealt as he pleased with the stall's 
of a house.” 

“ Be patient,” said Henry, “ and 
you shall hear the real connexion of 
events. Tlic post failed in bringing 
our necessary remittances; the winter 
was unusually severe; all ordinary 
mwis of luocnrinjj^fnel were wanting; 
I Jiad recourse to this soit of forced 
loan. At tlie same time I did not 
think, respected sir, that you would 
return before the warm summer wea¬ 
ther.” 

“ Nonsense 1 ” said the landlord. 
“ Summer weather! Do you think 
that these my stairs will sprout out 
again, like asparagus, when the sum¬ 
mer comes ? ” 

“ Really,” said Henry, “I am not 
sufficiently acquainted with the growth 
and liabits of the stair-plant to deter¬ 
mine.” 

“ Ulric !” cried the wrathful land¬ 
lord, “ run for the police. You shall 
find this no jesting mattiT.” 

The police arrived. TIic inspector 
was scandalized at the outrage which 
hod been committed, and summoned 
the delinquent to surrender.” 

“ Never 1 ” said Henry. “ An Eng¬ 
lishman says well that his house is 
his casfcle; and mine is a castle with 
the drawbridge up.” 

There is an easy remedy for that,” 
said the officer, who thereupon called 
for a ladder, and ga'^ command to 
his men to mount, to bind the CKimi- 
nal with cords, and bring him down 
to his condign punishment. 

The house was now filled with the 
people of the neighbourhood. Men, 
women, and children had been attract¬ 
ed to the spot, and a crowd of curious 
spectators? assembled in the street, 
made their comments upon the busi¬ 
ness. Clara bad seated herself near 
the window, not a little embarrassed; 
but aSfShe saw that her husband still 
retained his accustomed cheeifalness, 
she also kept her self-possession—not, 
however, without much ■H't)ndering 
haw it would all end. Henry came 
in for a niomeut fo hearten her, and 
also to fetch something fi'om the room. 

“ We are shut up, my dear,” said 
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he, ^‘like our famous Gotz in his 
Taxthausen. This obstmato trum¬ 
peter has summoned me to surrender 
at mercy, and I will now answer him 
in the manner of our great model.” 

Clara smiled. 

“ Your fate is my fate,” she said, 
and added to herself in a low voice: 
“ I think, if my father saw us now, he 
would forgive all.” 

Henry again stepped o^ upon the 
landnig, and seeing thcy%^ere verily 
bringing in a ladder, called to them in 
a solemn tone—“ Gentlemen, bethink 
you what yon do. T have been prepar¬ 
ed, weeks ago, for every thing—for the 
very worst that can happen. I will not 
be taken prisoner, but intend to de¬ 
fend myself to the last drop of my 
blood. Here do I bring two blunder- 
busses loaded with ball, and this old 
cannon, a fearful piece of ordnance, 
full to the throat with every destruc¬ 
tive ingredient. 1 have in this cham¬ 
ber powder and ball, cartridges, lead, 
all things necessary to sustain the 
war; whilst my brave wife, who has 
been accustomed to fire-arms, will 
load the pieces as I fire them. Ad- 
vauce, therefore, if you wish blood to 
flow.” 

Henry had laid two sticks and an 
old boot upon the floor. 

Tlie leader of the police, who could 
distinguish nothing in the dark, beck¬ 
oned to his men to stand back. 

“ Better,” said he to F^rr Emme¬ 
rich, “ that we starve out tliis formid¬ 
able rebel.” * 

“Starve, indeed!” sjiid Hemy: 
“ wc are provided for months to come 
^ith all sorts of dried fruits—pinms, 
^ears, apples, biscuits. The winter 
is nearly passed, but aliould fuel fail 
us, there is still in the roof above 
much supeiHuous timber.” 

“ Oh, hear the heathen 1 ” cried Em¬ 
merich in agony. “ First he breaks 
to pieces the bottom of my house, 
and then he threatens to unroof it.” 

“It is beyond all exampl^ said 
the officer. 

Many of the spectators, however, 
were secretly pleased at the distress 
of the avaricious landlord. '^Some 
suggested the calling in of the mili¬ 
tary, with their guns. 

“For Heaven’s sake, no!” cried 
Emmerich; “ the house will,then be 
utterly destroyed.” 
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“ You are quite right,” said Henry. 
“ And have you forgotten what for 
many years every newspaper has been 
repeating to us, that the first caiinon- 
fihot, let it fall where it may, will set 
all Europe in a blaze?” 

“ He is a demagogue, a carbonaro,” 
said tlie officer. “ Who knows what 
confederates he may have even in this 
crowd which surrounds us?” 

The alarm of the officer seemed, for 
a moment, to be justified, for a shout 
was now heard from some of the 
populace who were collected in the 
street, Emmerich and the officer 
turned round to enquire into the 
meaning of this new demonstration. 
Henry took the opportunity to whis¬ 
per a word to his young wife. 

“ Be of good cheer,” he said; ‘‘ wc 
gain time. We shall be able to capi¬ 
tulate. Pcrhups even a SicUngen 
may come to our rescue.” 

Tlie shout of the mob had been 
occasioned by the appcai*ance of a 
brilliant equipage, which made its 
way slowly through the thronged and 
narrow street. Tlie footmen were 
clad ill splendid livery, and a coach¬ 
man, covered with lace, drove four 
prancing steeds. The mob might be 
excused for shouting “ The king! 
The king!” The carriage stopped 
before the door of the house which 
was now become the great point of 
attraction, and a nobleman descended, 
elegantly attired and decorated with 
orders and crosses. 

“ ll^hs a certain Ilcrr Brand live 
here ?” enquired the illustrious stran¬ 
ger ; “ and what means all this up-, 
roar?” 

Hereupon fifty different voiJp 
made answer with as many different 
accounts. The landlord, stepping 
forward, pointed to the dilapidated 
condition of the house, and explaiued 
the real state of affairs. The stranger 
continued to advance into the hall, 
and called with a loud voice, “ Docs 
Ilcrr Brand live here?” 

“ Yes,” replied Henry from above; 
“ but who is this that asks ?” 

“The ladder here I” cried the 
stranger. 


one ascends to this place!” 
said Henry. 

“ Not if he brings back the Chau¬ 
cer, the edition ofCaxton?” 

“ O Heaven! the good angel 
may ascend!” and immediately ran 
back to Clara to coramuuicate the 
joyful news. “ Our Sickingen is verily 
come 1 ” he exclaimed. Tears of joy 
were starting to his eyes. 

A -few words from the stranger, 
addressed to the landlord and the 
officer, produced a sudden, cainu 
The ladder was raised, and Henry, in 
a moment, was iii the arms of his old 
friend Andreas Vandclmcer ! All was 
now joy and coiigratiilation in the 
little apartment, as ITeiiry introdficl^d 
to his friend his dear and beautiful 
wife. The first greetings passed, 
Vandelmecr informed them that the 
small fortune which Henry had en¬ 
trusted to his care had increased and 
multiplied itself, and that he might 
now consider himself a rich man. 
Vaudelmeer, on his return from India, 
ha,<l landed at the ]>ort of London. 
Tlicre it had occurred to him to pro¬ 
cure some antiquarian present for his 
friend, like that which he had former¬ 
ly given him. Entering the book¬ 
seller's wlierc bis previous purchase 
had been made, he saw a Chaucer, 
wliich attracted his attention from its 
similarity to the one he had procured 
for his friend. It was, in fact, the 
same. It had found its way back to 
its original owner. On opening it, ho 
found some melancholy lines w'ritten 
on the flj'-leaf, and signed with his 
present name and address. lie im¬ 
mediately repurchased the book, and 
hastened to the discovery, and, as it 
pimped, the rescue of his friend. 

To complete the happiness of all 
parties, he was able to inform them 
that the father of Clara bad laid a.side 
his anger, find was desirous of dis¬ 
covering his daughter only that he 
might receive and forgive her. What 
need to say more ? Even the land¬ 
lord was content, and had reason to 
congratulate himself on the devasta¬ 
tion committed on lus staircase. 
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THE OVERLAND PASSAGE. 

O.iM intercourse witii India lias dinary individual, suddenly raised to 
^'become, so important within these an independent rank, and actually 
few )’ears, and the rajiid transit by possessing a most iiiflnential interest 
the isthmus of Suez has become so in the eyes of Europe and Asia, 
fav^ouiite a passage, that the public The route of the travellers begins 
natnralJy feel an extreme curiosity with Ceylon. Ceylon is a tine pic- 
relative to every circumstance Of the turesque island, very fertile, striking- 
rout(j. The udiolo is a Bjilendid no- ly placed for commerce, and contaiii- 
velttjl^nllicicntly strange to retain ing a tolerably intelligent popuUition- 
so«ti« poi'tioii of the old wonder which Yet we do not seem to have made 
belongs to all thinga Arabian ; suffi- much of its advantages hitherto; 8in- 
qientiy wild to supply us with the gaporc and even I loiig-Kong arc likely 
scopes and adventures of barbarism ; to throw it into eclipse ; and the chief 
and sufficiently brought within benefit of its possession is in kcejiing 
tire sphe);p of European interests, to away foreign pow'ers from too near an 
combine with the romance of the wil- inspection of our settlements in India, 
derness, at once Oriental pomp and But its shores have the richness of 
the powers and utilities of civilized vegetation -whicli belongs to the tro- 
and Christian society. The contrast is pics, and tlie variety of aspect wJiich 
of the most exciting kind:—we. have is so often found in the Asiatic islands.- 
the Bedouin, with his lance and desert The Major and his wife embarked 
home, hovering round the European on board the steamer “ The India,” in 
carriage, but now guarding wliat his May 1844. The view from the Point 
fathers would have plundered; the de Galle is striking. Tlie towm is 
caravan with all its camels, turbaned shaded by trees, -which give it the 
mevcliants, and dashing cavalry, look of richness and freshness tliat 
moving alq^ig the river’s bank, on contributes such a charm to the Ori- 
wfiose waters the steam-boat is rush- cntal landscape. On the left of the 
ing; the many-coloured and many- bay is a Iwpdland clothed with tropic 
named tribes of the South, nmeting vegetation. In front arc two islands, 
the men of every European nation in giving vailcty to the bay. Beliiud is 
the streets whore the haughty Os- the esplanade, shut in by h’ils covered 
maniiwas once master. The build- with cowa-nut trees. At the foot of 
iugs offer scarcely a less singular those hills is the native town 'and 
cemtrastthe lofty, prisou-Iike, close bridge, also shaded by trees, •kowds 
casoinented fronts of the huge Ma- of canoes, of various shapes and 
liometau dwellings, frowming in grim •colours, moored along the shore, 
3‘cposc upon the spruce sliops and ^mplete the scene, 
glittering hotels of the French and l^triie passengers were discontented 
Balian trader and tavern-keeper; with the India. They never saw any 
and though last, most memorable of thing like the dirt of the ship. The 
all—tlie old Pasha, the only man in coal-dust penetrated into every thing, 
existence who has given a new^ being It was in vain to sigh for a clean face 
to a people; the true re^generator of and hands, for they were imattain- 
his country, or rather the creator of able. This must be true ; yet it passes 
a nation out of one of the most ab- our comprehension. We cannot un- 
jeet, exhausted, and helpless races of derstand why coal-dust should make 
mankind. Egypt, the slave of the its apjiearapce at all for the affliction 
stranger for a thousand years, tram- of the 3 )assengers. It certainly black- 
pled on by Saracen, Turk, Alameluke, cus np one in our European steamers, 
and Frenchman; but by the enter- Its business is in the engine-room, 
prise and intelligence of this extraor- and we never heard of its making its 
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fMree into either the saloon or the was treatment which pirottebly* 


cabin. The India is complained of 
as being very ill adapted for the ser¬ 
vice, as unwieldy, and inadequate to 
face the south-west monsoon. Yet 
the vessel was handsomely decorated: 
the saloon w as jirofiisely ornamented 
with gilding, cornices, and mirrors; 
the tables were richly .veneered,* and 
the furniture was of morocco leathor. 
All this cxliibits no want of liberality 
on the part of the projn-ietors ; but a 
much heavier charge is laid on the 
carelessness vliich allowed this hand¬ 
some vessel to be infested with dis¬ 
gusting vorinin. The swarms of 
cock-roaches," IVIrs Darby Grif- 
fitlis, “ almost drove me out of my 
senses. The other day sixty A\ere 
killed in our cabin, and we might 
have killed as many more. Tliey are 
very large, alK>ut two inches and a 
half long, and run ai)out my pillows 
and sheets in the mo.st disgusting 
manner. Rats are also very mune- 
rous.” Kow% all this avc can ns little 
comprehend as the coal-dust. If such 
things were, they must huve arisen 
from the most extraordinary negli¬ 
gence ; and we hope tlic projudedors, 
enlightened by Mrs Darby (Iriflith’s 
book, will have the v(*ssel cleansed out 
before lier next voyage.. 

‘The monsoon was now direct 
against them, and the probability was, 
that instead of getting to Ad(?n in its 
teeth, their coal-dust would fail, and 
they would be driven back to Bom¬ 
bay fdf more. Hut the commander 
of one of the Oriental Company’s 
shi])s, who was fortunately a passen¬ 
ger, advised the captain to go sout^ 
for the j)urposc of meeting Avin(ff 
Avhich Avould afterwards blow him to 
the north-west. The advice was as 
fortunately taken. They steamed till 
within two degrees of the line, and 
then met with a south Avind. This, 
however, though it drove them on 
then* course, made them roll terribly. 
The India was not prepared for this 
rough treatment. There was not a 
swing-table in the sliip. The consc- 


Bull would not like ; ' but i 

})hi]osoplier, and besides native of 
an island, he Av^ould endure it as one' 
of the necessities of nature.’ But 
there A^'crc four French passengers 
on board wdio took it in a diirereiit 
Avay, and probably conci&iving that a 
vessel at sea AA^as soraetfiing in the ^ 
nature ofa stage-coach, and the^rndjian 
ocean a high-road, they felt theitteelve^s 
peculiarly ill-used by this tosai;^^ and 
at every instance of having of 

AA'ine emptied into their dfapo|y7Tfiey 
regarded it as a national insult, and 
coin])luiiied bitterly to the captaki.^ 
The Fnmch are a belligerent peoi|)le, 
and AA'C are surprised that this serfts 
of aggressions by the billows has not 
been taken up by Mens. I'hicrs and 
his friends, as an additional evidence 
of the malice of England to the grondc 
nation. Sea-sickness, starvation, and 
the loss of their claret, were acts 
Avortliy, indeed, of perfide Albion. 
Tlie captain himself AV'as one of the 
victims to the “ movement." I'lie 
fair tourist thus draws his portrait— 
whether the captain will admitc either 
the sketch or the limner, is another 
question. He is doscriUed as “^lan 
immensely fat, punchy man, resem¬ 
bling a huge ball, AA'ith great fat red 
cbccks Avhich almost conceal his eyes, 
and a small turned-up nose.” He w^as, 
of course, always seated at the head 
of the table, and, she su])posed, con¬ 
sidered it beneath his dignity to have 
his chair tied ; but this world is all 
made iiji of compromises and compen¬ 
sations—if the captain preserved his 
dignity, he lost his balance. A surge 
came, “ liis fixity of tenure was gone 
in a moment, and this solid dignitary 
Avas shot forth, chair and all, and 
rolled against the bulkhead. Every 
body Avas in 4*oars of laughter." 

But though all this was toil and 
trouble for the miserable lords and 
ladies of the creation, it Avas delight 
for the masters and mistresses of the 
mighty clement around them. The 
inhabitants of the ocean Avcrc in full 


qucncc was, that bottles of wine were sj)ort ; whales w'cre seen rushing 
rolling in every direction ; geese, tur- through the brine, porpoises were 
keys, and curiy were precipitated sporting with their sleek skins in the 
into the laps of the unfortunate peo- highest enjoyment through the bil- 
ple on the lee-side; Avhile those on the lows, Ad shoals of dolphins filled the 
weather-side were thrown forward waves with their splendid pea-green 
with their faces on their plates. This and azure. It was an ocean f6te, a 
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tribe, a gala- 
\^^hm miserable men 
MjEW and shiver- 

i|»yjbd e|nkl]^ in heart, in the midst 
;4)t^M’iac^a£ibp, enjoyment, and mag- 
4fihe world of waters. On 
iiigh'fc of their sailing, the 
:ivln9 tBopajn^ higher, and the 3w6U 
froor the south stronger than ever. 
Tho/pitched about in the most dread¬ 
ful manner, and during the night two 
sails were carried away, and the fore¬ 
topmast. They were noV in peril; 
but they had the steam in reserve, 
and steered for their port. On the 
9th of June they were in smooth 
water, running up between the coasts 
of Arabia and Africa. The weather 
now suddenly changed; the sun be¬ 
came intensely hot, and though forty 
miles from the shore, they were visited 
by niimcroys butterflies, dragon-flies, 
and motlis. In two days after, they 
sailed through an orange-coloured sea, 
filled with a shoal of animalcula; 
flftcen miles long. On the next day 
they came in sight of the harbour of 
Aden. This whole track was the 
voyage from which the Arabian story¬ 
tellers have fabricated such wonders. 
0«e of the woyagos of the celebrated 
Sinbad the sailor, the most ])ictu- 
resqiio of all voyagers, was over this 
very ocean. The orange-coloured 
waters, the strong effluvium of the 
waves intoxicating the brain, the wild 
headlands of Africa—each the dwell¬ 
ing of a necromancer—the Maldives, 
filled with mermaids and sea-monsters, 
the volcanic blaze that guarded the 
entrance to the Red Sea, the fiery 
mountains of Aden, the lladramant, 
or region of Death, the Babelmandeb, 
r^v Gale of Tears, the Jslc of roriui, 
and the Cape of Burials, wild, black, 
and terrific—fill the Arab imagination 
with w'onders that thre^w all modern 
invention to an immeasurable dis¬ 
tance. 

The town of A^en is not seen from 
the sea; if lies behind the mountains, 
which are first visible. To look at 
the coast from this sjiot, nothing but 
a sandy desert ]>resents itself. The 
peninsula is joined to the mainland, 
Arabia Felix, by a narr<»w sandy 
isthmus, neaj’ly level with the ocean. 
It is only 14,0il0 feet wide.* There 
ai*e. thre^ rocky islands in the bay, 
one of which, commanding the isth¬ 


mus, is fortified. The passengers of 
the India were disturbed during the 
whole day by the yells of the Arabs 
who were bringing the coals on board. 
They look more like demons than 
human beings, “The coal-dust, of 
which we had lost sight for some 
time, now began once more to turn 
every thing into its own colour. The 
coolies employed in this service come 
from the coast of Zanzibar. They 
keep up a continual yell during tlieir 
work, and perform a kind of dance 
all the time.” They must bo very 
well paid, and this is the true secret 
of making men work. The African 
is no more lazy than other men, when 
he can get value for his labour This 
the true secret for abolishing the 
slave trade. Those men come hun¬ 
dreds or thousands of milc.s to cover 
themselves with coal-dust, in an at¬ 
mosphere wlicrc the thermometer 
sometimes rises to 120*^ in the shade, 
and work “ day and night until they 
have finished their task,” roaring and 
dancing all the time, besides—and all 
this for the stimulant of wages. It 
is to be presumed that their perform¬ 
ance is “ ]»icce-work,” the only work 
which brings out the true elfort of the 
labourer. Tlieir zeal was said to be 
so grciUl^Ait evciy liundrcd ions of 
coal embarked cost the life of. a 
mail, ^ But the Africans have learned 
to drink grog; an accomiilishmeiit 
which Ave should have thought they 
would not be long in acquiring, and 
since that period, they live longer. 
This, we must acknoivlcdge, is a neiv 
merit in grog; it is the first time that 
we have heard of it as a promoter of 
longevity. 

The Arabs on the coast form two 
classes, perfectly distinct, at least in 
their conduct to the English. The 
class of Avarriors, being robbers by 
profession, are extremely anxious to 
rob us, and still more indignant at 
our preventing their robbery of others. 
Their piracies have suffered grievously 
from the vigilance of our gun-boats, 
and they have once or twice actually 
attempted to storm our fortifications. 
The consequence is, that they have 
been soundly beaten, the majority 
have left their carcasses behind them, 
and the survivors Ifave been taught a 
“ moral lesson,” Avhich has kept them 
at a respectful distance. But the 
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Arab cultivatots are decent and in¬ 
dustrious men, and form the servants 
of tlie town. Whether we shall ever 
make ^ gi’cat southern colony of the 
country adjoining the peninsula, must 
be a question of the future. But it 
is said that a very fine and healthy 
country extends to the north, and 
that the mountains visible from Aden 
enclose valleys of singular productivc- 
nass and beauty. 

Taste in jiersonal decoration ditfers 
a good deal in the south from that of 
the north. The Arab, with a face as 
black as ink, thinks an enormous 
shock of red hair the perfection of 
taste; he accordingly dyes his hair 
with lime, and tlins makes himself, 
unconsciously, the regular demon of 
the stage. 

Tlie entrance to the new British 
settlement is through masses of the 
boldest and wildest rocks. After 
passing a defile between two moun¬ 
tains, we eome to the only access 
on this side, the “ lofty mountains 
forming an Im])reguablc fortifica¬ 
tion.” 'J'his entrance is cut through 
the solid rock. A strong guard of 
sepoys is posted there. The jjassage 
is so high and narrow, that “ one 
might almost compare it to the eye in 
a darning needle.” Thiai.is a female 
comparison, but an expressive one. 
Issuing from the pass, tlui whole valley 
of Aden lay like a map beneath, 
bounded on three sides by precipitous 
mountains, rising up straight and 
barren like a mighty wall, wliile on 
the fourth was the sea; but even there 
the view' was bounded by the island 
rock of Sera, thus completing the for¬ 
tification of this Eastern Gibraltar, 

Here the travellers were welcomed 
by a hospitable garrison surgeon and 
his wife, found a dinner, an apart¬ 
ment, great civility, and a romantic 
view of the Arab landscape by moon¬ 
light. They heard the drums and 
pipes of one of the regiments, and 
were “ startled by the loud report of 
a cannon, which shook the frail tene¬ 
ment, and resounded with a length¬ 
ened echo through the hills. It was 
the eight o'clock gun, which stood 
only a stone’s throw from the house, 
and on the same rock.” The lady, as 
a soldier’s wife, ought to have been 
less alarmed; but she was in a land 
where every thing w^as strange. “We 


wci'e litei'ally'sleepji^^^ in 
air; as there wc% no doors, 
or Venetians to every brtsa*^, t 

of wind agitated the frajl 
bamboo and matting, 
in the night by the mnsqnittomSewnai' 
blowing np; the wificl had 
came every now and thep" , 

gusts; but its breath was* so 
warm, and dry, that who had neve? 
ventured to bear a ^night-blast in 
Ceylon, felt that it was harmless.” 

Aden, in earlier limes, formed oheof 
the thirteen states of Yemen; and 
])ro(ligious talcs are told of its opu¬ 
lence, its mosques and minarets, its 
baths of jasper, and its crescents and 
colonnades. But Arabia i# prover¬ 
bially a land of fable, and4he glories 
of Aden exhibit Arabian imagination 
ill its highest stage. Possibly, while 
it continued a port for the Indian 
tragic, it may have shared the wealth 
which India has always lavished on 
commerce. But a spot without a 
tree, withoiri; a mine, and without a 
manufacture, could never have pos¬ 
sessed solid wealth under the languid 
industry and wild rapine of an Arab 
population. When we recollect, too, 
liow long the Turks wci»e masterfl of 
this corner of Arabia, we may well be 
sceptical of the 0 ])uicncc of periods 
when the sword was the law. No 
memorials of its prosperity remain ; 
no ruined temples or broken columns 
attest the magnificence or the taste of 
an earlier generation. Its only hope 
of opulence must be dated from its 
first possession by the British. But 
the barrenness of the soil forbids sub¬ 
stantial wealth; and though the na¬ 
tive merchants, relyingon the honour 
of British laws and the security of 
British arms, are flocking into it by 
hundreds, and will soon flock into it 
by thousands, it must be at best but 
a warehouse and a fortress, though 
both will,-in all probability, be of the 
most magnificent, desenption. The 
population is of the miscellaneous 
order which is to be found An all the 
Eastern ports. I'he Parsecs, the 
handsome and industrious race who 
are to be seen every where in India; 
the Jews, keen and indefatigable, who 
are to be seen in every part of the 
world; and the Arabs, whose glance 
and gesture seem to despise both, are 
already crowding this half camp, half 
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capital. Prom eighty to a hundred 
camels, every morning, Bup])ly the 
mai’kets of Aden. They bring in bas¬ 
kets of fine fruit, graj)cs, melons, 
dates, and peaches. The greater 
number bring also jmultry, grass, and 
straw. Troops of donkeys carry wa¬ 
ter ip skins to every part of the town; 
and there is no want of the necessa- 
i-ies of life, though of course they arc 
dear. Aden is excessively hot, but 
regarded as healthy. The air is i)urc, 
dry, and elastic. The cifgineors arc 
building works on the different coin- 
niandiug positions; and Aden, within 
a few years, will probably be the 
strongest fortification, as it is already 
one of the finest ports, east of the JVle- 
ditcrrancan. But we look to nobler 
]n*ospccts ; the inland country is per¬ 
haps one of the finc.st regions in the 
world. Almost within view of Aden 
lies a country as pictuiosque as Swit¬ 
zerland, and as fertile as the valleys 
of the tropics. It is singularly salu¬ 
brious ; and, in point of rf'xtcnt, may 
be regarded as unlimited. We see 
no possible reason why Aden should 
not, in the course of a fe>v years, be 
made the capital of a great Arabian 
colony. Conquest must not be tlic 
means, but purchase might not be dif¬ 
ficult ; and civilizatlbn and Christianity 
might be S])read together through im¬ 
mense territories, formed in the boun¬ 
ty of nature, and only waiting to bo 
filled with a free and vigorous popu¬ 
lation. It is only the centre and 
north of Arabia that is desert. The 
coast, and especially the southern cx- 
ti'omity, are fertile. Without the am¬ 
bition of empire, or tl»e desire of en¬ 
croachment, British entorprize might 
here find a superb field, and the Ara¬ 
bian peninsula might, for the first 
time in history, be added to the civil¬ 
ized world. 

The travellers now ran up the Red 
Sea. The navigation has greatly im¬ 
proved witli’m these few years, in con¬ 
sequence of the intercourse betw^een 
England and India. Surveys have 
been made, and charts have been 
formed, which almost divest the pass¬ 
age of peril. But the navigation is 
still intricate, in consequence of the 
coral rocks mulnu merous shoals, which, 
however, may be escai)ed by due vigi¬ 
lance, aud the experienced mariner 
has nothing to fear. The aspect of 


the coast, of both Africa and Arabia, 
is wild and repulsive ; but some com¬ 
pensation for the monotony of the 
shores is to be found in the sea itself. 
When calm, the transparency of the 
water exhibits the bottom to the depth 
of thirty fathoms. “ And wdiat a new 
world is discovered through this vale 
of M^aters ! what treasures for the na¬ 
turalist ! ” The sands are overspread 
with forests of coral plants of cvwy 
colour, shells of remarkable beauty; 
and, in the midst of this sub-aqueous 
landscape, fish of brilliant hues sport¬ 
ing in all directions. At length they 
reached the gulf of Suez, with the 
blue peaks of Sinai in the distance, 
and continued running up the gulf, 
which w'as one hundred and sixty 
miles long, until Suez came in sight. 
Here all is dreary : deserts and sand¬ 
banks form the whole landscape. 
Arab boats came*alongside, and con¬ 
veyed the passengers from the steam¬ 
er. ^Hie towm looked dismal; its 
walls and fortifications were in decay; 
the landing-place w^as crow'ded by 
sickly-lookiug creatures, the evident 
victims of inahiria, and the chief onia- 
inent of the place w^as a large wliitc- 
w'ashcd touib. This condition of 
things was not much imi)roved when 
the party found themselves in tlic 
hotel of Messrs Hill and Co. Mus- 
quittoes, and every species of frightful 
insect, made war against sleep; and 
when their reign had passed away, 
and the travellers ros(j, crowds of 
flics continued the persecution. The 
travellers made a bad bargain in pay¬ 
ing their passage-money at once from 
Suez to Alexandria ; and it is de¬ 
scribed as the wiser mode to pay only 
to Cairo, and then take tlie choice of 
the several conveyances which are 
sure to be found there. The Arab 
drivers and carriers seem to have fully 
acquired those arts of extortion, which 
flonvish in. such abundance wherever 
English money is to be found. They 
cheat, and lie, and cajole, with extra¬ 
ordinary assiduity; and the majority 
of the passengers on this occasion 
seem to have been detained unneces¬ 
sarily on the road, and treated badly 
at tlie station liouses. The first part 
of the desert is rather rocky than 
sandy, and the road seems to have 
been formed chiefly by the carriage 
M'heels. It is covered with great 
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pieces of stone and rock, whicb 
sorolj tried the patience of the 
travellers. Iliindreds of carcasses 
of camels lie in the way; the flesh Ls 
soon eaten by the woh'^es and rats, 
while the bones bleach in the sun. 
Little ti*oops of Arabs were met from 
time to time, sometimes on camels 
and sometimes on horses. They were 
armed to the teeth, as black as ne¬ 
groes, and looked ferocious enough to 
make any i)arty of pacific travellers 
tremble for tlieir goods and chattels. 
But they were the patrols of Moham¬ 
med Ali, and guardians of the goods 
which in other days they would liavc 
delighted to plunder. 'Flierc arc eight 
stations on this road through the 
desert, all built by tiuit man of won¬ 
ders, the Pasha. Of these, four are 
only stables ; but four arc houses for 
the reception of iraA^ellers. They are 
generally from twelve to sixteen 
iiiilea ai)art. The station No. G, 
thoiigli by no means jtosscssing the 
comforts of an English hotel, must be 
miracle to the old travellers of the 
desert. It consisls of two chambers, 
a kitchen, and servants’ room, with 
a large ]»ublic saloon o<'cup 3 *ing the 
whole of one end, and completing a 
little centre court. Three suhis of 
the saloon were furnished with divans. 
Tiiero was a long table in the centre, 
with several chairs, and a glass win¬ 
dow at each end of the roojii. But 
this was unlnckilj^ the season of flit's, 
and they Avore the torment of the 
travellers; table, wall, ceiling, and 
floors swarmed with them. They 
flew into the face, the eyes, and the 
mouth. Thousands of musquittoes 
were also buzzing round and biting 
every thing. Tire breakfast was no 
sooner laid on the tabic than it was 
blackened wdth flics. TJic beds were 
hiving, and intolerable. No. 4, the 
halfway - house, was rather better. 
It is the largest of tliem all, and has 
a long row of bedrooms, and two 
public saloons. It has a large court¬ 
yard, in wliich were turkeys, geese, 
sheep, and goats, for the use of tra¬ 
vellers. The Arab coachman here 
tried a trick of the road. He sent up 
a message that he had observed the 
lady looked very much tired, and that 
he therefore advised them to get to 
the end of their journey as quieWy as 
possible; that they had better start in 


two hours, as the moon was very 
bright, and that he would take them 
into Cairo by breakfast-time in the 
morning. But it was suspected that 
this .haste was in order that the pas- 
sc'iigcrs waiting at Cairo to go by the 
India steamer should conveyed 
across the desert by himself, so tliey 
declined his offer, and enjoyed their 
niglit’s rest. 'On rising in the mor¬ 
ning, they felt that tjiey had reason to^ 
congratulate themselves on their re¬ 
fusal of the night’s journey; tor they 
found even the morning air bitter, and 
the atmosphere a wet fog. The aspect 
of the country had now changed. 
Chains of liills disa])poared, and all 
level saiK^ On the way they 
Saw tlic mirage; sometimes assuming 
the appearance of a distant harbour, 
at others, of an inland lake reflecting 
the surrounding objects on its surface; 
and they met one of the picturesque 
displays of Arabia, a wealthy Bey 
going on a pilgrimage to Mecca. lie 
had a train oi twenty or thirty camels. 
Jliose carrying liiniself and his harem 
had superb tra])pings. The women 
were seated in large open boxes, 
hanging ott each side as paniers. 
Tliere weni red silk embroidered cur¬ 
tains hung round, like tfioso on a bed¬ 
stead, and an awning over all. The 
bey was smoking his sj)lendid pipe, 
and l)ehiiid came a crowd of slaves 
M'ith provisions. The road on ap¬ 
proaching Cairo'grew rougher nmn 
ever ; it was often over ridges of rock 
just n]>j)earing above the sand. The 
Paslui's “ commissioners of paving ” 
seem to have slumbered on tJielr 
posts as much as if they had been 
molropolitan. At last a “ silvery 
stream ” was seen winding in the ho¬ 
rizon—the “glorious Nile!” The 
country now grew picturesque; a 
forest of domes and minarets arose in 
the distani^i; and the Pyramids be¬ 
came visible. The road then ran 
through a sort of suburb, where the 
Bedouins take up their quarters on 
their visits to buy grain, they being 
not suffered within the walls. It then 
passed between walled gardens filled 
with flowers, shrubs, orange and olive 
trees; most of the waits were also 
surmounted with a row of pillars, 
interlaced with vines—n species of 
ornament new to us, but which, wo 
should conceive^ must add much to 
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the beauty, extefual iiCrfl'Int^tOTtt^ w 
a garden, Cairo waif entered at 
audits lofty bouses, aitd tlte* 
architecture of this nobleafe^^e^ew 
of a Mahomctau ■ 

the eyes which bad so topg seen loa¬ 
thing but tlio sea;: tli^’rocky sho»e, 
and the desei% »Oaifo is, like'^oJl the 
rest of the world, growing European, 
and even English. It has Itsliotels; 
«and the travell#^e5tcept tiuit he hears 
' morcTArabic, and inhales more tobacco 
smoke, will soon begin to imagine 
himself in Regent street. The East¬ 
ern Hotel ” is a good house, where 
Englishmen get beefsteaks, port wdne, 
and brown stout; read th# London 
papers; have waitcr|uwho at least do 
tiieir ^)est to entertam tlicm in their 
own tongue; and w^i^nt nothing but 
operas and omnibuses. But the di’css 
still makes a distinction, and it is 
wholly in favour of the Mussulman. 
All modem European dresses arc 
mean; the Oriental is the only man 
whose dress adds dignity to the lin- 
man form. When Sultan Mahmoud 
slripppd olF the turban, and turned the 
noble dress of his people into the 
caricature of the European costume, 
ho struck a heavier blow at his sove¬ 
reignty than ever w as inflicted by the 
Russian sabre or the Greek dagger. 
He smote the spirit of his nation. The 
Egyptian officials wear the fez, or red 
ni^tcap—the fitting emblem of an 
einpire gone to sleep. But the general 
po))ulation of Egypt wear the ancient 
turban, the finest ornament of the head 
ever invented by man; that of the 
Egyptian Mahometan is wliite mus¬ 
lin ; that of the Shereefs, or line of 
Mahomet, is green; that of the Jews 
and Copts is black. The remaining 
portions of the costume are such as, 
perhaps, we shall soon see only upon 
the stage. The embroidered caftan, 
the flowing gown, the fuH trouser of 
scaidet or violet-coloured cloth, the 
yellow morocco boot, the jewelled 
dagger, and velvet-sheathed cimeter 
—all the perfection of magnificence 
and taste in costume. The ample 
beard gives completeness to the ma¬ 
jesty of the countenance, and finishes 
the true character of the “ lord of the 
creation.” 

The citadel of Cairo has a melancho¬ 
ly and memorable name, from the hor¬ 
rid massacre of theMamelukes in 1811 , 


Ik vi^i^ft)uf hundred and seventy of those 
^ ' ishb^fry soldiers were murdered, and but 
one escaped by leaping his horse from 
’l:he battkments. The horse was killed; 
thematfi^ now a bey in the Pasha’s 
serviec.^'^kThe citadel stands on a hill, 
^d conthina the I’asha'S palace, a 
harem, a cofincil-haU, police-officos, 
and a large square, where the mas¬ 
sacre was perjjetrated. The view from 
the windows .of .t\ie palace is superb. 
Cairo is seen immediately beneath, 
skirted by gardens on the right. Be¬ 
yond those* the mosques of,the ca¬ 
liphs, and as far as the eye can reach, 
tiie Arabian desert. In front is the 
Nile, a silver stream, covered with 
sails of every description, till it is lost 
in the groves of the Delta. The ports 
of Boiiiac and old Cairo, with numer¬ 
ous villages, stud its banks, and from 
its bosom rise verdant islands. To 
the Icftr, the Nile is still visible, and 
beyond arc seen the Pyramids, which, 
though twelve miles off, appear quite 
close, from the transparency of the air. 
In the citadel is also a mosque, now^ 
building by the order of the Pasha, 
It is constructed of Oriental alabas¬ 
ter, is of great size, already exhibits 
fine taste, and promises to be one of 
the most beautiful structures in Egypt. 
But the Pasha has not yet attained 
the European improvement of lamps 
in the streets. After nightfall, the 
only light is from the shops, which, 
when they close, leave the street in 
utter darkness. How'over, most of 
the pedestrians cany lamps with them. 
How does it happen that no gas com¬ 
pany has taken pity upon this Egyp¬ 
tian darkness, and saved the Cairaus 
from the chance of having their throats 
cut, or at least theif bones broken; for 
durin'g the summer a considerable por¬ 
tion of the poorer population sleep in 
the streets? Still the Pasha is a man 
of taste, fond of living in gardens, 
and sensible enough to have the gar¬ 
den of his favourite palace at Shoobra 
laid out by a Scotch gardener. He 
used to reside a great deal there, but 
now chiefly lives, when at Cairo, in the 
house of his daughter, a widow, where 
Ilia apartments are in the European 
style. Nothing surprises a European 
traveller more than the people them¬ 
selves ; and no problem can seem more 
mysterious than the means by which 
they are enabled to supply so much 
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expensive costume.' The Egyptfaa' 
gentleman seems to want for nothingv ^ 
■wherever they find the money to pay- 
for it. Fine houses, fine fjrfoit'ure^ 
fine horses, and fine clothesi sfeem to* 
be constantly at the coinm<ti\d of a 
crowd who have nothing to do, who 
produce nothlngHandyct seem to have 
every things The Egyptian or Turk¬ 
ish lady is an absoli^te bale of costly 
clothing—the more ba'cadths-of silk 
they carry about them the better. 
Before leaving her home, she puts over 
her house costume a large' loose robe 
called a tob^ made of silk or satin, 
and always of some gay colour, pink, 
yellow, red, or violet. She next puts 
on her face veil, a long strip of the 
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yeB^ytbe jhost frightful 
pifeible,-through the 
I jetr^iJ^iike stiinga of spdttres. Po- 
vsiiy au4 ,lab©i|r may j&y possibility 
'la^j)'Aie'lSwer«T^^ health; but 

ho-^ the females, 

can retabi healtb«.betwewj their want 
of^exerclug, theur fulP^eding, their 
hot b^ths, aud*this perpetual hot bath 
of clptlSng!; defies att rational c6n- 
jecture. 'JJiic Egy^pt^hs of all wuiki 
are terribly afraid of what they-call 
the evifreye, and stifle themselves'^nd 
children in all kinds of rags to avoid 
being bewitched. Tlic peasants are 
a fine-looking, strong-bodied race of 
men; but many of them are met blind 
of an eye. This^is attributed to the 


finest white muslin, often exquisitely 
embroidered. It is fastened jiist- 
between the ej’cs, conceals all the 
otlier features, and reaches to the 
feet. Slic’ next envelopes herself in a 
large cloak of rich black silk, tied 
round the licad by a piece ot* narrow 
riband. Her costume is completed 
by trousers of silk gauze, and yellow 
morocco boots, which reaeli a consi¬ 
derable way up the legs. How any 
human being can bear such a heap of 
clothing, especially under the fiery 
sun and hot winds of Egypt, is to us 
inconceivable. It must melt all vi¬ 
gour out of the body, and all life out 
of the soul; but it is the fashion, and 


reluctance to be soldiers for tliei^lory 
of the Pasha. But Mohammed All 
was not to be thus tricked, and he 
raised a regiment of one-eyed men. 
lu other instances they are said to 
have knocked out the forc-tecth to 
avoid biting a cartridge, or to liave 
cut off a joint of the first finger to 
prevent their clraAving a trigger. Even 
thus they are not able to escape the 
cunning Pasha. But this shows the 
natural hon'or of the conscription ; 
and we ai-e not surprised that men 
should adopt any expedient to cscai)c 
so great a curse and scandal to so- 
cict}'. It is extraordinary that in 
tills 19th century, even of the Chris- 


fashion works its wonders in Egypt tian world, such an abomination 


as well as elsewhere. The veil across 
the mouth, in a climate where every 
breath of fresh air is precious, must 
be but a slower kind of strangulation. 
But the preparative for a j)ublic ap¬ 
pearance is not yet conifilete. Women 
of condition never walk. They ride 
upon a donkey h!mdsomcly capari¬ 
soned, sitting astride upon a high and 
broad saddle, covered with a rich 
Turkey carpet. They ride with stir¬ 
rups, but they never hold the reins; 
their hands are busy in keeping down 
their cloaks. A servant leads the 


should be suffered to exist in Europe. 
It is equally extraordinary that it ex¬ 
ists in cv'ery counti-y but England, 
and she can have no prouder distinc¬ 
tion. The liabeas-corpus and her free 
enlistment, are two privileges without 
which no real liberty can ever exist, 
and which, in any country, it would be 
•well worth a revolutioiq or ten revo¬ 
lutions, to obtain. Hers is the only 
army into which no man can be forced, 
and in ■wdiicH every man is a volun¬ 
teer. And yet she lias never wanted 
soldiers, and her soldiers have never 


donkey by the bridle. Their figures, 
when thus in motion, arc tlie most 
preposterous things ima^nablc. Huge 
as they are, the wind, which has no 
respect for persons, gets under their 
cloaks, and blows them up to three 
times their nktural size. Those are 
the ladies of Egypt; the lower orders 
imitate this absurdity and extrava¬ 
gance as far as they can, and with 


fought the w^orse It is true, that when 
she has a militiathey arc drawn by bal¬ 
lot from the population; but no militia¬ 
man is ever sent out of the country ; 
and as to those who are drawn, if they 
feel disinclined to serve in this force, 
which acts merely as a national guai-d, 
ten shillings will find a su^titute at 
any time. It is also tme that Eng¬ 
land has impressment for the navy; but 
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the man who makes the sea his Hve- 
lihood, adopts his profession volunta¬ 
rily, and with the knowledge tliat at 
some time or other he may be called 
upon to serve in the royal navy. And 
even impressment is never adopted 
but on those extreme emergencies 
which can seldom hapijen, and whicli 
may never happen again in the.life of 
man. But ^on the Continent, every 
man except the^lergy, and those in 
the employment of the state, is liable 
to be dragged to the field, let his pro¬ 
spects m* bis propcnsitic3S be what 
they may. In every instance of war, 
parents look to their children with 
teiTor as they grow up to the military 
age. The anny is a national curse, 
and parental feelings are a perpetual 
source of affliction. If the great body 
of the people in Europe, instead of 
clamouring for imag^naiy rights, and 
talking nonsense about constitutions, 
which they have neither the skill to 
construct, nor Avould find worth the 
possession if they had them, Avould 
concentrate their claims in a demand 
for t^e habeas-corpus, and the aboli¬ 
tion of the conscription, they w'ouhl 
reliev^ themselves from the tw'o heavi¬ 
est burdens^of desi)otism, and obtain 
for themselves the two highest advan¬ 
tages of genninc liberty. 

One of the curiosities of Cairo is the 
hair-oil bazar. Tlie Egyptian w'oineii 
are prodigious luiirdrcssers, and the 
variety of perfumes Avhich they lavish 
upon their hair and persons, exceed 
all European custom and calculation. 
This bazar is all scents, oil, and gold 
braids for the liair. It is nearly half 
a mile long. The odour, or the mix¬ 
ture of odours, may w^ell be prcsunie<l 
to be overpovvcriiig, when eveiy otlier 
shop is devoted to scouted bottles— • 
the intervening ones, containing per¬ 
fumed hcad-dressca, formed of braids 
of ribands and gold late, whicli de¬ 
scend to the ground. A warehouse 
of Turkish tables exhibited the luxu¬ 
rious ingenuity of the worl^ers in 
motbcr-of-pcarl. They were richly 
wrought in gold and silver oruamenf s. 
Within seven miles of Cairo, there 
still exists a w^oiuler of the old time, 
whicli must have made a great figure 
in the Arab legends—a i>etrified fori'st 
lying in the desert, and which, to 
complete the wonder, it is evident 
must hare been petrified while still 


standing, The trees are now lying 
on the ground, many of the trunks 
forty feet long, with their branches 
beside them, all of stone, and evi¬ 
dently shattered by the fall. Cairo, 
too, has its hospital for lunatics ; but 
this is a terrible scene, Tlie unfor¬ 
tunate inmates arcclbiiined and caged, 
and look like wild beasts, with just 
enough of the human aspect left to 
make the scene tenible. A reform 
here would be well woi'th tlie inter¬ 
ference of European humanity. Wo 
wish that the llanwell Asylum would 
send a deputation with J)r Connolly 
at its head to the Pasha. No man is 
more open to reason than Mohammed 
Ali, and the European treatment of 
lunatics, transferred to an Egyptian 
diiiig(*au, would be one of the best 
triumphs of active biniianity. 

The travellers at lengtli left Cairo, 
and embarked on board Mills and Com¬ 
pany’s steamboat, named the Jack o’ 
Lantern. It seemed to be merely one 
of the common boats ply on the 
river, wdth the addition of a boiler and 
jiaddles, and is ]U'obabIy the smallest 
steamer extant. However, when they 
entered tlio cabin upon the deck, they 
found every tiling nicely arranged, 
and began to think better of their 
little vessel. Tlicy had anotlier ad¬ 
vantage ill its smallness, as the Nile 
was now so low that iiumbcr.s of ves¬ 
sels lay aground, and a huge steamer 
would probably l^a^'e been unable to 
make the passage. The river seemed 
quite alive wdth many-lbrmcd and 
many-coloured boats. Their jiic- 
turesque sails, crossing each'other, 
made them at a distance look almost 
like butterflies skimming over the 
■water. The littfl steamer drew only 
two feet and a half of water. She is 
Jestingly described as of two and a 
half Cairo donkey power. About six 
miles from Boulac, they passed under 
the walls of Shoobra palace and gar¬ 
dens. Its groves form a striking ob¬ 
ject, and its interior, cultivated by 
(ireek gardeners, is an earthly Ma¬ 
hometan paJ!idise, It has bower- 
covered walks, gardens caipeted with 
flowers, ever-fioAving fbuiitaiiis, afid a' 
lajte on which the luxurious Pasha is 
rowed by the ladies of bis harem. 
The Nile winds in the most extraor¬ 
dinary manner across the tongues of 
land; .boats and sails are seen dose, 
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which are in reality a mile fuithcr 
down the stream. The banks were 
high above the' boat, through the prc- - 
sent shallowness of the river. They 
were chiefly of brown clay, and were 
frequently cut into chasms for the 
purposes of irrigation. As they shot 
along, they saw lai'ge tracts covered 
with cotton, wheat, Indian corn, and 
other crops. Date-trees in abun- 
daxice, the leaves large and like those 
of the cocoa, the fruit hanging in 
large clusters, when ripe of a bright 
red. Water-melons cultivated every 
where, often on the sandy banks of 
the river itself, three or four times the 
size of a man’s head, and absolutely 
loading the beds. Numbers of the 
Eg 3 'ptiau villages were seen in the 
navigation of the river. The houses arc 
huddled together, are of unbaked clay, 
and look like so many bee-bives. 
Every village has its date-trees, and 
every but has pigeons. The peasants 
in general seem intolerably indolent, 
and groups of them ai*e ever}' where 
lying under the trees. Herds of fine 
buffaloes, twice the size of those in 
Ce^don, were seen along the shore, and 
sornetinies swimming the river. Groups 
of magnificent cattle., larger and finer 
than even our best English breed, 
were driven occasionally to water at 
the river side. The Egyptian boats 
come to an anchor every night; but 
the Jack o* Lantern dashed on, and 
by daybreak reached the entrance of 
the Mahoiidiali Canal, on which a 
track-boat carries passengers to Alex¬ 
andria. A high mound of earth here 
separates the canal from the Nile, 
which flows on towards Koscty|. This 
. embankment is about forty feet wide. 
Some of Mrs Gritfitii’s observations 
arc at least sufficiently expressive; for 
example:—“All the children, and 
some past the age of what are usually 
styled little cliildren, were running 
about entirely devoid of clothing. We 
observed a great deal of this in Egypt. 
Men arc often seen in the same condi¬ 
tion; and the women of the lower 
orders, having concealed their heads 
and faces, appear to think they have 
done- all that is. necessar^.^' This is 
certainly telling a good deal;, nothing 
more explicit could be required. The 
track-4)oats are odious conveyances, 
long and narrow, and the present one 
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very dirty, and swarming with cock¬ 
roaches. They wei-e towed by three 
horses, ridden by three men. In Eng¬ 
land one would have answered the 
purpose. The Canal itself is an ex¬ 
traordinary work, worthy of the coun¬ 
try of the Pyramids,"and one of the 
prodigies which despotism sometimes 
exhibits when the iron sceptre is com¬ 
bined with a vigorous intellect. It is 
ninety feet wide and forty-eight miles 
long, and yet was cofhpletcd in six 
weeks. But it took the labour of 
250,000 men, w'ho worked, ifithe story 
be true, night and day. Along the 
canal were seen several largo encamp¬ 
ments of troops, rather rough instru¬ 
ments, it is true, for polishing Afi’ican 
savagery into usefulness, but perhaps 
the only means by which great things 
could h ave been done in so shorta^eriod 
asthereignofMoharninedAli. Anlta- 
liaa fellow-passenger, who had resided 
in Egypt twenty-five years, gave it as 
the result of his experience, that with¬ 
out the strong hand of powet*, the 
population would do nothing. Bread 
and onions being tlieir food, when 
those were obtained they had got all 
that they asked for. They w'ould 
leave their fruitful land to barrenness, 
and would prefer sleeping finder their 
trees, to the simplest operation of 
agriculture in a soil that never re¬ 
quires the plough.® Yet they are siii- 
gtdariy tenacious of their money, and 
often bniy it, keeping their secret to 
the last. The Italian told them that 
lie was once witness to a scene exactly 
in point. lie accompanied the tax- 
gatherer to a miserable village, W'here 
they entered one of the most miserable 
huts. The tax-gatherer demanded 
his due, the Egyptian fell at his feet, 
protesting that Lis family wxre starv¬ 
ing, and that he had not a single coin 
to buy bread. The tax-gatherer, find¬ 
ing him impracticable, ordered some 
of his followers to give him a certain 
number of stripes. The peasant 
writhed under the stripes, but conti¬ 
nued his tale. The beating was re¬ 
newed on two days more, when the 
Italian interfered and implored mercy. 
But the officer said that he must con¬ 
tinue to flog, as he was certain that 
the money woul^ come forth at last. 
After six days’ castigation, the pea¬ 
sant’s patience could hold out no 



Overland Passaffi^ [Fob. 


Ipuger. He dug « bole in the door of 
iis hut, and exhibited gold and silver 
to a large amount. 

All this may be true; but it would 
be an injustice to human nature to 
suppose that man, in any country, 
would prefer dirt, poverty, and idle¬ 
ness, to comfort, acthity, and employ¬ 
ment, where he could be sure of pos¬ 
sessing the fruits of his labours. But 
where the unfortunate^easantis liable 
to see his whole crop caiticd off the 
land at the pleasure of one of the 
public officers, or J;he land itself torn 
from him, or him^lf or his son can icd 
oflF by the conscription, how can wo 
be surprised if he should think it not 
worth the while to trouble liis bend or 
his hands about any thing? Give 
him security, and he will work; 
give..tiim property, and ho will keep 
it; and give him the power of en¬ 
joying his gains in defiance of the 
tax-gatherer, and he^wiil exhibit the 
manliness and perseverance which 
Providence has given to all. Whe¬ 
ther even^tho famous Pasha is not 
still too much of a Turk to venture 
on an experiment whlcii was never 
heard of in the laud of a ^laliometan 
before, must be a matter moi*e for the 
prophet than the politician; but Kgyi>t, 
80 ipng the most abject of nations, 
and the perpetual slave of a stranger, 
seems rapidly ap]»oaching^ to Euro¬ 
pean civilization, and by her associa¬ 
tion with Englishmen, and her Eng¬ 
lish alliance, may yet be prepared to 
take a high place among the regene¬ 
rated governments of the world. 

The road from the termination of 
the canal to Alexandria, about two 
miles long, leads through a desert 
track. At last the Mediterraneun 
bursts upon the eye- In front rise 
Pompey’s sfately and well-kuowu 
pillar, and Cleopatra’s needle. High 
sand-banks still inter^yt the view of 
Alexandria. Atlengtn the gates are 
passed, a dtisly avenue is traversed, 
the great square is reached, and the 
English hotel receives the travellers. 
Mahometanism is now left behind, 
for Alexandria js comparatively an 
Buropeaiktsapital. All the houses sur¬ 
rounding the great square, including 
.■ibe dw^ngs of the consuls, have 
ibaen bu^t within the last ten years 
ty Ibrahim Pasha, who, prince and 
AW to the tiiroua ils he is, here per¬ 


forms the part of a speculative build¬ 
er, and lets out his houses to Euro¬ 
peans. These houses are built as 
regularly as those in Park Crescent, 
and are two stories high above the 
Porte Coch^ire. They all have French 
windows with green Venetian shut¬ 
ters, and the whole appearance is 
completely Eui-opean. The likeness 
is sustained by carriages of every de¬ 
scription, filled with smartly dressed 
women, driving through all the streets 
—a sigiit never seen at Cairo, for the 
generality of the streets are scarcely 
wide enough for the passage of don¬ 
keys. But the population is still 
motley and Asiatic. Turbans, caps, 
and the scarlet fez, loose gowns, and 
embroidered trousers, make the streets 
picturesque. On the other hand, 
crowds of Europeans, tourists, mer¬ 
chants, and tailors, are to be seen 
mingling with the Asiatics; and the 
effect is siugulaily varied and ani¬ 
mated. 

The pageant of the French consul- 
general going to pay liis respects to 
the Viceroy, exhibited one of the 
shows of the place. First came a 
number of olEcers of state, in embroi¬ 
dered jackets of black cachmere, or¬ 
namented gaiters, and red morocco 
shoes. Each wore a ciincter, an es¬ 
sential part of official costume. Next 
followed a fine brass band*, after them 
came a large body of infantry in three 
divisions, the whole in heavy march¬ 
ing order. Their discipline and general 
ai>pcaraiice were striking; they wore 
the summer dress, consisting of a 
W'liife cotton jacket and trousers, 
with T£d cloth skull-caps, and car¬ 
ried tneir cartouche-boxes, cross¬ 
belts, and fire-locks in the European 
manner. '^Phe next feature, and the 
prettiest, consisted of the Pasha’s led 
horses, in number about eighteen, all 
beautiful little Arabs, caparisoned with 
crimson and black velvet, and cloth 
of gold. We re]>eat the description 
of one, for the sake of tantalizing our 
European readers with the Egyptian 
taste in housings. ^ “The animal was 
*a chestnut borse, of perfect fom and 
action. His saddle was df crimson>el- 
vet, thickly *ribbed by gold.embroi¬ 
dery. His saddle-cloth was ontir^y 
of cloth of gold, embossed with bul¬ 
lion, and studd^ with lar^ gems;; 
jewelled pistols were sean‘ in the hol« 
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sters; ttie bead-picce was variegated 
red, green, and blue; embroidered 
and golden tassels hung from every 
part." But the European portion of 
the scene by no means corresponded 
to the Oriental display. The French 
consul followed in a barouche and 
pair, with his aftaches and attendants 
in carriages; but the whole were mean-^ 
looking. Tlie French court-dress, or 
any court-dress, must appear contemp¬ 
tible in its contrast with the stateli¬ 
ness of this people of silks and shawls, 
jewelled weapons, and cloth of gold. 

Mohammed All is, after all, the true 
wonder of Egypt. A Turk without a 
single ])rcjiulice of the 'i'urk—an Ori¬ 
ental eager for the adoption of all the 
knowledge, the arts, and the comforts 
of Europe—a Mahometan allow¬ 
ing perfect religious toleration, and a 
despot moderating his despotism by 
the manliest zeal for the prosperity of 
his country; lie has already raised 
himself to a reputation far beyond the 
rank of his sovereignt}’-, and will live 
in the memories of men, whenever 
they qtiotc the names of those who, 
rising above all the difficulties of tHeir 
original ])osition, have yirovcd their 
title to the mastery of nations. 

The Pasha affected nothing of the 
usual privacy, or even of the usual 
pomp, of rajahs and sultans, lie 
was constantly seen driving through 
Alexandria, in a low berlin with four 
horses. TJie bciTiti was lined with 
crimson silk, and there, squatting on 
one of the low broad scats, sat the 
Viceroy. Two of his officers generally 
sat ojiposite to Jiini, and by his side his 
grandson—a handsome child between 
eight and nine years old, of whom he 
soetns remarkably fond. Like so 
many other eminent men, his stature 
is below the middle size. His coun¬ 
tenance is singularly intelligent, his 
nose aquiline, and his eye quick and 
penetrating. He does not take the 
trouble to dye his beard, as is the 
custom among Orientalists. lie 
wft.irs it long and thick, and in all its 
Snows.. Years have so little affected 
him, that bo.is regarded as abetter 
life than his son Ibrahim-;-his general, 
and confeksedly-a man of ability. But 
hfs second son, Said Pasha, the half 
bi'otber of Ibrahim,* is regarded as es¬ 
pecially inberiting the talents of his 
. father. He is an accomplished man, 


speaks English and French fluently^ 
seems to enter into his fathers views 


with great intelligence and exhibits 
a manliness and ardour of character 


which augur well for his country. But 
the appearance of the Pasha is not 
without its attendant stat^. In front 


of his berlin ride a number of atten¬ 


dants, caracoling in all directions. 
Behind the ca^age rides his express, 
mounted on a arbniedary, in readiness 
to start with despatches. The ex¬ 
press is followed by his pipe-bearer; 
the pipe-bearer followed by a servant 
mounted on a mule, and carrying the 
light for the Pasha’s [upe. The ca¬ 
valcade is closed by a troop of the 
officers in waiting, mounted on showy 
liorses. 


At lengfli the day of })artiq|g ar¬ 
rived, and the travellers embarked on 
boanl the Tagus steamer. The view 
of Alexandria IVom the sea is stately. 

A forest of masts, a quay of handsope 
houses, and the viceroyal palace 
forming oue side of the harbour, tell 
the stranger that he is aiiproaching 
the scat of sovereignty. The sea was 
rough, but of the bright blue of the 
Mediterranean, and the steamer cut 
swiftly through the Avaves. The<ves¬ 
sel was clean and Avell arranged, the 
weather wasTinc, and the travellers 
began to feel the freshness and elasti¬ 
city of Kiiropean air. At length they 
arrived at Malta, and heard for the 
first time for years, the striking of 
clocks and the ringing of church- 
bells. They were at length in Europe. 
But there is one penalty on the retuni 
from the East, which alw’ays puts the 
stranger in ill-humour. They M^re 
compel led to perform quarantine. 
This w'as intolerably tedious, expen¬ 
sive, and wearisome; yet all things 
come to an end at last, and, after 
about a fortnight, they were set at 
liberty. t 

Malta, in ita soiPand climate, be¬ 
longs to Africa—in its ^population, 
perhaps to Italy—in its garrison and 
commerce, to Europe—and in its man¬ 
ners and habits, to the East. It is a 
medley of the three quarters of the 
Old World; and, for ^he tiuae,. a, 
medley of the most curious desciip:Ni 
tion. The nativie carriages, peasant 
dresses, shops, furniture of the house:^ 
and evem the houses thentsolves, are 
wholly ffnlike any: thing that has be- 
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for6 met the English eye. Malta, in a-week—^religious processions are con- 
point of religious observances, is like stantly passing—priests are continu- 
what St Paul said of Athens—it is ally seen in the streets, carrying the 

overwhelmingly pious. The church- Host to the sick or dying. Wlieu the 
bells are toiling all day long. Wher- ceremonial is performed within the 
ever it is possible, the cultivation of house, some of the choristers generally 
the ground exhibits the industry of remain kneeling outside, and are 
the people. Every spot where earth joined by the passers-by. Thus crowds 
can be found, is covered with some of people are often to be seen kneeling 
species of ])roducc. . I^arge tracts are in the streets. The Vii’gin, of course, 
emploj'ed in the cultivation of the is the chief object of worsliip; for, 
cotton plant—fruit-trees fill the soil nothing can be more true than the 
^the fig-tree is luxuriant—pomegra- expression, that for one prayer to the 
nate, poach, apple, and plum, are sin- Deity there ai'e ten to the Vii'gin; 
gularly productive. Vines cover the and confession, at once the most 
walls, and the Maltese oranges have childish aud the most perilous of all 
a European reputation. The British practices, is regarded as so essential, 
possession of Malta originated in one that those who cannot produce a ccr- 
of those singular events by which tificate from the priest of their having 
short-sightedness and rapine are often confessed, at least once in the year, 
n»ade their own punishers. The im- are excluded from the sacrament by 
portaucc of Malta, as a naval station, an act of the severest spiritual tyranny; 
lud long been obvious to England ; and, if they should die thus excluded, 
and when, in the revolutionary war, their funeral service will not be per- 
the chief hostilities of the war were formed by the priest—an act which 
transfeiTcd to the Mediterranean, its implies a punishment beyond the 
value as a harbour for the English grave. And yet the morals of the 
fleets became incalculable. Yet it Maltese certainly derive no superiority 
was still in possession of the knights; froft either the priestly influence or 
and, so far as England was concerned, the personal mortification, 
it might have remained ill their hands The travellers now embarked on 

for ever. *A national stmsc of justice board the Neapolitan steamer, Erco- 
would have prevented tTie seizure of lauo—bade adieu to Malta, and swept 
the island, however inadequate to de- along the shore of Sicily. Syracuse 
fend itself against the navy of Eng- still exhibits, in the beauty of its 
land. But Napoleon had no such landscape, and the commanding na- 
scruples. In hk expedition to Egypt, tiire of its situation, the taste of tiie 
he threw a body of troops on shore at Greeks in selecting the sites of then- 
Malta; and, having either frightened cities. Tlie land is still covered with 
or bribed its masters, or perhaps noble mins, and the autiqiiaiiaii 
both, plnndered the churches of their might find a boundless field of iute- 
plate, turned out the knights, and left rest and knowledge. Catania, which 
the island in possession of a French w as destroyed about two centuries 
garrison. Nothing could be less ago, at once by an earthquake Und 
sapeious and less statesmanlike than an eruption, is seated in a country 
this act; for, by extinguishing the of still more striking beauty. The 
neutrality of the island, he exposed it appearance of the city from the sea 
to an immediate bl^kade by the is of the most picturesque order. It 
English. The resul? was exactly looks almost encircled by the lava 
what he ought to have foreseen. An which once wrought such formidable 
English squadron w as immediately devastation. But the plain is bound- 
dispatched to summon the island; it cd by verdant mountains, looking 
eventually fell into the hands of the down on a lovely extent ol orange and 
English, and now seems destined to olive gi'oves, vineyards, and corn- 
remain in English hands so long as fields. But the grand feature of the 
we have a ship in the Medjtcn'aaean. landscape, and the world has nothing 
Malta is a prodigiously pious place, nobler, is the colossal Etna; its lower 
according to the Maltese conception circle covered with vegetation—its 
of piety. Ma^(3S are going on with- centre belted with forests—its summit 
out intermission-^bey fast twice covered with snow-rand, above all, a 
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crown of cloud, which so often turns 
into a cloud of flanie. The travellers 
were fortunate in seeing this showy 
city under its most showy aspect. It 
was a gala-day in Catania ; flags were 
flying on all sides—fireworks and 
illuminations were preparing — an 
altar was erected on the Cave, and all 
the world were in their holiday cos¬ 
tume. As the evening approached 
the scene became still more brilliant, 
for the fireworks and illuminations 
then began to have their effect. The 
evening was aoflf and Italian, the air 
pure, and the sky without a cloud. 
From the water, the scene was fantas¬ 
tically beautiful; the Imgc altar erect¬ 
ed on the shore, was now a blaze of 
light; tlie range of buildings, as they 
ascended from the shore, glittered like 
diamonds in the distance. Fireworks, 
in great abundance and variety, flash¬ 
ed about; and instrumental bands 
filled the night air with harmony. 
The equipages which filled tlie streets 
were in general elegant, and lined 
with silk ; the dresses of tlic principal 
inhabitants wcrcin the highest fashion, 
and all looked perfectly at their ease, 
and some looked even splendid. A re¬ 
mark is made, that this display of 
wealth is surprising in what must be 
regarded as a provincial town. But 
this remark may be extended to the 
whole south of Italy. It is a matter 
of real difficulty ^ conceive how the 
Italians contrive to keep up any thing 
approaching to the appearance whiclt 
they make, in their Coraos, and on 
their feast-days. Without mines to 
support them, as the Spaniards were 
once supported; without colonies to 
bring them wealth; without manufac¬ 
tures, and without commerce, how 
they contrive to sustain a life 
of utter indolence, yet, at the 
same time, of considerable display, is 
a curious problem. It is true, that 
many of them have places at court, 
and flourish on sinecures; it is equally 
true, that their manner of living at 
homo is generally penurious in the 
extrem,e; it is also true that gaming, 
and other arts not an atom more re¬ 
spectable, arc customary to supply 
this yawning life. Yet still, how the 
majority can exist at all, is a natural 
question which it must require a deep 
insight into the mysteries of Italian 
existence to solve. Whatever may 


be the secret, the less Englishmen 
know on these subjects the better; 
communion with foreign habits only 
deteriorates the integrity aqd purity 
of our own. On the Continent, vice 
is systematized—virtue is scarcely 
more than a name; and no worse 
intelligence has long reached us than 
the calculation just published in the 
foreign newspapers, that there were 
40,000 English now residing in France, 
and 4000 English families in that es¬ 
pecial sink of superstition and profli¬ 
gacy, Italy. 

The sail from the Sicilian straits to 
Naples is picturesque. The Liparia, 
witli their volcaillc summits, on one 
side—the Calabrian highlands, on the 
other—a succession of rieii mountains, 
clothed with all kinds of verdure, and 
of the finest fonns; andaround, tlieper- 
petual beauty of the Mediterranean. 
The travellers hove to at Pizza, in the 
gulf of Euphania, the shore memor¬ 
able for the gallant engagement in 
which the English troops under Stuart, 
utterly routed the French under Keg- 
nicr—a battle which made the name 
of Maida immortal. Pizza has ob¬ 
tained a melancholy notoriety by the 
death of Murat, who was shot by order 
of a court-nmrtial, as an invader and 
rebel, in October 1815. Murat’s per¬ 
sonal intrepidity, and even his fanfar¬ 
onade^ excited an interest for him in 
Europe. But he was a wild, rash, 
and reckless instrument of Napoleon’s 
furious and remorseless policy; the 
commandant of the French army in 
Spain in 1808 could not complain of 
military vengeance; and his death by 
the hands of the royal troops only 
relieved Europe of t'ho boldest dis¬ 
turber among the falleji followers of 
the great usurper. 

The finest view of Naples is the ono 
which the mob of tourists see the last. 
Its approachel-by land are all imi>er- 
fcct—the city is to be seen only from 
the bay. Floating on the waters 
which form the most lovely of all 
foregrounds, a vast sheet of crystal, a 
boundless inin'or, a tissue of purple, 
or any other of the fanciful names 
which the various hues and aspects of 
the hour give to this renowned bay, 
the view comprehends the city, the 
surrounding country, Posilipo on the 
left, Vesuvius on the right, and be¬ 
tween them a region of vineyards and 
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vegetetion, as poetic and luxuriant as 
poet or painter could detire, 

llie wonders of Pompeii are no 
longer wolidcrs, and people go to see 
them with something of the same spirit 
in which the citizens of London saun¬ 
ter to Primi’ose hill. It was a beg¬ 
garly little place from the beginning; 
and the true wonder is, how it could 
ever have found inhabitants, or liow 
the inhabitants could ever have found 
room to eat, drink, and sleep in. But 
Herculancpm is of a higher rank. If 
the Neapolitan Goveinnient had any 
spirit, it would demolish the miserable 
villages above it, and lay open this 
fine old monument* of the cleverest, 
though the most corrupt people of the 
earth, to the light of day. In all pro¬ 
bability we should learn from it more 
of the real state of the arts, tiie man¬ 
ners, and the feelings of the Greek, 
partially modified by his Italian co¬ 
lonization, than by any other record 
or memorial in existence. In those 
vaults which still remain closed, owing 
to the indolence or stupidity of tiie 
existing generation, eaten up as*it is 
by monkery, and spending more upon 
^fke to the Madonna, or the Ihpiifying 
of St Janyarlus's blood, than would 
lay open half the city, there is every 
probability that some of the most im¬ 
portant liti'raturc of antiquity still lies 
buried. Why will not some English 
company, tired of railroad speculations 
and'Amei ican stock, tuni its discharge 
on Herculaneum, pour its gold over 
the ground, exfoliate the city of the 
dead, recover its statues, bronzes, 
frescoes, and mosaics,4^ansplant them 
to Tower Stairs, and sell them by the 
hands of George Robins, for the bene¬ 
fit of the rising generation ? This 
seems their only chance of revisiting 


the light of day; for the money of all 
foreign sovereigns goes in f6tes and 
fireworks, new pattenis of soldiers’ 
caps, and new costumes for the maids 
of honour. 

Wc have now glanced over the 
general features of these volumes. 
They are light and lively, and do 
credit to the writer’s powers of obser¬ 
vation. The result of his details, how¬ 
ever, is to impress on our minds, that 
the “ overland passage” is not yet fit 
for any female wlio is not inclined to 
“rough it” in an Actraordinary de- 
gn‘e. To any woman it offers great 
hardships; hut to a woman of deli¬ 
cacy, the w'holc must be singularly 
repulsive. Something is said of the 
decorations of the work ]>voceeding 
from the pencil of the lady’s hus¬ 
band. Wlietlier the lithographer has 
done injustice to them, we know 
not; but they seem to us the very 
rt^verse of decoration. The adoption, 
too, of new modes of spelling the 
Oriental names, is w'holly unneces¬ 
sary. Harem, turned into Ilhardem 
—Dervish into Derwdeah—Mameluke 
into Mcmlook, give no new ideas, and 
only add perplexity lo our knowledge 
of the name. Tlicsc words, with a 
crowd of others, have already been 
fixed in English orthography by 
their natural pronunciation; and the 
attempt to change them alw'ays renders 
their pronunciatio|^which is, after 
all, the only iinjiortant point—less 
■♦rue to the original. On the whole, 
the “overland passage” seems to 
require immense improvements. But 
wc live ill hope; English sagacity and 
English perseverance will do much 
any where; and in Egypt they have 
for their field one of the most import¬ 
ant regions of the world. 



1845 ,] 


Mesmerism, 



MESMEHIS^. 

“ Th(*y say miraclce are past, and we have our plii1o»ophica1 persons to make modem and flunK 
liar, things supernatural and causeless .”—jilCi Well that Endf Welt, Act Scene 3. 


From the many crude, Illiterate, 
and nnphilosopluc^l speculations on 
the subject of mesmerism which the 
present unwholesome activity of the 
printing-iii*ess has ushered into the 
world, there is one book wliich stands 
out in prominent and ornamental relief 
—a book written by a member of the 
Church of England, a scholar and a 
gentleman; and the influence of 
which, either for good or for hai'm, is 
not likely to be ephemeral. Jew, 
even of the most incredulous, can 
read with attention the first half of 
“Facts in Mesmerism, by the llev. 
Chauncy Haro Townsbend,” of wliicli 
a second edition has recently appear¬ 
ed, without being staggered. The 
author leads the reader u]) a gentle 
slope, from facts abnormal, it is true, 
but not contradictory to received no¬ 
tions, to others deviating a little 
more from ordinary experience ; and 
thence, by a course of calm narintivc, 
to still more anomalous incidents; 
until at length, almost unconsciously, 
the incredible seems credible, impossi¬ 
bilities and possibilities are confound¬ 
ed, and miracles arc no longer mira¬ 
culous. • 

There is much difficulty in dcalinjj^ 
with such a book; gentlemanly court¬ 
esy, which should grant what it would 
demand, aud an unavoidable faith in 
the purity-of the author’s intentions, 
entirely prevent our treating it as the 
work of an empiric. It is evident 
that the author believes what he 
writes, that the facts in mesmerism are 
facts to him ; to those unprepared by 
previous experience for the fallacies 
which the enthusiastic temperament 
is led into, the book would be irre¬ 
sistible ; to those, however, accus¬ 
tomed to ])liysical or phsycoiogical 
investigation, the last half of the work 
does much to unravel the web which 


the first half has been engaged in 
weaving. When the author departs 
from the narrative of facts, and en¬ 
deavours to render those facts con¬ 
sistent with reason and experience, 
we sec the one-sided bias of his mind 
—wo see that he is not a judge-but an 
advocate; and the faith which we. 
should repose on the circumstantial 
nairative of a gentleman, becomes 
changed into the courtesy with which 
we listen to an honourable but de¬ 
ceived enthusiast. 

If the utilitarian school has done 
harm by its liasty attempts to reduce 
every thing to rule and to the do¬ 
minion of human reason, no 8ti*ongcr 
proof than this book need be given of 
the evils to which the opposite ex¬ 
treme of transcendental philosophy 
lias given rise. As an instance of the 
fallacies to which one-sided philoso¬ 
phic views may lead, Mr Townshend 
says, that if asked of what use is the 
eye if we can see without if, he might 
answer, “ To show us how to make a 
enmera obscura,” The case is put 
illustratively, and wo are far from 
wishing to take it literally to the au¬ 
thor’s disadvantage ;* but, in setting 
at nought the ordinary and sufficient 
reasoning on this subject, the author 
himself is obliged to adopt a similar 
but weaker line of argument. Unfor-f 
tunatc it is, that even in philosophy 
the judicial character is so rare; it ia 
vainly imagined that error may be 
counteracted by antagonist error; and 
because neutrality is too often the 
companion of impotence, impartiality 
is supposed te be synonymous with 
neutrality. 

It will be seen from the above, that 
Mr Townshend has failed to convince 
us that all tlic “ facts in mesmerism ^ 
are facts ; and certainly if he has fail¬ 
ed, the herd of peripatetic lecturers ♦ 


Facts in Mesmerism^ with Jleasorts/or a Dispassionate Enquiry into it. By the 
Rev. Chauncy Hare Townshenh, A.M. 

* For an account of one of the most notorious of the public exhibidons of mes¬ 
meric clairvoyance, we refer the reader, who may feel sufficiently interested 
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on the so-called science are not likelj 
to have succeeded; but, although un¬ 
convinced of the marvellous, we arc 
by no means indisposed to believe 
some of the abnormal phenomena of 
mesmerism.- We have witnessed seve¬ 
ral mesmeric exhibitions—^wc have 
never seen any effect produced which 
was contradictory to the possible of 
human experience, in wdiich collusion 
or delusion was fairly negatived. We 
insist on our right to doubt, to disbe¬ 
lieve. The more startling the pro¬ 
position, the more rigorous should be 
the proof; we have never seen the 
teats which are applied to the most 
trifling novelty in physical science 
api)lied to mesmeric clairvoya^ice^ and 
withstood. The advocates of it 
challenge enquiry in print, but they 
shrink from, or sink under, experi¬ 
ment. 

In endeavouring to analyse the 
work before us, and to examine gene¬ 
rally the phenomena of mesmerism, 
we shall do our utmost to avoid the 
vices of partial advocacy which we 
censure; we moreover agree with 
Mr Townshend, that ridicule is not 
the weapon to be used. Satire, when 
on tbe side^ of the majority, is perse¬ 
cution ; it *is striking from a vantage 
ground—fair, perhaps, when the imli- 
viflual contends with the mass, as 
when an author writes to expose the 
fallacies of social fashion ; but unfair, 
and very frequently unsuccessful, when 
directed against partially developed 
truths, or even against such pheno¬ 
mena as we believe mesmerisiB pre¬ 
sents, viz. novel and curious psychical 
truths,o’erclouded with thedense errors 
of sometimes enthusiasm, sometimes 
knavci'y. We shall soberly examine 
the subject, because wc think that 
much good may be done by its inves¬ 
tigation. The really skilful and judi¬ 
cious steer clear of it '•from a fear of 
compromising their credit for common- 
sense ; and while tlie caution neces¬ 
sarily attendant upon habitual scien¬ 
tific studies, dissuades the best men 
from meddling with that which may 
blight their hardly-earned laurels, the 
public is left to be sivayed to and fro 
by an under-current of failacious 
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half-truths, far more seductive 
dangerous than absolute falsehoods. 
We cannot undertake to say, thus far 
is true, and thus far false ;—to mark 
out the actual limits of true mesmeric 
phenomena, demands the very diffi¬ 
cult and detailed enquiries which, for 
the reasons just mentioned, have 
been hitherto withheld;—but we think 
wc shall be able to succeed in show¬ 
ing, that, though there be much error, 
there is some truth, and - truth of 
sufficient importance to merit a calm 
and careful investigation. 

Wc may class the phenomena of 
mcsmcri.sm, as asserted by its profes¬ 
sors, as follows:— 

1st. Sleep, or coma, induced by ex¬ 
ternal agency, (partly mental, partly 
physical.) 

2d. Somnambulism, or, as called 
by Mr Townshend, sleep-waking; i.e. 
certain faculties rendered toipid wdiile 
others ai'c sensitive. 

M. Insensibility to pain and other 
external stinmii. 

4th. Physical attraction to the mes- 
moriser, and repulsion from otli^i's: 
conununity of sensation w ith the nies- 
meriser. 

5th. Clairvoyance, or the power of 
perception without the use of the 
usual organs; and second-sight, or 
the pow'er of prediction respecting the 
mesmeric state and remedial^gencies. 

6th. Phreuo-mdmcrism, or the 
connexion between phrenology and 
mesmerism. 

7th. Curative effects. 

We believe these categories will 
include all the leading phenomena of 
mesmerism. We purpose to give in¬ 
stances of these, partly derived from 
our own experience, and partly from 
the book of Mr Townshend, or other 
the best sources to which we can have 
recourse; to state fearlessly what we 
believe may be tme, and what we en¬ 
tirely disbelieve; and then to examine 
the arguments by which the reason of 
the public has been assailed, and in 
many cases rendered captive. 

First, then, as to the power of in¬ 
duced coma, we will relate an instance 
which came under our own observa- 
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the matter, to the papers of Dr Forbes in the Lancet. New Series, Vol. i. p. 681, 
tod to the counter statement in the ZoUt, Vol. ii. No. 7. 
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tion, and which serves to demonstrate 
that a power maj be exercised bj one 
human being over another which will 
produce a comatose or cataleptic state. 
In the Christmas week of the year 1842, 
we dined at a friend’s house with a 
party of eiglit, (numeric perfection for 
a dinner-party, according to the inge¬ 
nious author of the Original.) In the 
evening, Mackay’s book on popular 
delusions being on the drawing-room 
table, some one asked if the author 
had treated of mesmerism. Upon this, 
one of the party who had recently re¬ 
turned from London—a man who liad 
led a studious life, and of a highly 
nervous temperament—said he had 
recently witnessed a mesmeric ex¬ 
hibition, and would undertake to 
mesmerise any one present. Upon 
this, two or three ladies volunteered 
as patients; and he commenced ex¬ 
perimenting upon a lady of some 
tw''cnty-five years old, wdiom he 
had known intimately from childhood, 
clever, and well read, but rather ima¬ 
ginative. To make the thing more 
ridiculous, he knelt on both knees, 
and commenced making passes with 
both hands slowly before lier eyes, 
telling her, whenever she took her 
eyes otr, to look fixedly at liim, and 
keeping a perfectly grave face W'hcn 
every body around >vaa laughing un¬ 
reservedly. After this had endured 
for som$ three minutes, the lady’s 
eyes gradually closed, she fell for 
wards, and was only prevented from 
farther falling by being caught by the 
mcsmeriscr. He shook her, and, in 
rather a rough manner, brought her 
to her senses; then, suspicions lest 
she had been pui-posely deceiving 
him, questioned her seriously as to 
whether her sleep were feigned or 
real. She assured him that it wiis not 
•simulated, that the sensation was 
irresistible, different from that of ordi¬ 
nary sleep, and by no means unplea¬ 
sant ; but that the only disagreeable 
part was the being roused. Upon 
this, the gentleman declared that he 
knew nothing of mesmerism, and that, 
had he believed there was any thing 
in it, he woidd not have attempted the 
joke. Another lady present, married, 
and having a family, was now most 
anxious to have the experiment re¬ 
peated upon her. She said she had 
before sat to an experienced mesmer- 
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iser, who had failed, and she was still 

incredulous, and believed that M- 

had merely given way to an imagina¬ 
tive tempei'ament. It required con¬ 
siderable persuasion to induce the 
gentleman who had before operated 
to try any more experiments. He 
protested that he knew nothing about 
it, that he had once seen a person 
said to be in the mesmeric state; but 
that, if he succeeded again in inducing 
coma, he knew not at all how to 
aAvako the patient. Curiously enough, 
he was instructed in the manit>ulation 
by the sceptical patient, who had pre¬ 
viously seen public mesmeric exhibi¬ 
tions. After some further persuasion, 
and with the permission of the lady’s 
husband, who was present, he com¬ 
menced again the same passes as with 
the former patient, the only difference 
being, that he was in this case sitting 
instead of kneeling. Tlie patient kept 
constantly bursting into fits of laugh¬ 
ter, and a,s constantly apologising, 
telling him that his gravity of face 
was irresistible. Of the other persons 
present, some laughed, others were 
too much terrified to laugh, but they 
kept up a constant running fire of 
comment, satirical and serious, upon 
the meameriser and mcsmcrisce. In 
four or five minutes, the fits of laugh¬ 
ter of the latter assumed a rather un¬ 
natural character. It was evident she 
forced herself to laugh in spite of the 
strongest disinclination, and in a mi¬ 
nute or two more she fixed into a 
state of ghastly catalepsy, the eyes 
wid^open, but the lids fixed, the fea- 
turea^all rigid, (except the lower lip, 
which was convulsed,) and pnle as a 
coipse. The bystanders, now much 
fri^tened, interfered, and laid hold 
of the mesmeriser. After some time, 
water being given her to drink, she 
came to herself, and appeared not to 
have suffered from the experiment, 
Notwithstanding the external dif¬ 
ference of the case from the first, she 
described her sensations as the same; 
viz. a sleep differing from ordinary 
sleep, pleasing and irresistible, but 
the rousing very disagreeable. The 
lady’s Imsband now insisted on being 
operated on himself. This was done, 
and entirely without success. An¬ 
other lady was also experimented on 
with no success; at least she said she 
felt sleepy, but nothing more, which 
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WAS not extri^ordinaiy, as it was now 
getting late. When questioned as to 
what means he liad used, the inesmer- 
iscr said he had done nothing but 
stare steadily at tlie patients, making 
them also look fixedly at him, and 
move his hands slowly and in uni¬ 
form directions, his instructor in 
these inaiimiivres having been Tyrone 
Power in the farce of His Last Legs. 
He stated (hat soon after the com¬ 
mencement of the experiment, he felt 
an almost irresistible tendency to go 
or* with it; but whether this resulted 
from a conviction that he was exer¬ 
cising some unknown influence, or 
fi'oin mere experimental curiosity, ho 
would not undertake to say—“ this 
only was tlie witchcraft he had used.” 

Tlie result was to all present conclu¬ 
sive as to the production of some cfTcct 
inexplicable npon received theories. 
The second case defied simulation, and 
wc believe it was equally removed from 
hysteria. The patient was a strong- 
minded person, of a temperament 
neither nervous nor hysterical, to all 
appearance perfectly calm, except 
when overcome by a sense of the ridi¬ 
culous, and befi>ro the cx])eriment 
obstinately yicreclulous. It was cer¬ 
tainly a strong case. Any hypothesis 
to account for it Avould be hasty; but 
one point suggests itself to us as ari¬ 
sing from tlie remark made by the 
mesraeriser, viz. that the only influ¬ 
ence he was c mSfeioiis of using was 
that of a fixed determined stare. This 
may possibly afford some key to a 
more philosopliical examination of 
these curious phenomena. 

The fabled effects of the basilisk, 
the serpent, and the evil eye, have 
probably all some facts for their foiin- 
datiofi. Tlie effect of the human eye 
in arresting the attacks of savage 
animals is better anthenticated, and 
its influence upon domestic animals 
may be more easily made the subject 
of experimental proof. Let any one 
gaze steadily at a dog half dozing at 
the fireside—^the animal will, after a 
short time, l^ecome restless, and if 
the stare be continued, will quit his 
resting-place, and eithei* sluink into a 
comer, or come forwai’d and caress 
the person staring. How much of 
this may be duq to the habitual fixed 
Jo«A of stem command with which 
censure orpnnl^ment is accompanied, 


it may be difficult to say; but the fact 
undoubtedly is, that some influence, 
either innate or induced, is exercised. 
Again, those who, in society, habitu¬ 
ally converse with an averted glance, 
we generally consider wanting in 
moral force. We doubt the man who 
doubts himself. On the other hand, 
if, in conversation, the ordinary look 
of awakened interest be prolonged, 
and the eyes arc kept fixed for a longer 
period than usual, an embarrassed 
and somewhat painful feeling is the 
result; an indistinct impulse makes 
it difficult to avert the eye, and at 
the same time a consciousness of that 
impulse is an inducement to avert it. 
Wo lay no undue stress npon these 
plienoinena; but they are phenomena, 
and fair subjects for scientific investi¬ 
gation. An explanation of mesmer¬ 
ism has been souglit in the physical 
cflcct of the stare alone; thus it is 
said that, if a party look intently at a 
prominent object fixed to his forehead, 
he will* in time be thrown into mes¬ 
meric coma. There is more in it, we 
think, than this; there is an influence 
exerted by that nearest approach to 
the intercourse of soul—“ the gaze 
into each other's eyes”—the extent 
and normcB of which are unknown. 
The sclioolboy's experiment of staring 
out of countenance, is not so bad a 
tost of moral power as it would at 
first sight be deemed to be. 

•The second case we shall relate is 
also one at which we were personally 
present, but one in which both mes- 
meriser and mesmerisee were, if we 
may use the term, adepts—the for¬ 
mer a gentleman of fortune and edu¬ 
cation ; the latter a lialf-educatcd 
young man, who had been in service 
as a footman. We aliall designate 
them as Mr M—— and G-. 

At tills “ soiree magnitique''' G. was * 
brought in in the sleep-waking state, 
walking, or rather staggering, and 
holding the arm of Mr M., his 
eyes to all appearance perfectly 
closed, and his gait and gestures 
those of a drunken man. After some 
little time he was detached from the 
raesmeriser, and followed him to dif¬ 
ferent parts of the room. When in 
proximlfy Mr M. raised his hand, the 
patient’s hands followed it, his legs 
the same, while they receded from the 
hands and of any other of the 
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party present. Some of these effects 
were certainly carious, and not easy 
of explanation. The mesmeriser would 
walk or stand behind the patient, and, 
waving his hands somewhat after the 
manner of the cachiica dancer, the 
hands of the patient followed his with 
tolerable but not unerring precision. 
We determined to bear in mind tliese 
effects when some other phenomena 
were exhibiting, and try whether si¬ 
milar results would ensue when the 
attention of the parties was devoted to 
other subjects. When the attention 
of every body present Avas intently 
strained upon sonic cxi>erinients which 
we shall presently mention, Ave ai>- 
proached, as though watching the ex¬ 
periment, A^ery near to (1., and fre¬ 
quently without his at all flinching; 
at other times we were told by IVIr 
M. not to come too near, and once in 
articular we observed, that having 
ad one knee and toe in close juxta¬ 
position, almost in contact, with the 
patient’s, we retained it so for several 
seconds before he withdrew his leg. 
These facts, which would probably 
be explained by mesmerists on the 
gi'ouiid of the whole power of sen¬ 
sation being concentrated upon one 
object, rendered, hoAvever, the experi¬ 
ments upon mesmeric attraction incon¬ 
clusive. Passing over several experi¬ 
ments, such as the rncsinerisation of 
Avater, showing community of taste, iu 
which, after some hesitation, the pa¬ 
tient selected from three or four glasses 
of Avatcr one which had been tasted 
by the mesmeriser, avc come to the 
most imi)ortant point, viz. the clair¬ 
voyance. One of the party stood 
beland the patient, and he Avas asked 
how the former was dressed ; his re- 
pl^, after some hesitation was, “ not 
over nice—he has a queorish waist¬ 
coat on,” (it was a plain white.) A 
book was then takeu^-oft’ the table— 
pne of the annuals. Mr M. hold his 
bands tightly over tlic eyes of G., 
and the title-page Avas presented open 
opposite the covered eyes of the latter; 
after struggling and moving his head 
about for some time, Just as if endea¬ 
vouring to catch a glimpse of the book, 
he mentioned the place of publication, 
and aiterwards the title. Other ^peri- 
ments were proposed, suchas holding a 
book behind the party, or to different 
yarts of his body; but ohhese some did 


not succeed, others were not tried. To 
obviate the doubt of the book having 
been previously seen, we were re¬ 
quested to write, in large letters, a 
word on a card, such as a slightly 
educated person could read, and to 
present it, looking at the same time 
as closely as we AA'ished at the eyes of 
G., the lids of wfliich were, as before, 
apparently tightly held down by Mr 
M. We (lid so; the Avord was iVrw ; 
and, after some struggles, the word 
was r(iad cevtiiiuly without an expo¬ 
sure of any i>jirt of tlie eye to "us. We 
noAv proposed, as likely to bo more 
satisfactory, to Avritc another Avord on 
a similar card, and, instead of the 
hands of the mesmeriser being held 
OA'er the eyes, to pJaccj a piece of thin 
paper over the card. 'J'Jiis, it A^^as 
said, Avas useless and would not suc¬ 
ceed, as the influence would not be 
transmitted through tho person of the 
m(*smcriscr; Ave tlien proposed tiiat 
he (the mesmerist^-) should place his 
hand over the card; iu short, that tho 
card should be blinded and not the 
eye. Our reason Avill be obvious. 
According to the known laws of vision, 
viz. the convergence of all the rays 
of light to a focus in the e^x, Avere the 
least part of tills exposed, vision, 
though iniimrf(icV>f every object with¬ 
in the visual^>«Tiglo, "VouI(l follow; 
but, wore the object cpvCred, a partial 
opening Avould assifitA'lsion but little, 
and onl3' quoad tfeo part exposed. 
The experiment thus performed would 
have been opticall^^ conclusive; and 
we c'aiinot s(^e, according to any of tlie 
mesmeric h^qxithcses, any inesineric 
reason Avhy it shouhl not have suc¬ 
ceeded: it was, how(iV(T, declined. 
We arc obliged to omit many other 
points in this eA^ening’s proceedings 
to avoid prolixity. Though many 
facts were curious, and cx?rtainly not 
easy of explanation by ordinary means, 
there was nothing which defied it; 
every experimmtam cTudn failed, and 
AVC, of course, remained unconvinced. 

The third case which we shall in¬ 
stance, was one at which we were 
also personally present. Having been 
invited to view the mesmeric experi¬ 
ments of Dr B., we arrived at his 
house, with a friend, at about ten in 
the morning, an4 having been duly 
introduced to the Doctor in one room, 
were instantly ushered into another, 
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when a scone presented itself certainly 
one of the most extraordinary we 
have ever witnessed- I'herc were 
seven females in the room, and not 
one man. On a sofa ncai- the fire¬ 
place, a young girl sat upright, sup¬ 
ported by cushions, her eyes were 
fixed, and opposite her stood a mid¬ 
dle-aged woman, slowly moving her 
hands before the eyes of the patient. 
On the hearth-rug near t^is lay a wo¬ 
man covered witli a coarse blanket. 
She appeared sound aslc(;p, was 
breathing heavily, and looked deadly 
pale. A third patient was seated on 
a chair, also undergoing the mesmeric 
passes from another woman ; and on 
the opposite side of the room from the 
fire-place, two others were seated on 
chairs, with their heads hanging on 
tlieir shoulders, and eyes closed. De¬ 
scription cannot convey the mystic and 
fearful ap[)carancc of this room and its 
inmates to the first glance of the un- 
exi)cctaiit sjicctator. Not a word was 
spoken; the solemn silence, the im¬ 
mobility and deathlike pallor of the ob¬ 
jects, was awful—they were asbreatliing 
corpses. The clay-cold nuns evoked 
from their tombs, presented not a more 
unearthly sj)j?ctaclc to Roborl of Nor¬ 
mandy. The freo-aiul easy expres¬ 
sions of Dr 15., however, which first 
broke the silence, instantly dissolved 
the spell. “ That woman,” he said, 
pointing to her on the floor, lias a 
disease of the liver, and her left lung 
is somewhat afFect(;d. I think wc 
shall do her good. She is now getting 
into the clairvoyant state. She can 
see into the next room.” lie then 
stooped over her, and said, “ How 
are you, Mary?” She replied, ‘‘I 
have the pain in my side very bad.” 
He approached his hand to the part 
affected, and again withdrtiw^ it seve¬ 
ral times, opening the fingers as it 
neared, and closing them .its it receded, 
as though he would gently extract the 
pain. He again asked her how she 
felt; she said better. He then point¬ 
ed to the girl on the sofa, and said, 
“ She is de^ and dumb. We cannot 
get her asleep.” He subsequently 
pointed out other of the patients, and 
mentioned their ailments. These, and 
the sombi'e darkness of the room, ac¬ 
counted to us for luinatnral pale¬ 
ness of the patients. Dr B. next 
^ked one of two sleeping patients to 


follow him into another room. We 
accompanied him, and his experi¬ 
ments upon the female, whom wo 
shall call S., commenced. First of all, 
he placed her hands with the palms 
together, and making with Ids fingers 
motions the converse of those made 
in the former case, asked ns to endea¬ 
vour to separate them. We did, and 
instantly succeeded^ with no more ef¬ 
fort than would be expected were any 
woman of average strength purposely 
to hold her hands togotlior. “ Ah !” 
said the Doctor, “ not an easy matter, 
is it ?” Wc made no reply. He then 
walked, having on a ])air of loudly- 
creaking boots, to the other end of 
the room, and looked sternly at the 
patient. SIic, after a second or two, 
followed him, and sat on tlie same 
chair. lie then said, “ 1 willed her 
to come to me.” 

lie next asked our friend to hold 
the patient's hands, and ask her a 
question mentally^ without expressing 
it. 

After some little time she frowned, 
and endeavoured to withdraw her 
hands. 

Dr. “ Ah, she does not like your 
question ! Ask her another.” 

After some time she burst out into 
a fit of laughter. 

Dr. ‘‘ Ah, you have tickled her 
fimey now^! ” 

What the question asked by our 
friend was, did not transpire. This 
experiment having been so suceoss- 
fnl, w^e were asked to do the sarnc. 
Not without a feeling of shame we 
complied; and, taking hold of the 
patient’s hands, we mentally asked 
luT the question—“ Are you single 
or married?” which question did not 
appear to us to involve any meta¬ 
physical subtilty. However, after 
struggling and frowning for some 
time, she said, with a sort of hysteric 
gasp, “ He’s a Tunny man ! ” 

Dr B. “ Ah, she can’t make you 
out 1 ” 

We are not aware to ^that feature 
in our character the epithet funny 
will apply; but probably our self¬ 
esteem will not permit us justlj^ to ap¬ 
preciate the appositeness of this some¬ 
what ^mbiguows epithet. So much, 
however, im the power of divination, 
with which the meameriser seemed 
perfectly satisfied. Dr B, now show- 
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ed us a camomile flower, put it in his 
mouth, and chewed it. The patient 
made a face as if tasting something 
disagreeable, and, in aiisw'er to his 
questions, said it was bitter. Ho then 
did the same wiUi a lozenge; and 
after ^solne time, required, according 
to the doctor, for the removal' of the 
bitter taste, she said she tasted 
lozenges. 

Dr i#. “ TIic]*e you sec the com¬ 
munity of taste.” Dr 13. now touched 
her forehead a little above and out¬ 
side of the eyebrows ; she burst out 
laugliing. 

Dr B. “ I touched the organ of 
gaiety.” He then did the same with 
tlu; organs of music; she set up an 
old English ditty. Then touching 
these organs Avith one hand, and pla¬ 
cing the other on the top of her head, 
she instantly changed the ballad to 
a doleful ])salm-tuiic. Affection, j»hilo- 
l)iogeiiitiveness, Avere in turn touch¬ 
ed, the doctor stating aloud before¬ 
hand Avhat organ he was going to 
excite. We should Aveary our read¬ 
ers Avith a detail of the platitudes 
which ensued. 

She was asked what was going 9ii 
ill the next room, and said, “ Ah, 
Sophy may tiy, but cannot get the girl 
asleep!” A feAv other experiments, 
such as suspending chairs on her 
arms, &c., followed, and Ave returned 
to the next room, Avhere the deaf and 
dumb girl avus found fast cuileep. 
Upon being aslced hoA\" long" she had 
been so, the female mesmeriser re¬ 
plied, “Just after you left the room.” 
No comment Avas made upon the an¬ 
swer of the clairvoyante patient above 
given, which appeared to have been 
forgotten by all but ourselves. 

Had Avc been anxious to give a facti¬ 
tious interest to our narrative, wcshould 
certainly have avoided a description 
of the above cases, which could not at 
the same time be made to possess 
graphic interest, and to relate accu¬ 
rately* the real facts as presented; but 
have selected them as having hap¬ 
pened to ourselves, and as being shown 
not by public exhibitors, but by par¬ 
ties both bolding a highly respectable 
station in life, and being, as we be¬ 
lieve, among the best examples to be 
found of English me^ej^ra^ Al¬ 
though invited as sceptic^|p)ectators, 
and the experiments being in nowise 


confidential, we feel that the exhibi¬ 
tion not being public, Ave have no right 
to mention the names of the parties. 

It will be obvious that the three 
exhibitions avc have selected dif¬ 
fered liiuch in character. The first, 
as we have stated, to our minds 
defied collusion or self-deception. 
The second was open to cither con¬ 
struction, though, from the charac¬ 
ter of the parties, vee should think 
collusion was, in the Iiighest degree, 
improbable; and the experiments, 
altliough not conclusive, wcffe very 
curious, and some of them not easy of 
explanation. In the third case, trans- 
l)arent and absurd as the experi¬ 
ments seemed to us, and as the account 
of them will i)robab]y appear to our 
I’caders, the doctor, from his position 
and practice, must have been seriously 
injured by his mesmeric experiments; 
and therefore there is fair reason to 
believe, that he A\'as not a party to a 
fraud A^'hich must have been object¬ 
less, Slid professionally injurious to 
him ; but liow a man of exx)crience 
could be carried UAvay by such flimsy 
devices, is a psychological curiosity, 
almost as marvellous as tlie asserted 
phenomena of mesmerism. 

Wc are aware that, in giving the 
above accounts of experimeuls wdiich 
we have ])ersona]Iy witnessed, our 
authority, being anonymous, is of no 
great Aveight, Wc state them to avoid 
the charge of Avritiiig on Avhat we have 
not seen, and to sliow that wc do not 
attemjit unfairly to dcciy mesmerism 
Avithout seeing it fjiirly tried; if avo 
felt justilied in giving tlic names of 
the partiys, these instances would be 
much more conclusive. Nearly all 
the cases in Mr ToA\uishciurs book 
are given without the names of par¬ 
ties, probably for similar reasons to 
those which have induced us to with¬ 
hold them. ^ 

The above cases supply instances 
of all the phenomena Included in our 
categories, except those of insensibi¬ 
lity to pain, pow ers of prediction, and 
the curative effects. Having never 
personally seen cases of this descrip¬ 
tion, we shall select examples of them 
fj‘om the book of Mr Townshend and 
others; but before we give these in¬ 
stances, we will extract from Mr 
Townshend’s boo® his account of the 
first mesmeric sitting at which he was 
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present. This will give the reader a 
fair idea of his attractive stjle, and 
of his state of mind previoasly to wit¬ 
nessing, for the first time, mesmeric 
effects. 

If to have been an unbeliever in 
the very existence of the state in ques¬ 
tion, can add weight to my testimony, 
my reader, should he also be a heretic 
on the subji‘ct, may be assured tliat his 
incredulity in this respect can scarcely' 
be greater than mine was, up to the 
winter of 1830, That, at the time 1 
mention, I should be both ignorant and 
prejudiced on the score of mesmerism, 
will not surprise those who arc aware 
of its long proscription in England, and 
the want of information upon it, which, 
till very lately, prevailed there, 

“ In the course of a residence At Ant¬ 
werp, a valued friend detailed to me some 
extraordinary results of mesmerism, to 
whi(ih ho had been an eyewitness. I 
could not altogether discredit the evi¬ 
dence of one whom 1 knew to be both 
observant and incapable of falsehood ; 
but I took refuge in the supposition 
that he had been ingeniously deceived. 
Reflecting, however, that to condemn 
before 1 had examined was as unjust to 
others as it was unsatisfactory to myself, 
I accepted rgadily the proposition of my 
friend to introduce me to an acquaint¬ 
ance of his in Antwerp, who had learn- 
ed the practice of the mesmeric art 
from a German physician. We waited 

together on Mr K-, the mesmeriser, 

(an agreeable and well-informed per¬ 
son,) and stated to him that the object 
of our visit was to prevail on him to 
exhibit to us a specimen of his mysteri¬ 
ous talent. To this he at first replied, 
that he was rather seeking to abjure a 
renown that had become troublesome— 
half the world viewing him as a con¬ 
juror, and the other half as a getter-up 
of strange comedies; ‘ but,’ he kindly 
added, * if you will promise me a strictly 
private meeting, I will, this evening, do 
all in my power to convince you-that 
mesmerism is no delusion.’ This being 
agreed upon, with a stipulation that the 
members of my own family should be 
present on the occasion, I, to remove 
all doubt of complicity from every mind, 
proposed tihat Mr K-should mes¬ 

merise a person who should be a perfect 
stranger to him. Tv this he readily 
acceded } and now the only difficulty 
was to find a 8ubjec||pr our experiment. 
At lOTgth wo thougnt of a young per¬ 
son in the middling class of life, who 


had often done fine work for the ladieS 
of our family, and of whose character 
we had the most favourable knowledge. 
Tier mother was Irish ; her father, who 
had been dead some time, had been a 
Belgian, and she spoke English, Flemish, 
and French, with perfect facility. Her 
widowed parent was chiefly supported 
by her industry : and, in the midst of 
trying circumstances, her temper was 
gay and cheerful, and her health excel¬ 
lent. That she had never seen Mr 

K-we were sure; and of her probity 

and incapacity for feigning we had 
every reason to be convinced. With 
our request, conveyed to her through 
one of the ladies of our family, for 
whom she had conceived a w*arm affec¬ 
tion, she complied without hesitation. 
Not being of a nervous, though of an ex¬ 
citable temperament, she had no fears 
whatever about what she was to under¬ 
go. On the contrary, she had rather a 
desire to know what the sensation of 
being mesmerised might be. Of the 
phenomena which were to be developed 
in the mesmeric state, she knew abso¬ 
lutely nothing; thus all deceptive imi¬ 
tation of them, on her part, was ren¬ 
dered impossible. 

About nine o’clock in the evening, 
our party assembled for what, in foreign 
phrase, is called ‘uiie stance magne- 

ti<iue.’ Anna M-, our mesmerisee, 

was already witli us. Mr K-; ar¬ 

rived soon after, and was introduced to 
his young patient, whose name we had 
purposely avoided mentioning to him 
in the morning; not that we feared im¬ 
position on either hand, but that we 
w^cro determined, by every precaution, 
to prevent any one from alleging that 
imposition had been practised. Utterly 
unknown as the parties were to each 
other, a game played by two confede¬ 
rates was plainly out of the question. 
AlnJbst immediately after the entrance 
of Mr K-wo proceeded to the busi¬ 

ness of the evening. By his directions 

Mademoiselle M-placed herself in 

an ai*m-chair at one end of the apart¬ 
ment, while he occupied a seat directly 
facing hers, lie then took each of her 
hands in one of his, and sat in such a 
manner as that the knees and feet of 
both should be in contact. In this po¬ 
sition ho remained for some time mo¬ 
tionless, attentively regarding her with 
eyes as unwinking as the lidless orbs 
which Coleridge has attributed to the 
Genius ofl||||struction. We had been 
told previmsly to keep utter silence, 
and none of our circle—composed of 
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some five or six persons*—felt inclined 
to transgress this order. To me, novice 
as 1 was at that time in such matters, it 
was a moment of absorbing interest: 
that which 1 had heard mocked at as 
foolishness, that which 1 myself had 
doubted as a dream, was, perhaps, about 
to be brought home to my conviction, 
and established for ever in my mind as 
a reality. Should the present trial prove 
successful, how much of my past expe- 
rieiice must be remodelled and reversed! 

** Convinced, as I have since been, 
to what valuable conclusions the plm* 
nomena of mesmerism may conduct the 
enquirer, never, perhaps, have 1 been 
more impressed with the importance of 
its pretensions than at that moment, 
when my doubts of their validity wero 
either to be strengthened or removed. 
Concentrating my attention upon the 
motionless pair, I observed that Mado- 

moibelle M- seemed at her ease, 

and occasionally smiled or glanced at 
the assembled party ; but her eyes, as 
if by a charm, always reverted to those 
of her inesmeriser, and at length seemed 
unable to turn away from them. 'I’hen 
a heaviness, as of sleep, seemed to weigh 
down her eyelids, and to pervade the 
expression of her countenance; her 
head drooped on one side ; her breath* 
ing became regular; at length her eyes 
closed entirely, and, to all appearance, 
she was calmly asleep, in just seven 

minutes from the time when Mr K- 

first commenced bis oporations. I 
should have observed that, as soon as 
the first symptoms of drow'siness were 
manifested, the mesmeriser had with¬ 
drawn his hands from those of Ma¬ 
demoiselle M-/and had commenced 

what are called the mesmeric passes, 
conducting his fingers slowly down¬ 
ward, without contact, along the arm 
of the patient. For about five minutes, 

Mademoiselle M-continued to repose 

tranquilly, When suddenly she began 
to heave deep sighs, and to turn and 
toss in her chair. She then called out, 

* Je me trouve malade ! Je ’ 

and rising in a wild manner, she conti¬ 
nued to repeat, * Je m’etouffe!' evi- 
deiitly labouring under an oppression of 
the breath. But all this time her eyes 
remained fast shut, and at the com¬ 
mand of her mesmeriser, she took 
his arm and walked, still with her eyes 
shut, to the table. Mr K-then said, 

* Voulez-vous que Je vous dveille V — 

^ Oui, oui,’ she exclaimetj^ ‘ je m*e- 
touffe-* UponthisMrK-- again oper- 


set of movements, and taking out his 
handkerchief, agitated the air round the 
patient, who fortliwith opened her eyes, 
nnci stared about the room like a person 
awaking from sleep. No traces of 
her indisposition, how ever, appeared to 
remain ; and soon shaking off all drow¬ 
siness, she w'as able to converso and 
laugh as cheerfully as usual. On being 
asked what* she remembered of her sen¬ 
sations, she said that she had only a 
general idea of having felt unwell and 
oppressed : that she had wished to open 
her eyes, but could not; they felt as 
if lead were on them. Of having walk¬ 
ed to the table she had no recollection. 
Notwithstanding her having suffered, 
she was desirous of being again mesmer¬ 
ised, and sat down feailessly to mako 
a second trial. 'I’his time it was longer 
bef(»re her eyes closed, and she never 
seemed to be reduced to more than a 
state of' half unconsciousness. When 
the mesmerUer asked her if she slept, 
she answered in the tone of utter drow¬ 
siness, - Je dors, et je ne d()r.s pas.’ 

This lasted some time, when Mr K- 

declared that he w'as afraid of fatiguing 
his patient, (and j)robably hi^ spectators 
too,) and that he should dis}»erse the mes¬ 
meric fluid, 'i’o do so, how e \ er,seemed not 
so easy a matter as the fir*^, time when 
he awoke the sleep-wakcr ; with diffi¬ 
culty she appeared to^ousc herself; 
and even after having spoken a few 
words to us, and risen from her chair, 
she suddenly rfelapsed into a state of 
torpor, and fell prostrate to the ground, 

as if perfectly insensible. . Mr K-, 

entreating us not t() b(^ alarmed, raised 
her up^-plaeed her in a chair, and sup¬ 
ported her head with his hand. It was 
tiicn that I distinctly recognised one of 
the asserted phenomena of mesmerism. 
The liead of Mademrdselle M-fol¬ 

lowed every where, with unerring cer¬ 
tainty, the hand of her mesmeriser, 
and seemed irresistibly attracted to it, 
astron to thctloadstoiie. At length Mr 
K—— succeeded in thoroughly awak¬ 
ing his patient, who, on being interro¬ 
gated respecting her past sensations, said 
that she retained a recollection of her 
state of semi-consciousness, during which 
she iiiueh desired to have been able to 
sleep wholly ; but of her having fallen to 
the ground, or of what had passed subse¬ 
quently, she remembered nothing w hat- 
ever. To other ehquiries she replied, 
that the drowsy wnsation which first 
stole over her was rather of an agree- 
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by a" slight tiMg;l|ngr which ran down 
her at^ln the direction of the mesme- 
riser’s fingers. Moreover she assured 
us, that the oppression she had at one 
time felt was not fanciful, but real—not 
mental, but bodily, and was accom¬ 
panied by a peculiar pain in the region 
of the heart, which, however, ceased 
Tmmediatoly on the dispersion of the 
mesmeric sleep. These statements were 
the ratlier to be relied upon, inasmuch as 
the girl's character was neither timid 
nor iiuaj;iuative.”—{P. 38-42.) 

We would willingly give the whole 
of the second sitting of the same 
patient, in which were developed the 
phenomena of, 

1st, “ ’Attraction towai'ds the mes- 
meri'scr.” 

2d, “ A knowledge of what the 
mesmeriser ate and*drank, indicating 
community of sensation with him.” 

3d, “ An mcreased quickness of 
perception.” 

4th, “ A development of the power 
of vision.” 

Our space will not permit us to 
give these In detail. We shall iherc- 
iore give an extract from the thU*d 
sitting, where the clairvoyance was 
more decidedly developed, and the 
impressions of Mr Townshend on the 
phenomena Ik* had witnessed are 
stated. 

* 

“ Upon first passing into the mes- 
merlo state, Theodore seemed abso¬ 
lutely inscn^le to every other than 


jocts pn the taBe^ subfa' r* 

picture, a dra^viiig ^ &0, 

&e. 

When the mcsincriser left him, and 
ran quickly amongst the chait's, tables, 
&c., of the ap&i^tment, be fotlpwed him, 
running also, and taking the same turns^ 
without onee coming in centapct with 
any thing that stood in hia Way. 

He told the hour accurately by Mr 
K-*8 watch. 

“ He played several games alt 
noes with the tSifferent members of our 
family, as readily as if hib eyes had been 
perfectly open. 

** On these occasions the lights were 
placed in fiont of him, and he arranged 
his dominoes on the table,^ "with their 
backs to the candl<‘s, in su^ a manner 
that, when 1 placed my head in the 
same position as his own, I could scarce¬ 
ly, through the shade, distinguish one 
from the other. Yet he took them Up 
unerringly, never hesitated in his pla\, 
generally won tlie game, and announced 
the sum of the spots on. such of his do- 
mmoes as repiaincd over at the end, 
before hi^Udvcrsarles cotild count theirs. 
One of our party, a kftiy who had been 
extremely incredulous on the subject of 
mesmerism, stooped down, so as to look 
under bis eyelids all the time he played, 
and declared herself convinced and 
satisfied that his eyes were perfe(*tly 
closed. It was not always, however, that 
Tli(‘odore could be prevailed upon to 
exercise hfs po^ver of vision. Spme 
words, written tl^e mesmeriser, of a 
tolerable size, being shown to him, he 
declared, as Mademoiselle M*-did on 


the mesmeriser’s voice. Some of our 
party went close to him, and 'shouted 
his name; but ho gave no tokens of 

hearing us until Mr K-, taking our 

hands, made us touch those of Theodore 
and his own at the same time. This he 
called putting us * €« rapport * with the 
patient. After this Theodore seemed 
to hear our voices equalW with tha^ of 
the mesmeriser, but by no means to pay 
an equal attention to them. « 

With regard to the development of 
vision, the eyes of the pattenVappeared 
to be firmly shut during the whole sit¬ 
ting, and yet he gave the following 
proofs of accurate sight:— 

** Without being guided by our voices, 
(for, in making the exfWriment, we kept 
carefully silent.) distinguished be¬ 
tween the difforeltt persons present, 
and the colours of their dresses. He 


anotficr occasion, Jtbat it was too small 
for him to distinguish. 

“ Tovvards the conclusion of thp. sit¬ 
ting, the patient s^eihed much fatigded, 
and, going to the sofa, arranged a pil¬ 
low for ’Mmself coihfortably under his 
head; after which he appeared to pass 
into a state more akin to natural sleep 

than his late sleep-waking. Mr K-- 

allowed him to repose in this manner 
for a short time, and then awoke him 
by the usual formula. A ypry few mo- 
timis of the hand were sufficient to re¬ 
store him to full consciousness, .and to 
his usual character. The fatigue of 
wliich he had so lately complained seem¬ 
ed wholly totlave passed kway, together 
with the memory of all that he had been 
doing for the last hour. 

" 1 must now pause to set before my 
reader my Wn state of mind respecting 
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the facts I had witnessed. I perceived 
tJiat important deductions might bo 
drawn Irom thom^ and that they bore 
upon disputed que.s 1#.s of the highest 
interest to man, connected with the 
three great mysteries of being—life, 
death, and immortality. On tiiose 
grounds I was resolved to enter upon a 
consistent course of enquiry concerning 
tliem j though as yet, v\hile all vas 
new aud wonderful to iny apprehension, 
* 1 could scarcely do more than observe 
and verify phenomena. It v'as, howcver, 
necessary that my views, though for the 
present bounded, simuUl be distiuct. 1 
tMid already asked respecting mesnieric 
sleep-waking, ^Dues it e\i’>t ?' and to 
this question, the eases wJileh had fallen 
under my notice, and which were above 
•suspicion, seemed to answer decidedly 
in the alhimativc : but it was essontial 
still furth(‘r to enquire, ‘ Does it (*\ist 
so generally as to be pronounced a puit 
—though a rarely dei eloped part —('f 
the human constitution ^ ’ In older to 
d(termine this, it was requisite to ob¬ 
serve how far individuals of dillcreift 
ages, stations, and temperaments, were 
capable of mcsmeiic sleep-vvaking. I 
r(‘solvcd, therefore, by e\.p(‘riments on 
as extensive a scale as possible, to as¬ 
certain whether the slate in question 
were too (‘ommonly exhibited to be ex¬ 
ceptional or idiosyncratic. Again, tho 
tivo cases tliat I had witin'saod coincided 
in charaefcristicb; but could this coin¬ 
cidence be accidental / It might still 
be asked, ‘ VVere the phenom<‘iia dis¬ 
played unc*crt«iin, mutable, such as might 
never occur again; or vvero they or- 
deil^, in\ariabJo, the growth of fixed 
causes, wliieh, being i)icsent, imjdied 
thnr presence also?’ In fine, v\a.s 
mesmeric sleep-waking not only a stale, 
but entitled to rank as a distinct state, 
cleaily and permanently characterized; 
and, as such, set apart from all other 
almoroial conditions f)f men ? On its 
pretensions to be so considered, rested, 
1 conceived, its claims to notice and 
peculiar investigation: to decide tliis 
point wa.s, thendbre, dne of my chief 
objects ; and, reflecting it, I v\'as deter¬ 
mined to seek that certainty which can 
only Wb attained by a careful compari¬ 
son of facts, occurring under the same 
circumstances. To sum u|> my inten¬ 
tions, 1 desired to show that man, through 
external human induenee, is capable o£ 


a species of sleep-waking different from 
.the common, not only inasmuch as it is 
otherwUo produced, but as it displays 
quilf other characteristics when pro¬ 
duced.”—(P. 49-52.) 

In tho mihficquciit portions of the 
book, similar and still more w'ondrous 
plKMioiAcna aro produced by Air U'omi- 
shond. lie inosmerisos several Ciim- 
l)]‘i(lgo friend'^, lit* procures two 
patienls, dc-sigiiated by the names of 

Anna M-and K-A-, who 

are said lo be very susceptible of tho 
ineMuenc state, and sight or moHnic- 
rie pma'ption is manifested in a dark 
closet, with large towels o\er 1h(‘ head, 
flirough the abdomen, tlirnnoh cards, 
books, Ac. xVe. Anna M. i't mesme¬ 
rised uneonseioiisly when in a sepa- 
rafe house fron^hg niesjneriser; ihoy 
]>re<1ie1 remedies for fhenisqJveH and 
others, read thoughts,* atati* how they 
and othei’s can be further me&mcvibcd 
and doine^meriaed. 

As aninstaneeof the curative efToctfl, 
and the i)OW(‘r of iiredictiiig remedioR, 
we cite 1h<‘ followdiigr 

** Accident threw in my w’ay a lad of 
nineteen voars of age, a Swiss peasant, 
who for three years had nearly lost the 
faculty of sight, llis eyes betrayc d but 
little appoaraneo of disordoV, and the 
gradual d<*eay of \ision which ho had 
experienced, was attributed to a^para- 
lyds of tlie ojitie nerve, resulting from 
a scrofulous teiulency in the constitution 
of the patient. Tho boy, whom I shall 
call by his Christian name of Johann, 
VA as intelligent, mild tempered, extreme¬ 
ly sincere^ and o\lrem(‘l> imiinaginative. 
He had never heard of mesmerism till 
1 spoke of it b<*fore him, and I then 
only so far enlightened him on the sub- 
joet, as to tell him that it was some- 
^thing which wight, perhaps, benefit his 
rfght. At first he lictrayed some little 
reluctance to submit himself to experi¬ 
ment, asking rae if 1 were going to per¬ 
form some verj painful operation upon 
him ; but, when he found that tho whole 
affair consisted in sitting quiet, and let-, 
ting in(» hold liis hands, he no longer 
felt any ajqirebension. 

‘‘ Before beginning to mesmerise, I 
ascertaineil, with as much precision as 
possible, the patient s degree of blind¬ 
ness. 1 found thkt ho yet could see 
enough to perceive Any large obstacle 
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that stood in his way. If a person came 
directly before him, he was aware of the 
circumstance^ hut ho could not at all 
distinguish whether the imlividiial were 
man or woman. I even put this to the 
proof. A lady of our soriety stood be¬ 
fore him, and he addressed lier ^ as 
‘ mein herr,’ (sir.) In bright sunshine 
ho could sen a white object, or the 
colour scarlet, M'lien in a <-onsiderable 
mass, but made mistakes as to the other 
colours, llotweeii small ol)joets he could 
not at all discriminate. 1 held before 
him successively, a book, a box, and a 
hunch of keys, and ho eould not distin¬ 
guish between tli(*m. In each case lio 
saw something, he said, like a shadow, 
but he eo*ild not tell what. lie could not 
road one letter of the largest print by 
means of eyesight; but he was very 
adroit in reafliiig by in books pre¬ 

pared expressly for the blind, running Ins 
lingers over the raiso<l eharaelers with 
great rapidity, and Ihiisaequiring a per¬ 
ception of tliem. \Vhat(*ver trilling 
degree of vision he pns.se.ss<‘<l, could only 
be cxendsed on very near objects : those 
which w'cre at a difctanee from liiin, he 
perceived not at all. I astHTlained tliat 
he could not see a cottage at the end of 
our garden, not more than a hundred 
yards otf from whore wo were stand- 
ing. • 

“ Those points 1 . log satisfactorily 
proved, 1 ydaeed my p ’.ti<‘iU in the yiro- 
per pti-sition, and began to mesmerise. 
Pjvo minutes had .scarc ely ^•laf)s^•d, nhen 
1 found that I produced a maniie.si effect 
Upon the boy. lie began to shiver at 
regular intervals, as if atfeetc’d by a 
succession of slight electric shocKs. Jiy 
degrees this tremour subsided, tlie jia- 
tieiit's eyt'S graduall}' closed, and in 
about a quarter of an liour, he rtqdied 
to an enquiry on my part—^leh sehlatro, 
aber nieht gang tief ’—(1 sle<‘p, hut not 
soundly.) Upon thivS 1 endeavoured to 
deepen the jiatioufs slumber ljy the 
mesmeric passes, wlien suddenly he ex¬ 
claimed—ins eyes being closed all the 
time— * 1 see—I see your hand—I see 
your head! ’ In order t<» put this to 
the proof, I h(dd my head in various 
positions, * which ho follow <m 1 with his 
finger; again, he told me aecuniUly 
whether my hand was slmt or open. 
* But,’ ho said, on being fuinher ques¬ 
tioned, do not see distinctly.—1 see, 
as it were, sunbeams (sonneii strahlen) 
which dazzle me * ^ l>o you think,* I 
asked, ^that mosmerism will do you 
good?' freilich,’ (yes, certainly,) 


replied; * repeated often enough, it 
would cure me of my blindness/ 

** Afraid of fatiguing my patient, I did 
not trouble him wth experiments; and 
his one o'clock dinner being ready for 
him, I dispersed his magnetic sleep. 
After he had dined, I took him into the 
garden. As we were passing before 
some bee-hives, he suddenly stopped, 
and seemed to look earnestly at them: 

‘ What is it you see? * I asked. ‘ 
row of bee-hive.s,* he replied directly, 
and continued—‘ Oh! this is wonder¬ 
ful !—1 have not seen such things for 
throe years.* Of course, I was ex- 
t*’emely surprised, for though I had 
imagiru'd tliat a long course of mosmer- 
isatiun might benefit the boy, I was 
entirely unprej)ared for so rapid an im- 
prov ement in his vision. My chief 
object had been to develop the faculty 
of sight in sleep-wuking ; and I can as¬ 
sure' iny readers, that thi.s increase of 
visual power in the natural state was to 
me a kind of miracle, as astonishing as 
it was unsought. My poor patient w’as 
Ih a state of uhsolulo enchantment. He 
grinned from ear to car, and called out, 

‘ l)as ist piiiclitig ! ’ (This is charming !) 
Two ladies now pa.ssed before us, when 
he said, * Da sind zwei fraueiizimmer 1 * 
(There go two ladies!) ‘ How dressed ? * 
1 asked. ‘ Tlndr clothes are of a dark 
colour,' he replied. This was true. I 
took my patient to a summer-house that 
commanded an extensiv'e prospect. I 
fear ahnust. to state it, but, nevertheless, 
it is perfectly true, that he saw and 
pointed out the situation of a village in 
the; vallev below ns. I then broufirht 
Johann hack to the house, when, in the 
jii c'seiice of several im^mbcrs of my fa¬ 
mily, h(‘ recognised, at first sight, several 
small objects, (a flowerpot, I remember, 
amongst other things,) and not only saw 
a little girl, one of our farmers* children, 
sitting on the steps of a door, but also 
immtioned that she had a i^ound cap on 
her head, in the house, I showed Jo¬ 
hann a book, which, it will be remem- 
b<*red, lie eould not distinguish before 
mesmerisation, and he named the object. 
iJut, though making great efforts, he 
emdd not read one letter in the book. 
Having ascertained this, I onc^more 
tbri'w Johann into the mesmeric state, 
with a view to discover how far a second 
mesmerisation would strengthen his na- 
lurai eyesight. A s soon as 1 had awaked 
nim, at the interval of half an hour, I 
presented him wdth the same book, (one 
of Marryat's novels,) when he accurately 
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told me the larger letters of the title- 
page, which were as follows—'Outward 
iound.* Johann belonging to an insti¬ 
tution of the blind situated at some dis¬ 
tance from our residence, Iliad unhappily 
only the ojiportunity of mosmerising liim 
three times subse(iuently to the above 
successful trial. The establishment, also, 
of w'hich ho was a membor, changed 
masters 5 and its new director having 
prejudices on the score of inesmerisni, 
there w'ore dithculties purposely thmun 
in the way of iny following up that which 
1 had so auspiciously begun.’^—(I'p. 

Many of these cases of cTairvoy- 
aiu‘<s given by ^Ir'J’ownsheiid, appear 
on the liicii of tluun ambignons ; thus 
the reading is said to be etl'eeted with 
diliicnity and huperfeetly, the dilli- 
cnlty to be increased by the snperposi- 
tiun of obstacles. Others, as related, 
certninly admit of no explaiialion by 
deductions from ordinary experience. 
All Ave can say of them, therefore, is, 
that we have fairly sought to see such 
phenoimnia, and Inive never succeedi'd; 
Avhen we see them, and can }>r'>perly 
tost tlieni, we. Avill beliiwe them. Ibit 
from the internal evidence of the latter 
portion of Air Townshend’s book, 
whieh wo. sindl jireseiitly discuss, wo 
cannot, altliongh not doubting Ids 
honesty of purpose, s(*t our faith ufou 
his ex]x*viments and judgment. 

Air ToAVuslieiid gives no account of 
the plireno-mesmerism, or of tlie siir- 
gieat operations performed without 
any o\ideuce of pain during the mes¬ 
meric stales. AVe have, alre.adv re- 

« 

lated oin^ of the former exfnbilions, 
wliich, we think, requires no liirther 
comment. A'iewed abstraetedly, the 
attempt to support by the assumed 
ucetiracy of om* seienee, at best in its 
inrauey, aud confessedly fallible, an¬ 
other still more so, is making too large 
demands upon public credulity to re¬ 
quire much counter argument. AVith 
regard to the, surgical (*.ases, they stand 
on a very <litterent ground; three oper¬ 
ations, among the most painful of 
those to wdiicli man is ever subjected, 
arc alleged to have been performed 
during the mesmeric state—Aladame 
Plantin, amputation of cancerous 
breast; and James AVombwell at*d 
Mary Ann Lakin, amputation of the 
leg above the knee. The case of 
WomWell was canvassed at length 


at the Royal Medical aud Chirurgical 
Society of London; and in that and 
the other cases there seems to have 
been no question raised as to the facts 
of the patients having undergone the 
operation Avitbout the usual evidence 
of .suffering. In AVombwelfs case 
the, divided end of the sciatic nerve 
Avas purpo.sely (it aiipcars to us very , 
AA'autunly) touched Avith the forceps, 
but Avithout any appearance of sensa- 
Tum on the jiart of the ])atieut. In all 
these cases tlie medical men most 
o]>poscd to mesniei isin seem to have 
admilled the fact, aud to have rested 
their ineredulity on the various cases 
known to Llieni, of parties huAing borne 
oi»eratious Avith such fortitude as not to 
have expressed the usual cries of suf¬ 
fering. 

In Maihimc JMaiitin’a case it is 
stated, that she subsecpumtly confess- 
e<l to a nurse in an hospital, that she 
fell the full pain, but purposely, and 
l)y great ellbrt, kept silent. This 
eoiifession is, however,strongl^^denied 
by J>r Elliotsoii and others, and does 
not appear to be eleaiiy substantiated. 

A jirofes^iional “ odium ” ajipearS 
to have arisen on the subject; and, 
from (lie controversial tone of the 
speaking ami writing on "both sides, 
it is dillicult to get at the truth. , AVe 
must say, however, that, admitting 
the faets, Aviuch the antagonists of 
mcRincrism seem to do, we are more 
inclined to believe the paralysis of 
ni*rvous sensalion by mesmeric iuflu- 
enee, than that, with .such inadequate 
motives as tlie/w//cA/^.s' could feel, they 
should have such marvellous self- 
control as to feign sleep, and keep 
their aaIioIc muscular system in a 
relaxed state, Avliile suil'ering such 
exquisite ])ain. Alcdical men are, 
indeiul, belter judges of the power of 
endurance and sinmlatioii than we 
can protend 4o be ; but, to make tlieir 
testimonycoiitlusive, tliey should have 
Avitncbsed the operation. The elabo- 
rat(*, research for causes explanatory of 
ail unseen case, lessens the weight of 
authority Avhicli Avould otherwise be 
very high. 

Many other minor cases, such aa 
teeth drawn, and division of tendons, 
are given ; and though we have never 
had an opportunity of witnessing such 
effects, we must say we think, from 
their benefit*to suffering humanity, 
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the possibility, however remote, of 
their truth, deserves more calm and 
dispassionate enquiry than appears 
hitherto to have been given them. 

While doctors, however, seek^ to 
explain, by various profound theories, 
the efficient causes of asserted mes¬ 
meric cures, a member of the Church 
of England, and i)opnlar preacher at 
Liverpool, the Kcv. Hugh M. Neil!, 
M.A., has cut the (rordian knot, by <a 
sermon preached at St Jude’s Church, 
on April 10th, 1842, and published in 
Nos. 500 and 000 of the Ptimy Pulpit^ 
]>ricc twop(hicc. By tliis sermon it ap- 
])ears to have occurred to the philoso¬ 
phic mind of the reverend divine, that 
mesmeric marvels may be accounted 
for as accomplished by the direct 
agency of Satan! Doubtless Satan is 
as actively at work in tliis the ninc- 
tecnlh c(‘ntury, as in any anterior 
j)eriod of our Jiistory ] but wo arc in¬ 
clined to think the ])rogi'ess of civili¬ 
zation has opcneii a suflicicnt number 
of channels for his ingenuity, without 
rendering it necessary that he sliould 
alarm the devout by miraculously in- 
terferiug to assuage human suirering. 

Wo liave given above as many 
instances as our spacr will permit, of 
theassertcd'phenoniena of mesmerism; 
and now to return LoMrToAvnshcnd’s 
book! 

Tn taking a gencriri view of the 
lines of argimieut adopted by the au¬ 
thor to support the ])o.ssibiIity or pro¬ 
bability of tuosmerism, wc perceive 
they arc of two sorts, essentially dif¬ 
ferent, and in some mcasin'o inconsis¬ 
tent with each other. 

Ist, It is very properly argued, that 
our whole knowledge of the normal 
course of nature is derived from ex- 
pci-ience; that a law is a mere gene¬ 
ralization from that experience, and 
is not any thing intrinsically or ne¬ 
cessarily true. Thus, if^lic sun were 
to rise in the west to-inoiTow, instead 
of ill the east, it wmld at first sight 
appear to be a deviation from natural 
laws; in other words, a miracle. If, 
however, the latter circumstance were 
wanting, after the first sensation of the 
marvellous had subsided, the philoso- 
pherwouUl enquire, whether, instead of 
being a deviation from a law, it w^re 
not a subordinate instance of some 
higher law, of which the period of his¬ 
tory Iiad been too short to give any 


co-ordinate instances and were it 
found, by a long course of experience, 
that in every 4000 years a similar re-, 
trocession of the earth -took place, a 
new law would be established. Ap¬ 
plying this to mesmerism, it is said 
our notions of sleep and waking, of 
sight and hearing, and of the possible 
limits and modes of sensation, are de¬ 
rived from experience alone; we can¬ 
not estimate or understand the modus 
agendi of a new sensation, because we 
have never experienced it. If, then, it 
be proved, by the acts of A, B, or C, 
that they attain cognizance of objects 
by othdf means than those which any 
known organ of sensation will permit, 
you must admit the fact, and by de¬ 
grees its rationale will become sup¬ 
ported by the same means as all other 
trutlis arc supported, viz. by habitual 
experience. Its law is, indeed, no¬ 
thing but its constant recurrence under 
similar circumstances. To take ]\Ir 
Townshend’s own mode of enunciating 
this— 

Arc wo entitled to conclude, in any 
case, that, because we have not hitherto 
been able to assign a law to C(*rtain oper¬ 
ations, they are therefore absolutely 
without law ? Are wc to assert, that 
the orderly dispositions of the universe 
arc deformed by a monstrous exception; 
or in it not wiser to believe that our own 
Icnowh'dge is in fault, whenever Nature 
ai»pears inconsistent with herself? Sure¬ 
ly we have enough order around us to 
suggest, that all which to us s(‘eras 
elianco, is ‘ direction w'hicli wc cannot 
see; * that all apparent anomalies are 
but like those discords wdiicrh, in the 
most masterly music, prepare the tran¬ 
sitions from one noble passage to an¬ 
other, and are actually essential to tho 
general harmony. In many instance? 
this is not mere conjecture. How much 
of fancied imperfection and disorder haa 
fled before our investigation! Tho 
motions of comets at first appear to offer 
an exception, to the exact arrangements 
of the universe. ' They traverse all 
parts of the heavens. Their paths have 
every possible inclination to the plane of 
the ecliptic; and, unlike the planets, the 
motion of more than half of those which 
have appeared has been retrograde— 
that is, from east to w'est.* Yet have 
been able to detect the elements of 
regularity in the midst of all this seem¬ 
ing confusion, and to predict with cer¬ 
tainty the day, the hour, and the nunute 
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of a comet’s return to our region of the 
sky. 

Experience also shows, that appa¬ 
rently insulated and lawless phenomena 
may not only be reduced to a law, but 
to a well-known law; that many a fa¬ 
miliar agent puts on strange disguises ; 
and that events, with which, in their 
mazy channels, we seem to be un¬ 
acquainted, may be perfectly recognised 
by us at their source. Thus galvanism 
and magnetic force are proved, by recent 
discoveries, to be only forms of electri¬ 
city ; showing that a fact may be alter¬ 
ed, not in itself, but in the cirourastances 
that surround it, and that complexity of 
development is perfectly consistent with 
unity of design. Instances like these, 
while ih(‘y encourage us to enquiry, 
should teach us to believe that all which 
is needed to vindicate the regularity of 
nature is a more extended observation 
on our parts.”—(Pp. 14-15.) 

This is the highest and safest 
ground for the advocate of mesmerism 
to treed; to supimrt Iniiisclf on this he 
has only to demonstrate Ills facts be¬ 
yond the possibility of a doubt, and the 
tnitli of the plicnoineua, however in¬ 
consistent with previous cxporionco, 
must ia the end be admitted. But to 
support Jiim on this high ground Ids 
proof must be demonstrative; he must 
be able to say—1 ask not for faith, nor 
even a balanced ndnd ; but doubt to 
the utmost, examine with the most 
rigorous scepticism; I stand upon the 
facts alone; 1 offer Jio explanation, or 
at least I make their trutli dependent 
upon no explanation. 'I'liey iire or 
they are not. I will prove their exist¬ 
ence, and I will defy you to disprove 
them. 

. It will not, we conceive, be denied, 
that one essential attribute of the 
social mind, a jealousy of credence in 
apparent anomalies, is a just and ne¬ 
cessary guai’d upon human know¬ 
ledge. If mere assertion were be¬ 
lieved, every succeeding day would 
upset the knowledge of the preceding 
day ; and however high the cliaracter 
of the assertor of new and abnormal 
facts may be, he must not expect 
them to be received upon the strcngtli 
of his assertion. The best men may 
be deceived, and the best men may 
be led astray by enthusiasm. When 
the slightest discovery in pliysical 
science is ])ubljshcd, it is immediate¬ 
ly assailed by doubts from every quar¬ 


ter ; and its promulgator, if lie be ac¬ 
customed to research and trained to 
scientific investigation, never com¬ 
plains these doubts, because ho 
knows the vast number of perplexing 
deceptions in which lie has liimstif 
been entangled, and tlie caution with 
which he himself would receive a 
similar announcement. 

It is vain to cite instances of truths 
unappreciated by the age in wdiich they 
were advanced. We deprecate as 
much as any the ])crsccution with which 
occasionally men who liave seen far 
in advance of their age Inm*, been at¬ 
tacked ; but the saying, “ Mallieureiix 
celui qui est en avance de son siecle,” 
is not ahvaya trn<^: if the new truth bo 
dilUcult of demonstration it will be 
proportionably tardy of roc<-])tioii, but 
if easy of proof it is very rapiilly re¬ 
ceived. Aa an example of this avc 
may instance tlie discovery of Volta. 
Ill the history of |)hysical science, 
never was a more sudden leap taken 
than ]»y this illustrious infln—that a 
juxtaposition of inaltcr in its least 
organic form should produce such 
Rurjiriaiug elle.cts uiion tlu; htnnau or¬ 
ganism, was to the world, as it existed 
in the year 1800, a most marvellous 
]ilicnoinenon ; and had th^ link in the 
finest chain of proof been wanting, men 
would have been jnstiiied in aii}'’ de¬ 
gree of sce]>ticism or iiicrednlity. But 
it was easy of demonstration ; any 
one with a dozen discs of iron and 
zinc, and the same number of penny- 
pieces, could satisfy himself; and the 
consequence was, the discovery was 
instantly admittiMl. Let mesmerists 
jiut tlie same power of self-satisfaction 
into the liands of the world, and doubt 
will be at once removed ; if, as they 
say, their science is not of equal ex¬ 
actitude, tlicy must bide their tinio 
and not complain. 

Magnetism and electricity, more¬ 
over, often lited by Mr Townslicnd, 
and undoubtedly the most surprising 
additions to iuiinan knowledge within 
the historical period, though abnormal, 
are. not coutradictoiy to experience— 
they were an entirely new scries of 
facts added to our previous store—they 
did not destroy or lessen the force of 
any ))reviuusly received truths. Not 
so mesmerism, and therefore the more 
sti'ingcnt should be, and is, the proof 
required. 

Come we now to the second class 
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of arguments adopted in favour of 
mesmerism, and by the same persons 
(Mr Townshend, for instance) as 
support the first. Mr Townshend 
says, (p. 29,) “ to the mesmeri^cr the 
facts of mesmerism are iro miracles; ’ 
and yet ho avers tliat mesmerism can 
make the blind see and the deaf hear. 
(Pp. xxxii., and 178.) We cannot 
very clearly see liis notion of a mi¬ 
racle. Passing over this, liowcver, 
and taking him to assert what the 
first hrancli of his argument requires 
to be asserted, that, then^ is no mira¬ 
cle, or tliH* there is nothing but the 
contradiction of a necessary truth, 
such as that three angles of a triangle 
arc equal to two right angles, which 
waff not fall within some natural law 
of whicli wc have not all the data— 
we cannot see why, in the second 
half of his book, he so sedulously en¬ 
deavours to prove that niesmcrisiu is 
consistent with experience, and may 
be supjiorted u]>on similar grounds, 
and accounted for by similar theories, 
to those by which the agency of the 
imponderable forces is establislnal 
and accounted for. After using every 
argument in his power to show the 
fallibility of expericnc.c, and the rea¬ 
sons why yc should not disl>i;lic\e 
inesinerisni because coiitradiclorv to 
it, whicli contradiction he admits in 
terms, the author writes a chapter, 
the title of which is, “ Conformity of 
Mesmerism with General Kxj)cri- 
ence.”—(P. 155.) As instances of 
these reverse modes of viewing the 
subject, we quote the follOAving ]uis- 
sagea—the one taken from the com¬ 
mencement of the book, where tim fu>t 
line of argument is adoiiLed; the other 
from the latter portion, where the 
second is. 

“ Thus, then, till the initial step to¬ 
wards a comprehension of mosmcrisni 
be taken anew, there is n# hope that it 
will ever be understood or apprt^ciated. 
Why unavailingly seek to reduce it <o 
a formula of which it is unsusceptible ? 
If we ascribe it to a power already as- 
cei*taiued, why not treat it, at least, as 
an entirely new function of that power ? 
Why limit it to what we know, when, 
possibly, it may be destined to extend 
the boundaries of our knowledge ? "Why 
arc we to bo trammelled with foregone 
conclusions i Yet u]>ou these very re¬ 
strictions the opponents of mesmerism 
insist 3 thus taking away from men the 
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means of investigating the agency in 
question, by forcing them to set about 
it in the wrong way.*’—(P. 12.) 

Having, then, thus expressed him¬ 
self in the early part of the work, to¬ 
wards the close we find the following 
sentence. “ Taking this simple view 
of sensation, (that objects should be 
brought into a certain relation wiili us 
by something intermediate,) wc find 
nothing in incsnierism contradictory 
of nature. Under its infinence, the 
lunnau frame contiiines to b<^ still a 
system of nerves acted iqton by elastic 
media, for the purpose of conveying to 
ns the primal impulse of the Almiglity 
Mind, which made, sustains, and 
moves the universe—having, as I 
trust., shown the conformity of mes¬ 
merism in all essential points w ith the 
]irinciples of nature, and the infe- 
rciiecs ot'reason,” Ac. Ac. 

If we are to admit mesmerism as a. 
series of facts apparently inconsistent 
witli experi<Micc, it is most hasty and 
nuphilosophical to attempt to general¬ 
ize it by criidi! hypotheses. To rc.st 
its probable truth upon these hypo¬ 
theses, is to take a totally diflerent 
ground, and one nUich lower and more 
assailable. We have no desire to bo 
liyperc.ritical—to expose iiihior scien¬ 
tific inaccuracies in tlie w’ork before 
ns; but m e. do not hesitate to assert, 
that, indepeinleiitly of its inconsist¬ 
ency with the previous course of rea¬ 
soning, the hypothesis or hypotheses 
of Mr''J’owusheiid are most unsatis¬ 
factory. 

Heat, light, electricity, magnetism, 
are by some regarded as specific 
llnids; by others, as undulations of one 
or more specific fluid; and by a tliird 
class, as uudiilatioiis or polarizations 
of (n'dmar}" matter. Thus, by the first, 
light would be viewed as a material 
emanation from the huninons body; 
by the second, as an umlulation of an 
imponderable, ether, existing between 
the luminous bod}’^ and the recipient; 
and by the third, as an undulation of 
the air, glass, or other matter, placed 
between the luminous body and the 
object. Tlie last would regard the 
etlicr in the planetary spaces, not as a 
specific impondtu'ablo fluid, but as a 
highly attenuated expansion of air, 
pis, or other matter, having all the 
functions of ordinary matter. Whewell 
has, indeed, published a demonstration 
that all matter is ponderable, and that 
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imponderable matter is not a con¬ 
ceivable idea. IJo this as it may, the 
diversity of opinion on tliis point 
shows the difficulty the mind tiuds in 
departing from the truths of plieno- 
mena to the uiK^rtainlies of hypo¬ 
thesis ; but if hypothesis be justifiable, 
which it is only on the ground of 
absolute necessity to link together, 
and render conventionally intelligible, 
certain undoubted, undeniable facts, 
which have been associated together 
under the terms eketriritify ynatjnetism.^ 
&c.—how difficult and dangerous it 
must be wlu*u the facts which it seeks 
to associate are denied by the mass of 
thinking men, when they are confessed 
to be mysterious and irregular b}' tlieir 
most strenuous advocates, each of 
whom differs, in many respects, as to 
these facts I 

These difficultios have by no means 
been conquered by Mr TowilsIkmuI. 
At p. 11, he objects to tliis mode of 
theorizing, in the following .strong 
terms:— 


ed continuance. It is * capable' oT mov¬ 
ing with various degrees of facility 
thr<jugli the pores or even the substance 
of matter; ’ and is not impeded in its 
action hy tljc intervention of any sub¬ 
stance whatever, j)rovid(fd it ho not it¬ 
self in an elcctric’state. This capacity 
of varied action and of pervading inilu- 
cnce, has already been shown to cha¬ 
racterize the mesmeric medium.”—(P. 

Why, what is here stated of electri¬ 
city, maybe said of beat, of light, of 
any force, and its movijig through 
the pores may be denied %s easily as 
asserted; bv many it is thonglit to 
be 11 molecular jiolurizatiou, and not a 
transmission. 

Zinc and silver are said (p. 237) to 
“ j)ro(Iiicc a taste resulting from the 
galvanic cunenssion, and not from any 
actual tlavuiir.” This is incorrect; 
zinc and silver })ro(UK'c a taste when in 
volt.iic communicalion, bceanse they 
decompose, the. saliva, and eliuiiuatc 
a<‘id and alkaline eonstitneids. 


A certain school of Oerman writers 
especially have tlu'orizod on cur .sub¬ 
ject, after the false method of ex[)laining 
one class of phenomena in nature by its 
fancied ro.semblance to another. Wish- 
ing, perliaps, to uv<»id tin* error of the 
spiritualists, who solve the problem in 
debate by the power of the soul alone, 
they have ransa<‘kod th(‘ material w'oi'ld 
for analogies to mesmeri.sm, till the mind 
itsedf has been endued with its afiinUics 
and its poles. Such altcmjUs as these 
have done the gro*atest di.s.scr\ice to the 
cause wc advocate. They submit it to 
a wrong test. It is as if the laws of 
light should be applied to a question in 
acoustics. It is as if wc should expect 
to find in a foreign kingdom the laws 
and customs of our owm.”—(P. 11.) 

And yet, in the fiubscquent )»arts of 
his book, lie asserts mesmerism to be 
capable of “ reflection like light— 
to have ‘‘ the attraction of imignct- 
sm ”—to be “ tran.^'erred like heat 
to escape from a point like electri¬ 
city, and to have the sympatlietic 
undulations of sound!—(Pp. 335, 6, 
7, and 8.) 

Such general resemblances as the 
following are given ;— 

“We know that electricity is capable 
of all that modification in its aetioiv 
which our case demands. Sometimes 
its effects are sudden and energetic ; 
sometimes of indefinite and uninterrupt¬ 


Fnrlher on it is said, (]». 237,) “ A 
s])ark drawn by means of a pointed 
metal from the nose of a person 
rimrged with electrieity, w'ili give him 
the sensutiuu of smelling a jihosplioric 
odour.” '^i’lii.s is als4> an erroneous 
assumption; the electriespark,in jiass- 
iug throiigli the atmosjdiere, com- 
bine.s its eonstitm'iits, and forms 
nitrous acid. This has a pungent 
smell; ]mtl)al>ly tluTe are some other 
jilivsical changes wrought upon the 
constituonts of the atiuospliere. by the 
eleciric; spark, which arc now^ objects 
of anxiou.s enquiry to natural jdiilo- 
sopliers ; y*et none of them have any 
doubt that llie, electric srae.il is the 
result of a jthysica! or chemical action 
of the spaik, by wbicii either the air 
is deconqio.sed, or fine portions of 
metal (:arri(‘d otT, or both. So again— 

“ The electric medii.m is a far more 
swift .and sul)tle messenger of vi,sion 
than is the luminous ether. ‘ A wheel 
revolving with celerity sufficient to ren¬ 
der its spokes invisible, w'hen illuminated 
by a flash of lightning, is seen for an 
instant with all it.s spokes distinct, as if it 
were in a state of absolute repose, because, 
however rapid the motion may be, the 
light has already come and ceased before 
the wheel has had time to turn through 
a sensible space.' Again, some ingeni¬ 
ous experiments, by Professor Wheat¬ 
stone, demonstrate to a certainty, that 
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the speed of the electric fluid much 
surpasses the velocity of light. It is, 
therefore, a different medium ; yet can 
it serve for all the purposes of vision, 
and even in a superior manner. After 
hearing these things, shulfwe stjut at 
the notion of niesmeric sensation being 
conveyed through another medium than 
that in ordinary a<'tion 't LfVen should 
the sleep-waker perceive the most dis¬ 
tant objects, (as some are said to liavc 
done,) can wo, from the moment a means 
of oomniuuication is hinted to us, he so 
much amazed ? If his perception ho 
morci vivid, there seems to be an effi¬ 
cient cause in his abjuring the grosser 
media for such as arc more swift and 
subtle.”—(P. 272.) 

The electric medium is not a mes¬ 
senger of vision. To call the light 
produced by the electric spark elec¬ 
tricity, would be the same as to call 
magnetism electricity, heat electricity, 
motion electricity—for all these are 
produced by it, and it by them. All 
modes of force arc capable of produ¬ 
cing the other ]>hciiomcnal effects of 
force. It is an obvious fallacy to call 
the medium Avhich transmits ek^tric 
light, an electric medium ; this, if 
carried out, would overthrow natural 
as Avell as conventional divisions, 
■would subvert “ the pales and forts of 
reason.” 

Mr Towusheiid, accustomed to me¬ 
taphysical abstractions, show.s, in 
these and many other instances, a 
want of acfiuaintancc with physical 
science, and entirely fails w^en he 
bases his reasoning upon it. Many 
of the arguments of Mr Townsliend 
are of such a transcendental nature, 
that Ave fear, should avc attempt to 
folloAV thcni, our readers Avould lose 
their clairvoyance in the mist of me¬ 
taphysical speculation. The follow¬ 
ing will give a fair s]>ociraen of the 
conclusion to wliicli such reasoning 
tends:— . 

“ Indeed, if Ave lay to heart the de- 
ceptiveness and mutability of all Uio 
external species of matter, at the same 
time considering that wp have no rea¬ 
son to deem it capable of change in its 
ultimate and imperceptible particles; 
if, also, Ave reflect, that whatever is not 
palpable in itself is yet indicated by its 
effects, forces us on pure reason by 
withdrawing at once the aid and the 
illusion of our external senses, we shall 
perhaps come to the conclusion that the 
Invisible is the only true, exclaiming, 


w'ith the old Latinist, ^Invisibilia non 
decipiunt.’”—(P. 355.) 

And yet the facts of mesmerism arc 
to be judged of by the vciy senses 
which mesmerism proves to be so 
falkacious. It is T^cause we see that 

E-A-reads when the book is 

presented to the back ol'lits hand, that 
we are to believe that im does not 
perceive with the usual organs, ir])on 
the rule Avhich the author adopts, that 
“ the invisible is the only tr\ic,” wo 
cannot rely upon our deceptive organs, 
and should disbelieve mesmerism be¬ 
cause we see it. 

'Fo analyse, in detail, the hypotlie- 
sos of Mr Townsliend Avould be cpiite 
imi>ossible in our limited space. We 
might, iudeed, adojit a method some¬ 
times used in controversial Avriting, 
and string together a jiarallel column 
of minor contradictions. This would, 
lioHxvcr, not only be totally devoid of 
interest to tlie readtu*, but is not the 
object Ave have hi view. We seek not 
for critical errors or inconsistencies, 
but merely to examine if there be any 
broad lines of truth or ]n'obiibility in 
his tlieory. It is summed up us fol¬ 
low's :— 

" The r<'al nature of vision is as shut 
to the vulgar as tho mesmeric mode of 
bight is to the learm*d. 

“ Py the eye wo appreciate liglit and 
cokmr only : the rest is an operation of 
the judgmeuf. 

** Viewed inotapliysically, ficeing is 
but u particular kind of knowledge : 
Aiewed j)hysicii]Iy, seeing consists in 
certain nervous motions, responsive to 
the motions of a medium. That medium, 
in our ordinary condition, is light, tho 
action of which seems cut off and in¬ 
tercepted in the case of mesmeric vi¬ 
sion. 

“ When, therefore, we hear that a 
mesmerised person has correctly seen 
an object througii obstacles wliich to 
us appear opaque, A\'e, conceiving no 
means of communicatkin betw'cen tho 
person and the object, exclaim that tlio 
laws of natiwe have been violated. But, 
ill all cases where information is con¬ 
veyed through interrupted space.s, shoAV 
but the means of communication, and 
astouishment ceases. 

“ When Avo know that there is a 
medium pcnncaling, in one or other of 
•Its forms, all substances wdiatovor, and 
that this medium is eminently capable 
of exciting sensations of sight; and 
w hen A^'e take this in conjunction with 
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a heightened sensibility in the perci¬ 
pient person, rendering him aware of 
impulses whereof wo arc not cognisant, 
wo are no longer inclined to deny a fact 
or suppose a mira<d(^ 

“ Finally, all sensation has but one 
principle. All that is required for its 
production is, that objects should bo 
brought into a certain relation with us 
by something intermediate; and this is 
effected by the impulsions of certain 
media upon nerves, theMast changes in 
which are the immediate forerunners of 
completed sensation.”—(P. 27D.) 

In short, we think we do not un¬ 
fairly express the author’s theory in 
tlie follovving (piery. As the applica¬ 
tion of the higluist humau ])owers 
(1 hose of Newton, for instance) have 
resolved tlic transmission of light to 
the scnsoriiini into the A’iliratiims of 
an all-pervading ether, M liat is more 
probable than that a similar ethereal 
medium niuy convey sensations of 
objects through other channels V 'J'his 
may be, bnt anotij(*r ini])ortant ingre¬ 
dient is wanting, viz. organization, or 
deiiniteinoh'cular anangeme.nt Trick 
the eye, an<l, by the resulting moiiiid 
dcraiigeuieiit, change the molecular 
aiTangeincnt of its particles, and vi¬ 
sion is destroyed ; ))ulverise liie glass 
throngli wJihdi you look, and it is no 
longer transfiarent. The ether (if 
there be an ether) in the jtbres of these 
substances, can only convey correct 
imjivessions w hen tiiese particles have 
a definite arrangement; bnf tlie mes¬ 
meric ether is depemlent upon no such 
necessity. Density and tenacity, opa- 
cit3^ and transparency, hoinogeut'ons 
oriicterogeneous bodit;s, an^ all etpially 
penetrable. And wbat is more strange, 
tlie mesmeric ether con veys correct, and 
not distorted impressions. ..The same 
perception of form which is conveyed 
through air, is conveyed thi'ough the 
cover of a book, througli tlic bones of 
the skull, or the^ muscles of the sto¬ 
mach. And, still'more extraordinary, 
this impression is identical as to tlie 
mental idea it conveys with that con¬ 
veyed ill the nomal manner through 
the eye. The mesmeric ether has, 
tlicrcfore, not only the power of con¬ 
veying imjircssions, but of preserving 
theii;s continuity! through any iuipcdi- 
meiit. Tlie formal impressions of a 
chair or table, which are conveyed by 
ordinary vision in right lines to the 
retina, if these lines be distorted by 


any intervening want of uniformit}^ in 
the matter, are proportionally distort¬ 
ed. Let stria? of glass of different den¬ 
sity intervene in an optical lens, and 
the olijocts are distorted ; increase the 
number of striie, the object is move 
imperfect; and carry the molecular 
derangement further, opacity is the 
result. IVansparcucy and opacity, 
then, ^'iewed ajiart from all hyjiothe- 
ses, resolve tlieinselvoa into organiza¬ 
tion or molecular arrangement. Yet, 
by the mesmeric medium, a chair or 
table is conveyed to the recipient in 
its distinct form, or, wliat amotints to 
the same thing fur the argument of 
conformity, they give to the mind 
distinct ideas of these objects. If, 
then, there be a mesmeric inediuni, 
nhicli, being a purely liyiiotlietic cre- 
alion, cannot be disiiixn'cd, its requi¬ 
sites must be so totally at variance 
with the rcipiisjtes of ordinary etlie- 
renl media, that none of tlie rules 
w iiieh can be applied to tliis can be 
a]>[ilied to that. TIic arguments of 
I\lr ^J’ow'iislieud depend on analogy, 
where there is no analogy. 

JNlany of the objects of vision, all 
indeed by wliicli nuidiug is eflected, 
are purposely constructed to suit the 
peculiar organization of tiw? eye—tliey 
are artifice's sjiecialJy appro]>i-iatcd to 
given sensations; tlius letters 

are jiriutcil on rr/^ife jiaper, because 
experience has told iis that black 
rellects no light, wliilc white reflects 
all the incident light. If wo wish 
to read by anotlicr sense, wc adapt 
our object to such a sense; thus, 
for those who read by the finger, 
raised Iett<'rs are |U’C])arcd, differing 
from the matrix in iiosition but not in 
colour; if we read by the ear, we 
address it by sounds and not by forms 
or colows ; and it woidd bo far from 
impracticable to read by.smell or taste, 
by as.sociati^ given odours or given 
tastes with given ideas. 

In all this, however, each sense 
requires a peculiar education and long 
training—it is only by constant asso¬ 
ciation of the word tafjle with the 
thing that we connect the two 
ideas ; but mesmeric clairvoyance not 
only conveys things* as things in all 
their proper forma and colours, (p. 
‘16-1,) without the intervention of the 
usual senses, but it also dispenses with 
education or association, or instantly 
adapts to a new sense the education 
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hitherto specially and only adapted to 
another. 

Thus the meanioricmedium should, 
and does, ao<cording to Mr Towu- 
shend, (pp. 07, 99, 101,) convey to 
the ))eraon accnstonied to road by tlic 
eye,id(ias and jxTCoptions which he has 
hitiu'.rto associated willi tlic sight— 
to him accustomed to read by touch, 
ideas associated with toiicli—and so 
of the rest, and that not of sight or 
touch of the obj(*ct itself, but of a mere 
arbitrary syiiitud ttfllic object. 

Table of live letters or forms— 
table of two sounds, bearing no resem¬ 
blance to these letters or forms, or to 
the thing —table but a men*, conven¬ 
tional substitute for the purpose of 
human eonvenieiice, yet by the all- 
potent mesinevic niedium, for which 
they have not been ])revio«sIy framed, 
art^ deliuitely conveyed, ami produce 
the I’tHjuired pe,rception and the re¬ 
quired association. 

We trust we need go no further to 
show that luesme.ric ehiirvoyancc has, 
at all events, no conformity ''\itli 
general experience ; and tliat, if it be 
true, the proofs of its truth cannot be 
based on its analogy with other sensa¬ 
tions. To sum up our argun»eu(s, we 
sa}'—Ist, TJiat without undervaluing 
testiinoTiy, iiursmcric clairvoyance is 
not suinciently j)roved by competent 
M'itnesses to be adiuitlcd as fact; 2(1, 
The reasoning in su|iport of it is in- 
sutlicient, and, in most cases, falla- 
cions. 

Perhaps the best arguments em¬ 
ployed by ]\Ir Towiishend in lavourof 
the possibility of clairvoyance, are the 
authenticated cases of normal fcleej)- 
walking; these have been very little 
examined, but appear, in one respect, 
Strikingly to dill’cr from mesmeric 
coma. The eyes of the somnambuli.st 
arc said to be open, and tliercfore 
there is eveiy optical power of vision, 
and an increase of ordinary visual 
perception is all that Is requisite. The 
acts performed by tlic sleepwalker aio, 
moreover, generally those to which ho 
is habitually accustomed ; and, when 
this is not the case, he fails, as many 
disastrous accidents have too fatally 
testitied. 

At the close of Mr Townshend’s 
book is a short appendix, containing 
some testimonials to the verity of mes¬ 
meric effects. Several of these are 
anonymous, and the value of their 
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authority cannot therefore be judged 
of. Others arc testimonies to mes- 
mci*ic efiects produced upon the pa¬ 
tients, 35-A-or Anna M-. 

None of tlicso are from persons of very 
high authority; and they are, certainly, 
not such as wmiild induce us to rest our 
faith upon tlicm. Wc grant to them 
their full right to be convinced; but 
their testimony is not of sufficient 
force to produce conviction in others. 
The two last testimonials, how¬ 
ever, are of a very different char¬ 
acter. One of these is by Professor 
Agassiz, and the other by Signor 
Ranicri of Naples. Both these are 
t(;stiiuoiiials, not to any effect pro¬ 
duced upon an accustomed patient, 
but upon the testifiers themselves ; 
aiul th(‘, former, coming from a man of 
high distinction, and accustomed to 
jiliysical research, is undoubtedly of 
great weiglit. We therefore give it 
in full. 

“ Desirous to know what to think of 
mesmerism, I for a long time sought for 
an opportunity of making some experi¬ 
ments in regard to it upon myself, so as 
to avoid the doubts which might arise 
on the nature of the sensations which 
we have hoard described by mesmerised 
persons. IM. Desor, yesterday, in a visit 
whi(!li he made to Bc'rne, invited Mr 
Townshend, who had previously mes- 
TiH'rised him,*to ac(*ompany him to Neuf- 
clmtel, and try to mesmc'rise me. These 
gentlemen arrived h(^re with the eve¬ 
ning courier, and informed me of their 
arrival. At eight o’clock I wont to 
them. We continued at supper till half 
past nine o'clock ; and about ten o’clock 
ilr Townshend commenced operating 
upon nfD. While wc sat opposite to 
one another, he, in the first place, only 
took hold of my hands, and looked at 
me fixedly. I was firmly resolved to 
arrive at a knowledge of the truth, 
whatever it might be j and therefore, 
the moment 1 saw him endeavouring to 
exert an action upon me, I silently ad¬ 
dressed the Author of all things, be¬ 
seeching him to give me power to resist 
the influence, and to be conscientious in 
regard to myself, as well as in regard to 
the facts. I then fixed my eyes upon 
Mr Townshend, attentive to whatever 
passed. I was in very suitable circum¬ 
stances ; the hour beisg early, and one 
at which 1 was in the habit of studying, 
was far from disposing me to sleep. T 
was sufficiently master of myself to ex¬ 
perience no emotion, and to repress all 
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flights of imagination, even if lhad been 
less calm; accordingly it was a long 
time before 1 felt any efleet from the 
presence of JSIr 'I'owushend opjiosile 
me. However, after at least a qijart<*r 
of an hour, I fedt a sensution of a cur¬ 
rent through all my limbs, ami from 
that moment my ey<‘lids grew heavy. 
I then saw J\lr Townshond extend liis 
hands before mv ovos, as if he were 
about to plunge his fingers into them ; 
and then nuke ditt'erent circular mov(‘- 
meiits around m\ eves, which caused 
my ey(*hds to become still heavier. 1 
had the idea that lio >vas eiidoavouring 
to make me close my eyes ; and )et it 
was not as if some one had thri*at.ened 
my ey(*s, and, in tin* waking state, 1 had 
closed them to jnevimt him. It was an 
irresistible hca\iness of the lids, which 
compelled me to shut thmii, and by de- 
gret‘s I found that 1 had no longer the 
power of keeping tJiem opi ji; but did 
not the less retain iny consciousness of 
what was going on around me ; so that 
1 heard M. Dosor speak to Mr Town- 
shend, understood what they said, and 
heard what questions they asked mo, 
just as if I had been awake; hut 1 liad 
not the power of answering. I endea¬ 
voured ill vain several tiiiu'S to do so ; 
and when 1 succeeded, J perceived that 
1 w’as jiassing out of tin* state of lorpor 
in which 1 hail been, and wliich was 
rather agreeable than painful. * 

In this state 1 heard the w'atclmian 
cry ten o'clock;- thou J heard It strike 
a (piarter past; but afterivards 1 fell 
into a deeper sleep, although 1 never 
entirely lost my consciousness. Jt ap¬ 
peared to me that Mr Townsheiid was 
endeavouring to put me into a sound 
sleep ; my movements seemed under his 
control, for 1 wished several times to 
change the position of my arms, but 
had not suflicient power to do it, or 
even really to wdll it; while 1 felt my 
head carried to the right or left shoul¬ 
der, and backwards or forwards, with¬ 
out wishing it; and, indeed, in spite of 
tho resistance which I endeavoured to 
oppose, and this happened several times. 

“ 1 experienced at the same time a 
feeling of great jdeasure in giving way 
to the attraction, which dragged me 
sometimes to one side, sometimes to the 
other ; then a kind of surprise on feel- 
ing my head fall into Mr Townshend’s 
hand, who appeared to me from that 
time to be the cause of the attraction. 
To his enquiry if I were well, and what 
I felt ? I found I could not answer, but 
I smiled; 1 felt that my features ex¬ 
panded in spite of my resistance; I was 


inwardly confused at experiencing plea¬ 
sure from an influence which was mys¬ 
terious to me. From this moment I 
wished to wake, and was less at my ease ; 
and yet on JVlr Townshend asking me, 
whether 1 wished to be ^wakened, I 
made a hesitating movement with my 
shunldors. Mr TownsUend thi'ii re- 
pcatcil some frictions, which increased 
my .sl<*ep ; yet I was always conscious 
of what was passing around me. He 
then asked me, if 1 wished to become 
lucid, at tlie same time continuing, as I 
felt, the frictions from the fac^‘ to llie 
arms. 1 then experienced an ir.dc.s«Tiba- 
l)le sensation of delight, and f(»r an in- 
smnt saw before me rays of dazzling 
light, which instantly disappeared. I 
w,is then inwardly sorrovviul at this 
stale being prolonged—it appeared to 
ino that enougli had been done with 
me; 1 wisln*d to awake, but could not, 
vet, when Mr 'I'ovvnsJiend and AI. Desor 
S]n>k(', 1 heard them. 1 also heard the 
cloi'k, and tho watchman cry, but I did 
not know what hour ho cried. Mr 
Townshmid t\ien presented his watch to 
im>, and asked if 1 could seo the time, 
and if I saw him; but 1 could distin¬ 
guish nothing. 1 heard tho clock strike 
the quarter, but could not get out of 
my sleiqiy state. Mr Towiisliond then 
woke me w'ith some rapitl tiansverso 
movements from the miildle of the face 
outwards, whieli instantly causodmy eyes 
to ojieii, and at tlic sam(‘ time 1 got up, 
saying to him, ‘ 1 thank you.’ It was 
a quarter past eleven. Ho then told 
me, and Al. Desor repeated the same 
thing, that the only fact which had sa¬ 
tisfied them that I was in a state of 
mesmeric sleep, wvas the facility with 
whi<'h iny head jollowc*(l all the move¬ 
ments of Ins hand, although he did not 
touch rnc, and the pleasure which I ap- 
jieared to feel at the moment when, 
af'ter several repetitions of friction, ho 
thus moved my head at jdeasure in all 
dirccUon.s.‘’—(P. to 388.) 

This w'c Ihiiik a most interesting 
and valuable docunieut, and the best 
key w e have ever seen to the facts of 
niesiiierism. It is the production 
of a resolute, religious, and philoso¬ 
phic mind, and bears all the impress 
of truth ; it proves tliat there are facta 
worthy of tlic most careful investi^ 
tion—it proves a power of inducing a 
comatose or sleep-waking state—an 
influence exercised by one mind over 
another—and it goes far to prove a 
physical attraction subsisting between 
two persons in mesmeric relation. 
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About a Bonnet. . 


So then', having “ put down ” hats, 
"ive qome to bonnets ; this is the due 
order of thingii—hats should be taken - 
off before bonnet's always ; “common 
politeness makes us stop and do it.’* 
And here, as the immortal Butler 
found it necessary in olden times to 
lament tlue perils that environed a 
man meddling with a hard subject, 
so we might well iudulge in an ejacu- 
lali(m at what may be our fate if m^c 
presume to take liberties with tlie 
Ji(s'ul-dross of tlic ladies. Acta-on, 
M'luMi lu! contemplattal Diana 
cem munditiiH^ paid a severe peiiaHy 
iu the traiisifbrmatioii of his own 
li(\ad ; aud so, perhaps, wc may in- 
—but never mind; thetask, wor¬ 
thy of a Hercules, (for the hydra of 
female fashion is more than luiudrecl- 
licaded,) must be gone through with, 
and the srrioano urniliuno must ]msh 
his pen oven under the poke of a 
lady\s bonnet. 

The best-dressed woman in the 
world was our great-great-great pro¬ 
genitrix. ; we really c^ainiot trace up 
the pedigree, but you all know wlioin 
wc mean—your common mother and 
ours: wc have the higliest authority 
aimmg our own i)oets for saying so. 
T’here can be no doubt that her votf- 
fure was perfect, it is a lavv^ of ua- 
—it was true then—it has been 
true ever siffce—it is indisputable at 
tlio present day — the expressive 
beauty of a woman lies iu lun* face : 
whatever, therefore, conct^als tlie face 
is a disiiguvement, ami inherits tlie 
priuci|)le of the ugly. Ye who would 
study the a'sthetic.s of Inhnan habili¬ 
ments, look at the bwoly lines of tlie 
female face ; contcmplale. that fairest 
type of the animated creation; observe 
the soft emotions of her g(Mitlc soul, 
now shooting forth rays of tender 
light from between her long enclasp¬ 
ing eyelashes, now an^hhig her rosy 
lips into the )ilinftil lineaments of 
Cupid’s mortal bow ; or gaxe upon tlie 
subdued aud affectionate contentment 
of the maternal countenance—^remem¬ 


ber, whilo. yon were yet young, your 
mother’s look of love, that look which 
was allrpowerful to master your 
fiercest jiassions in your wildest 
mood—-who will say that the female 
face ought to be concealed V As far 
as wc, the more powerful, though not 
the better, portion of tlie human race 
are cone(Tned—off with the boniuitl 
off with the v(‘il! say we. But there 
arc others to be consulted in settling 
this ])reliminary dogma of taste—the 
feelings and the inclinations of w oman 
liersclf arc entitled to at least as much 
regard as the imperious wishes of 
man. She, wdio possesses the briglit 
luit fleetly fading gift of beauty, has 
also that iiiestiniable, iiidefiiiabJe ae- 
cuinpauimeiit ofit—mod(;st.y. Beauty 
is too sensitive a gem to be always 
exposed to tlie llglit of admiration; 
It must be ensheathed in modesty 
for its j*avs to retain their ]>riinitive 
lustre; it w'ould perish from exposure 
to the natural clnniges of tlie atino- 
spliere, but it wxiuld die much stmner 
from the iiicomiirelie.nsilile, yet posi¬ 
tive, elliicLs of moral lassitude. To 
use a eomnumplace simile, gentle 
reader, woman’s beauty is like eham- 
])agu(‘, it gets tm-rihly into a man’s 
iiead: do not, however, leave the 
cork out of your champagne bottle— 
the siiarkling siiirit will all evaporate ; 
and do not ([uarrel with yonr sweet¬ 
heart if she niuflles up her face some¬ 
times, and w'ill not let you look at it 
for a week together—her e^'es will be 
all the brighter when you next see 
them. T'liere is a good eausc for it; 
man is an nngi'ateful, hardly-pleased 
animal ; every indulgence that wo¬ 
man grants liim loosens Jier power 
over liiin. Women have an innate 
right to conci^al their lieads! 

Wc arrive, then, at the foundation 
of taste for a lady’s head-dress. Her 
face, her head, is naturally so beauti¬ 
ful, that the less it is concealed—as 
far as the mere gratifleatiou of the 
eye is concerned—the better; but the 
necessity for veiling and protecting 
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this precious object is so inevitable, 
that a suitable extraneous covering 
must be provided.; let that covering 
be as consonant to her natural excel¬ 
lence as it is possible to inakd it. :, 
Now, we are not*going to write a 
history of all the changes of female 
head-dress that have taken place since 
the world began ; nothing at all of 
the kind..^ AVc refer the curious ama¬ 
teur to the work of that learned 
Dutchman—we forget his name, 'tis 
all the same —De Re Vtsiiaria; or he 
may look into 'VVilkiusou’s Ancient 
Egyptians —there is a pretty consider¬ 
able variety of bonnets or caps to be 
seen therein, we calculate. If he be 
a decided r.(H)Tiosccntc^ let him rather 
go to the Attic gallery in the British 
Museum, and examine the raiiathe- 
naic procession, where the virgins are 
in the simi)le attire of the best days 
of Greece: but here, or in any of the 
monuments of that foster-coiintrv of 
art, and in all tim senes of Roman 
sculpture and coins, he find no 
head-dress for a female beyond that 
of tiie veil. The gn^at artists 'ind the 
great conquerors of the woikl never 
tolerated any thing beyond this flow¬ 
ing drapery of the veil, as the cover¬ 
ing fcH* their wives’ or daughters’ 
heads. They were satisfied with the 
beautiful contrast given by the cuiw- 
ing lines of its graceful tVdds ; they 
admired its simplicity ; and they vsaw 
the perfect suitableness of its nature 
to its purpose. I'he veil could be 
hastily drawn over the head, so as to 
conceal oxvry feature, and protect it 
from the gaze of man or the rough¬ 
ness of the seasons—and it could as 
easily be withdrawn partially to al¬ 
low of “ a siileloug glance of love,” 
or wholly to give “ a gaze of welcome,” 
to a relation and a friend, llajtpy 
men those old Gn'eks and Homans! 
they had no hillg for milliners—what¬ 
ever their jewellers’ accounts might 
have come to ! When they travelled, 
.their slaves were not pestered with 
bonnet-boxes and similar abomina¬ 
tions—a clean yard or two of Phumi- 
cian gauze, or Asian linen, set up ^Irs 
Secretaiy Pericles, or Mrs General 
Csesar, with a braw new veil. There 
was little caprice of fashion—tlie veil 
would always fall into something like 
the same or at least similar folds; 
and we do believe that, for a thousand 


yeai'S or, mpre, the tj’pe of the mode . 
Tcraaihed,fixed. 'Whether the aixtient 
AsiaticS'ihade tbeii* women wear pi^- 
ciscly, tlie same mask-veils as tliose 
jealous rascals the Turks and Arabs 
do at the ' present .day, wx do' irot 
know, and wc are not now going to 
enqitlrc : w'c only wish to protest, en 
passant^ against fhe^e same hioderri 
Eastern A'ciJs; lliey are tlie most fright- ' 
ful, ’ unclassical, unbecoming, thing#' 
ever invented asTace-cases. Our pre¬ 
sent ]mrposc is with the liggd-drcss 
of modern British ladies—let. us look 
into their bonnets. 

* And truly :i bonnet, taken by it¬ 
self,-without the jewel fh.it often lies 
under it—a bonnet per .se—is as bad 
a thing as a liat; something betw^eon 
a. coal-scuttle and a bnud-basket; it 
is only lit to be mniried to the hat, 
and, h‘t us add—set I led in the coun¬ 
try. But it is, n(wertheless, caprici¬ 
ous in its ugliness, just as its jiossessor 
is eajiricious in her ju'ettiness ; for, 
look at it from l)ehiu(i, its lines do 
not greatly d<‘viate tVoni’tlie circular 
form of the head; it seems like a smart 
cast?;—look at it from before ; there 
it is seen to best advantage as an 
oval frame, set witli ribands, floAvers, 
and laces, ibr the s^^cet pictuic Avitli- 
in ; but look at it from the side, an'd 
the genuine, vulgar, coolunaid forui 
of the coal-scuttle is instantly ]»er- 
ceived. Jt serves in this view evi¬ 
dently as blinkers do to a horse in 
harness, just to ke(q> the animal frum 
shying, or to guard off a chance stroke 
ofthewhij). But it is iiiicomiiionly 
tantalizing into the bargain. You 
walk ahuig H(‘g(‘ut Stni't some fine 
(lay, aii(J for a hundred paces or more 
you are troubled by the crowd keej)- 
iug }ou always in the rear of an old, 
failed, fVuini)y lutuiud, tliat hinders 
you from A\atcliing a sweet little 
vhnpvan-fie-soic iinuiediafcly beyond. 
Your patience is exhaustdl, and your 
curiosity dri\eu to the liighost pitfh 
of anxiety; you make a (iesp(*rate 
stride, push by tli# old bonnet, and 
look round with indignation to see 
wliat beldam had thus been between 
you and the “ cynosure of neigbbour- 
mg eyes:”—wliew! ’tis the pretty 
young shop-girl that served you with 
your last pair of gloves, and mea¬ 
sured them so fascinatingly along 
your hand, that your heart still pal- 
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pitatos with the electrical toucli of her freclcling ? Else why all the parapher- 


fingers. You pocket your intligna- 
tioTi, exchange one of your blandest 
smiles, and pass on, still striding to 
sec what lovely features grace that 
exquisite chapeau. Half afraid, of 
course—for she is a lady cvirlcntly, 
and you ])iqiic yourself on being a per¬ 
fect gentleman—you vcntiin;, as yon 
pass, to let your eye just glance within 
the sacred enclosure of blonde and 
primroses;—pshaw! it’s old Miss 
Thingamy, that yon had to hand down 
to dinner the other day at Lady 
I)ash’fi; and instantly catching your 
eye, she gives you a coiidesccmling 
nod, and yoii’rii forced to escort her 
all the way up to Portland Place! 
It’s ('noiigli to make a man liaiig him¬ 
self; and, to say the truth, many a 
poor fellow has been mined by Inm- 
nets before now—even J^apoleon him¬ 
self had to pay for ihirtij-six new bon¬ 
nets within one month for Josephine! 

Bonnets, however, have more to 
do witli women than with men ; and 
we defy oiir fair friends to prove that 
these articles of dress, about which 
they are always so aiiNioiis, (a woman 
—a regular genuine woman, reader— 
Mdll sacritico a great deal for a bonnet,) 
arc cither useful or ornamental. And 
first, for their use ; if they were good 
for any thing, they would protect tlie 
head from cold, wet, and sunshine. 
I^ow, as far as cold is concerned, they 
do so to a certain degree, biif not a 
tenth part so well as sometliing else 
wo shall talk of by and by; as for 
wet—what woman ever trusted to licr 
bonnet in a shower of rain ? AVhat 
woman does not either pop np her 
parasol, or green cotton umbrella, or, 
if she has not these female anus, tics 
over it her pocket-handkerchief, in a 
vain attempt to kee[) off the pluvious 
god ? Women arc more frightened at 
spoiling their bonnets than any otlier 
article of their dress: Idt them but 
o»ce get their bonnets under the dri)>- 
ping eaves of an umbrella, and, like 
ostriches sticking^their heads under 
ground, they think their wlu»le })cr- 
sons safe;—we appeal to any man who 
Laa walked down Cheapside with his 
eyes open, ou a rainy day, whether 
this be not true. And then for the 
sun—who among the ladies trusts to 
her bonnet for keeping her face from 


nalia of jiaraaols? why all these end¬ 
less patents for sylphides and suu- 
scTceiis of every kind, form, and 
colour ? why cau you never meet a 
lady in a sinnmorwalk without one of 
these elegant little contrivances in her 
handy Comfort, we apprehend, does 
not reside in a bonnet: look at a lady 
travelling, whether in a carriage or a 
railroad diligence—she cannot for a 
moment lean back into one of the 
nice ]>illowed corners of the vehicle, 
without runningiinrniiient risk of crush¬ 
ing her bonnet; her head can never 
rejiose ; she has no travelling-cap, like 
a man, to put on while she stows 
away her Imniiet in some convenient 
]ilace : the stiffened gauze, or canvass, 
or pajier, t)f which its inner framework 
is conqmscd, rustles and crackles with 
every attempt at c-omiiression ; and a 
jiouiid’s wortli or t^vo of damage may 
be done by a gentle tap or squeeze. 
Women, if candid, would allow that 
their bonnets gave them much more 
trouble than comfort, and that they 
have remained in use solely as con¬ 
ventional objects of dress—wo will 
not allow, of ornament. I'hc ouly 
position in wliich a bonnet is becom¬ 
ing—and even tlienit is only the mo¬ 
dern class of bonnets—is, w’hen they 
are viewed full front: fiirtlior, as we 
obseiwed befoi^v^ tJuiy make a nice 
encadrernent for the face: and, "with 
their endless adjuncts of lace, ribands, 
and fiow'ers, they commonly set off 
even inodcratidy pretty features to 
advantage. But it is only tlie pre¬ 
sent kind of bonnet that does so; 
tlic old-hxshioned, poking, flaunting, 
sqiiarc-cornercd bonnet never became 
any female physiognomy: it is only 
the small, tight, come-and-kiss-me 
style of bonnet now worn by ladies, 
that is at all tolerable. All this re¬ 
fers, however, only tg that portion of 
the fairer half of the human race 
which is in the bloom and vigour of 
youth and womanhood; those that, 
arc still in childhood, or are sinking 
into the vale of years, cannot hjve 
a more inappropriate, more useless, 
covering for the head than what they 
now w'car, at least in England. Sim¬ 
plicity, which should be the attribute 
of youth, and dignity, which should 
belong to age, cannot be compatible 
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with a modern bonnet: fifty^kven- veil? 'Who has not heard of the 
tions might be made of coverings more national caps of Poland, Hungaiy, 
suitable to these two stages of life. and Russia ? Not the slightest ap- 

How, then, has it come to pass that proximation to the eccentricity of the 
women have persuaded themselves, bonnet is to be found in any of these, 
or have been overpersuaded, into the In all of them, not caprice, but the 
belief that a bonnet is the highest more rational qualities of use and 
point of perfection ill their dress? It ornament, have been studiously re- 
lias all been done by a foolish imita- garded. It is in England only that 
tion of the caprices of French niilli- our lower classes of women have 
ners, tlicraselves actuated by millions abandoned their national costume, 
of caprices and fancies—but at the and are content to suffer the incon- 
same time by one steadily-enduring venientconsequcncesofimitatingtheir 
principle, that novelty and change, superiors. Let any one who has tra- 
no matter how useless, how extrava- versed Europe only recall to his mind 
gant, form the soul of their peculiar the appearances of the female pea- 
trade. For, note it down—the bon- sants as to their head-dress, whether 
net mania has not moniitcd upwards in their houses or in the fields, and 
from the lower to the higher ranks of comparing them with the tattered, 
society; on the contrary, it has been dirty tilings woni by the labourers’ 
a regular plant, sown as a trifling wives and daughters of England, say 
casual seed in the hotbed of some silly which are to be preferred in point of 
creature’s brain, and then sending taste—which arc the cleanest—which 
down its roots into many an inferior are the moat becoming, 
class. Any one who has crossed the Not to go too far back into the mist 
British Channel, knews that the bon- of antiquity, the earliest traces that 
net—as we understand the word in we can find of hats being commonly 
England—is not an article of national worn in England, are to be met with 
costume in any portion of the world somewhere in the first half of the last 
cxcejit our own island—America and century. Previons to that time ladies 
Australia we place, of course, out of wore hoods and caps; smd in the 
the pale of taste. In France itself, Middle Ages muffled their heads in 
the peasantry, and all classes of wo- wimples and veils ; but some time or 
men immediately under the conven- other—in the reign of the second 
tj^nal denomination of ladies, wear George, wc believe—some lady or 
bonnets. This word does not signify other stuck on lier head a round silk 
the same thing as with us, gentle hat with a low crown and a broad 
reader. The Fivnch word bonnet brim, perfectly circular, and the brim 
means a snow-white cap, whether or ledge at right angles to the crown 
rising into an enormous cone, like or headpiece. This she subsequently 
those of the Norman beauties, or^ clianged into a straw one, and this 
limited to a jaunting frill and lappels, was the root of the evil— hinc Him 
like those of the J^arisian grisettes. Inchrymml We are aware that, at 
The real bonnets, the French female the gay court of Louis XIV,,'*and 
chapeau., is worn only by those wlio even before he had a court, Madc- 
cail themselves ladies; and this dif- moisclle dc Montpensier, when she 
fcrence of costume marks a most de- went to battte or to hunt, wore a 
cideddifferenceofraiik and self-esteem gold-laced seini-cockcd hat: so did 
in the various grades of Gallic society. Madame de Montespan when she ac- 
In the Bourbonnois, it is true, and in compauied the king to one of his grand 
some parts of Switzerland and Ger- parties de chasse. But then, at the 
many, straw-hats of various sizes are same time, these illustrious “ leaders 
worn by the peasantry; but these do of ton " put on gold-embroidered male 
not resemble the actual bonnet of the coats, and evidently endeavoured to 
niueteentli century. Who does not transform themselves into men while 
know the exquisite national head- partaking in manly sports and dan- 
dresses of the Italian and Spanish gers. Their hunting'bats bore no 
women, from pictorial representation, more relation to the ^nnets of their 
if not from actual inspection ? Who descendants, than do the black beaver 
has not read of the Greek cap and hats of the latter, when they mount 
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their horses in Hyde Park or the Bois 
de Boulogne. Indeed this very cus¬ 
tom of wearing the male hat, is de¬ 
rived by our modern belles from the 
times we are speaking of. Plain bea¬ 
ver or felt hats were worn by some 
of our farmers’ wives as early as the 
reign of Charles I.; but, to judge 
from the prints of that date, they bor¬ 
rowed them from their husbands. 
And to a period like tliis is to be 
traced the custom, still extant 
throughout most parts of Wales, for 
the women to wear the same hcad- 
costurae as the men. The round 
ladies’ hat, however, of the middle 
and end of the last century, may be 
seen in its primitive state in those 
enormous circles of straw, brought 
from Tuscany, and sold in our mil¬ 
liners’ shops, fit to be ])inched and 
cut into the prevailing fashion. I'he 
hats, both of men and women—when 
once they had quitted the becoming 
costume of thoMiddleAges—arose out 
of one and the same type, a large 
circle of stuff with a projecting eeutval 
cap for tlie skull. Human invention, 
in the matter of hats, seems for seve¬ 
ral centuries to liave rested in this 
solitary idea. When this circular 
adnmbral and pluvial roofing had to 
be adapted to the female head, it was 
found advisable to fasten it down to 
the cranium—not, indeed, by any 
screw driven therein, nor by any 
intriguing with tlie locks of woman’s 
hair, but by the simple cx])cdieiit of 
ribands passing under the chin. The 
dilficulty consisted in attaidiing the 
upper ends of these ribands; for if 
they were sewn on under the over¬ 
lapping brim, the same brim would 
take liberties on a windy day, and 
■would flap up and down like an 
Indian piiuka. If they were sown 
outside, they acted like the sheets 
of a ship’s sail, and pulled down 
the struggling circumference into two 
ugly projections, bellying out before 
and behind. However, w'Oinen, for 
comfort’s sake, having got an awk¬ 
ward ai'ticle to deal with, ]»refeiTcd 
the latter alternative—tied down their 
hats with ribands, (men, be it rcraem- 
berfed, at the same time, tied up their 
brims into the prim, high, cocked 
shape,) and called these ugly cover- 
iaga ** gipsy hats.” We remember 
something like them, dear reader, 


" WiSta first we went a-gipsying, long 
long ago.** 

Before matters had arrived at this 
pitch of ugliness, the ladies of the 
court of George III.—the very anti¬ 
podes of that of Louis XIV.—had 
essayed, under the auspices of good 
Queen Charlotte, to render the round 
hat, with the straight-projecting brim, 
less ugly ; but invention carried 
them no further than to siuTOund it, 
at one time, with a deep ruff of rib¬ 
ands, or they crushed it into an untidy 
rumble-tumble 8hai)e; at another, 
they let copious streamers float from 
the crown down their backs; or again, 
they gave it a monstrous pitch up be¬ 
hind. There is tliis to be said in their 
excuse—they hardly knew what para¬ 
sols and umbrellas were. They wield¬ 
ed enormous fans, nearly two f(*ct 
long; they had capuchins to their 
cloaks; and they delighted in the 
rotundity of lioops. Peace be with 
the souls of our grandmothers! Good 
old creatures! they were not very 
tasty, to be sure ; but they wore glo¬ 
rious stiff taflety fardingales, and they 
have led us many an amjjle commode 
full of real china. As times wore oi}, 
and as the free-and-easy revolution¬ 
ary school came to inculcate their 
loose doctrines on women as well as 
men, the ladies began to find the 
hinder pokes of tlicir hats unconimqji 
nuisances; and so, in a fit of spleen, 

one daj'^ the Hucliess of G-, or 

some other woman of fashion, cut off 
this hinder protuberance, and appear¬ 
ed, to the scandal of her neighbours, 
plus the front poke, minus the back 
one. This was a daring, free-think¬ 
ing, revolutionary innovation. Some¬ 
body had probably done it at Paris 
before her; but the startling idea had 
gone forth—women began to sec day¬ 
light through their hats—the dawn 
of cmanci]>ation appeared—clip, clip, 
went the scissors, and, for the time 
being, the dynasty of gipsy hats 
had ceased to reign. Hereupon—the 
consequence of all changes of dy¬ 
nasties—whether of bonnets or Bour¬ 
bons, ’tis much the same—a fear¬ 
ful period of annrehy ensued: every 
nnlliiicr’s shop in Paris and London 
was pregnant with new shapes— 
bonnets periodically overturned bon¬ 
nets, numbera M'-ere devoted to the 
block eveiy week, and each succeed- 
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ing month saw fresh competitors for 
public favour coming to the giddy 
vortex of fashion. Husbands sufl’erod 
dreadfully during those troublous 
times: many a man’s temper and 
purse were then irremediably da¬ 
maged j and tiiere seemed to be no 
means of escaping from this reign 
of female terror this boiinetian 
*cliaoSi until the ^at peace of 1814 
Jsrought about a prompt solution. 
Here, to be classical in so grave a 
jnattcr, wc may observe, tliat, just as 
Virgil iu liis Georgh^s repn;sent.s a 
ci\'iJ tumult, even iu its loudest Juib- 
bub, to be suddenly cabned by the 
appearance of some in:ni of known 
virtue and authority, so in Loudon— 
and therefore in England—the visit 
of an illustrious lady, aiul the cut of 
her bonnet, appeased the agitated 
breasts of our fair countrywomen, and 
reduced their faiic}' to a fixed idea. 
The Grand-duchess of Oldenburg 
came over witii her brother, the Em¬ 
peror of all the Kussias, and wore on 
her head, not a coronet—but such a 
bonnet! 

“ Ye powers vlio dress the head, if 
.su(ih there are, 

And make the change of wopnan’s taste 
your care! ” 

—so Cowper might well have ex- 
(jaimed, had lie been then livhig. 
Tell us, ye gods, wlnmcc did her im¬ 
perial highness derive the idea of her 
bonnet? Tridy, we can conjecture no 
other source, than these very woi’ds 
designating her rank, for the bonnet 
^vas imperial—none but such a lady 
w'ould have dared to originate it; and 
it was also high—higli indeed! llie 
crown rose eighteen inches in perpen¬ 
dicular altitude from the nape of the 
neck, while the front poke retaiiu'd 
the modest dimensions of the original 
gipsy hat. Werccollcct the duchess in 
Hyde Park with this monstrous head- 
gear, and the women all iu ecstacy at 
tiie delightful novelty. The success 
of this bonnet was universal—it was 
a “ tremendous hit,” as they say in 
the play-bills ; every wmman that 
could afford it raised her crown, and 
Oldenburgizcd her head. Well, this 
fashion lasted tolerably long; it had 
the great value of rendering i)ublic 
opinion nearly uniform; but it got 
old, as all fashions must dOj^ and died 


a natural death—not without au iieir, 
a wortliy heir. The new idea, you 
will perceive, was that of inordinate 
length, in one way or the other. Tlie 
duchess had got it all up aloft—up iu 
her top-royais—tiic new bonnet (we 
really do not know who invented it, 
but some wicked little hussy at Paris, 
no doubt) liad it all down below, in 
the main-sail; the crown dwindled to 
nothing, and out went the front poke * 
to exactly tlic same length, eighteen 
iuclies. This was truly exquisite— 
ev(‘ry body was in raijtuios. T'he bon¬ 
net was tied tight under the chiu, and 
to see a woman’s face you had to look 
down a .sort of semi-funnelled hollow, 
where the ambiguous shade wof her 
countenance was illuniiuated only by 
the radiance of her eyes Here, too, 
tiie succes.s was iniinouso ; the mothers 
of us, the, young bloods, tlie choice 
spirits of tlic }u’esent da}', all wore 
bonnets of tJiis kind, when our gover¬ 
nors went, wooing them in narrow- 
brimmed overtop])ing luits. The, next 
ciiange of any note worth mentioning, 
w as one of comparatively recent times, 
siu;h fus some of us may remember 
their tirst loves in; it was derived 
from a partial return to the primitive 
j’ound expanded hat, and was in its 
chief gloiy, when that last great piece 
of Frciich dirty work, the Revolution 
of was ])orpctrated. Women 

hud retrograded to the old circular 
idea; tliey had given up their pokes. 

It was too much—female folly had, it 
Avas suppo.sed, Avorn itself out—a re¬ 
volution Avas Avanted, and it came. 
To Aveai- tlie hat, hoAvever, in its pri- 
mltiA'e rotundity Avas impossible—it 
AAOuld have suited a lady iu the West 
Indies, but not in Europe; to tie 
down tlie brim would not do, it Avould 
have been re-adopting the worn-out 
fashions; so,•Just as ivas done iu the 
I'arisiuu political revolution, a com- 
pi'ouiise of principles Avas resorted to 
—women cut ofl' part of their brims, 
turned the circle into a sort of eccen¬ 
tric oval, and rejoicc^d in the redun¬ 
dant curA'C prcpjecting now from the < 
left, now from the right side of their 
heads. Ribands, stitfeued out into 
gigantic bows, set forth the ample 
chapeau right gaily; the brim stretch¬ 
ed itself out with all the insolence of 
a public favourite; and at length Tom 
Hood showed us how a lady might go 
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to church on a rainy day, and shelter 
the whole family beneath her maternal 
hat. The present queen of the French 
wore an enormous chapeaubf this kind 
at the audience which Louis Philippe 
gave to the peers and deputies that 
came to odor idin tim throne; every 
lady in Eughuid, of a certain age, 
has worn a hat of the same sort. 

Wc arc bound to allow that this 
• hat had somotliingof the useful in it: 
the aiMi)Io size of the brim effectually 
warded off botli sun and rain; and 
wo much question whether the parasol 
trade did not rather languish under its 
influence. But then it had con-eapond- 
ing disadvantages ; it was unbearable 
ill a windy day, and rendered any 
thing like close contact with a friend 
impossible. To get a kiss from your 
pretty cousin, or your maiden aunt, 
if yon met them in the street, was 
quite out of the question, unless you 
previously doffed your hat; and, as 
for two young ladies laying their 
heads together and whispering soft 
secrets, no such thing was practicable. 
The downfall, therefore, of such stiff 
and unwieldy liats might have been 
foretold from an <;arly period of tlieir 
existence;« it cauic, and with it a 
counter-rcvolulion—a restoration of 
tlic legitimist bonnet. But, mark 
the malignity of a certain elderly per¬ 
sonage, wliose name and residence we 
never rnenf ion in ears polite; achange, 
a final change, came, and it came from 
the source of all abominations—Paris I 
Yes! ’twas a pure and genuine inven¬ 
tion of the fickle jiooplc—of la jeune 
France! Wc gave up the restored 
bonnet, and wc adopted the little, 
reduced, cut-away, impudent bon¬ 
net of the present moment. Now, 
with regard to the actual origin of 
this same form of bonnet, which has 
mot with universal approbation, but 
which has no really good qualities to 
recommend it, except those of porta¬ 
bility and warmth to the ears of the 
wearer—wc make, with some regret, 
the following assertion, upon the ac¬ 
curacy of which we stake our icsthe- 
tic reputation. We were witnesses 
of the fact j any man in Paris, w ho 
had his eyes about him, must have 
witnessed the same thing; we appeal 
to all the lions of the Bois, or the 
Boulevard des Italiens: these small 
boQubts, and the peculiar mode of 


weanng them at the back of the head, 
were first introduced in Paris by a 
class of persons, to whom we cannot 
make any more definite allusion than 
to say that their names must not be 
mentioned. These people invented 
these bonnets, and wore them for 
nearly six months before they were 
imitated ; and them the fashion being 
taken up by the ^J||incrs, became ge¬ 
neral both in Franco and England. 
A corresponding change in the cut of 
the upper portions of ladies’ gowms, 
and in the manner of putting on the 
shawl—that very cut and manner now 
univorsiilly adopted—came from the 
same source, and at the same time. 
These changes added greatly to fe¬ 
male comfort, we admit; and they 
were founded, mainly, on principles of 
good taste ; but they had also other 
causes, obvious to the jrsthetician and 
the ethnologist, which we abstain 
from noticing. Once more, liaving 
been eye-witnesses to the change, 
and having at the time maliciously 
speculated within our own breasts as 
to how long it would take for such a 
i/iode to run the round of women’s 
heads—our anticipations having been 
fully realized—we pledge ourselves to 
the accuracy of this statement. 

Well, then, having tlms run a- 
muck against bonnets, what repara¬ 
tion arc we to make to the fair 
sex, for abusing their taste and 
condemning their practice? Wo will 
try to point out to them certain lead¬ 
ing ideas, which may bring them back 
to sounder principles, and make the 
covering of their heads worthy of the 
beauty of their faces. And here, as 
in the case of hats, the first thing to 
bo aimed at must .be, utility—the 
Hciioud, ornament. 13c it observed, too, 
that we are writing for the latitude of 
England; because in this respect, as 
in most others, the climate ought to 
decide upon the basis of national cos¬ 
tume. Now an Englishwoman, of 
whatever grade she may be, requires, 
when she goes out of doors, protec¬ 
tion principally from wet, next from 
cold, and lastly from heat. Her head¬ 
dress, to be really useful, ought to 
comprise qualities that will effect 
these three objects. The substance, 
therefore, of the covering cannot con¬ 
sist of cotton, linen, or silk, at all 
times of the year; these substances 
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Trill do for the more temperate or the 
hotter seasons, but not in winter— 
that is to say, they will not be ser¬ 
viceable during five months out of the 
twelve. In this inclement season, 
nothing but woollen cloth or fur ouglit 
to be the principal article of female 
head-dress ; only those two sub¬ 
stances will elfectually keep olf wet 
and cold. They ^ay be lined with 
silk or any otlier soft substance, but 
the foundation, we repeat, ouglit to 
be fur or woollen cloth; both of tlicin 
articles of English manufacture or 
preparation—one varying through all 
degrees of i>rice; the other within the 
reach of most persons, even in the 
middling classes of society. In the 
summer, silk, linen, cotton, or any 
other light fabric, Avill efiect the pur¬ 
pose proposed—protection from the 
rays of the sun, and from the casual 
wet that may occur—though from the 
last, less than from the first incon¬ 
venience. So much for the common 
substance of an Englishwoman’s out- 
of-door head-dress—for the material^ 
that is to say; its use should always 
be modified by the rank and occupa¬ 
tion of the wearer. The form must 
be ascertained from a reference to the 
jmnciples laid down above, as to the 
combining a proper degree of conceal¬ 
ment, with the due exhibiting of the 
beautiful featnyes of the female face; 
the covering should afibrd ample con¬ 
cealment‘when wanted, but should 
also admit of the head being com¬ 
pletely exposed when required. Now, 
the veil gives abundant concealment, 
but does not admit of total removal, 
and is rather incoiivenietit to the 
wearer; it is apt to get in the way, 
and is in danger of causing a slovenly, 
or even a dirty, appearance; it is 
more suited for in-door, than for out- 
of-door use—more for a warm than a 
cold climate. The hood is the best 
thing we know of, for combining the 
two requisites of complete conceal¬ 
ment and complete exposure. It 
unites by its shape all the purposes 
of form, to the applicability of any 
kind of soft material; and it is suit¬ 
able to the climate of this country at 
any period of the year. But, “ how 
ugly I” the ladies will exclaim— 
“ who could bear to tie her head up 
in a pudding-bag?—Does not the very 
form of the hood approach too nearly 


to that of the head, and thus violate 
a fundamental principle of assthetics?” 
Our repl^must be, that there are 
various lliPfis of hoods, and that, if 
they be considered ugly, it is more 
from their strangeness, through long 
disuse, than from any fault in their 
natural form. Besides, tlio very prin¬ 
ciple of concealment, so essential to a 
woman's modesty, militates rather 
against the principle of beauty; we, 
admit it to be a diflicnlty—we would 
even say that the head of th<^ female 
while out-of-doors, amid tlie busy 
thi’ong, docs not admit of tlic same 
degree of oniainent as the head of the 
male. If we can make woman’s 
covering graceful, it is enough : tho 
beauty of it should bo reserved for the 
drawing-room and the bomloir—it 
should not l>e exhibited in the street. 
And after all, beauty for beauty, we 
will back a hoodagaiust a bonnet any 
day ill the week. 

Bear with us, liowcver, gciitlo 
ladies, w'hilc we <»plaiu to you liow 
'WQ would have you make and wear 
3 ^our hoods; and, to do so the better, 
examine with us some of those delight¬ 
ful portraits of the time of Rubens 
and Vandyke, when, Jimong tho 
nobler classes of females, dress had 
certainly attained a high, if not its 
highest point of jneturesque and ele¬ 
gant efiect. Look at sonu! of those 
admirable Flendsh pictures, where 
you Aviil sec niauy a pretty face en¬ 
veloped ill a fur-triinmcd hood, and 
observe how much grace ami modest 
dignity is given by that simple habili¬ 
ment. It is something of this kind 
which wc would recommend. For 
example—if a hood, so cut as not to 
admit of too dose a conformation to 
the shape of the head, were attached 
to a tippet which might descend and 
protect the jliouldei’s, or come even 
low'er, at the fancy of the wearer, and 
were fiustcncd round the neck, the 
hood itself might be elevated so as ta 
cover the licad, and might be drawn 
even over the face; or it might be in¬ 
stantly thrown back, and w'ould lie on 
the upper part of the neck in pictu¬ 
resque and graceful folds. The lines 
of such a covering, not so flowings 
indeed, as those of a veil, would yet 
be not inelegant; and they would 
afford sufficient contrast to the fea¬ 
tures of the face, while they would be 
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far superior to the unmeaning rigidity 
of the bonnet. Hoods, such as tlioso, 
are even now worn by son^adies for 
carriage purposes, or whBPgoing to 
evening parties; and they would look 
just as well in the bright light of the 
sun, as by the j>ale rays of the moon. 
Consider fnr a inomeiit the comfort 
and the utility of such a dress ; what a 
complete protection from cold, and, if 
. necessary, from wetl Even in summer, 
the hood would keep oil’ the sun’s 
beams iiiucli more effectually than 
any bonnet; it would be light, w'arm, 
portable—useable at pleasure, always 
ornamental, always becoming. These 
hoods would be of service, wiiether 
for a walk or for a journey in a car¬ 
riage ; they would not need to be dis¬ 
entangled from the person like bon¬ 
nets ; they would merely have to be 
thrown back; they never could get 
spoiled by crushing; they never 
would need cumbrous boxes to 
he carried in ; and, wdiat is 
worthy of cou3id#*ation, their cost 
might always be suited to the means 
of tlie wearer. They would admit of 
any kind of ornament that would not 
destroy their principle of utility ;—for 
ornament ceases to be ornament when 
it negatives the ])nvjmse of the object 
to winch it is ajiplied—it becomes in 
such a case a mere excrescence: tliey 
might 1)0 edged and lined witii any, 
tho most sum])tuous or the ])laiuest 
materials: they might be attached 
round the neck by rich cords of gold 
and jewelled clasps, or they might be 
fastened with simple ribands. Thus, 
in spring time, a young and high-born 
damsel might wear her hood and lip- 
pc*- of light-coloured silk or brocade, 
edged with ermine or swan’s-down, 
and attached wdth silver cords ami 
clasps of pearl—while the noble ma¬ 
tron might wear the saiijc of crimson 
or purple velvet, edged with sable, and 
attached with golden cords and dia¬ 
monds. The peavsant’s wife and 
daughter might use hoods of black, 
bine, or grey woollen cloth, lined with 
grey linen, edged with plain riband, 
and fastened with a simple button. 
How much better, how much more 


rational, how much more becoming, 
such head-dresses as these, than the 
gay but useless ribands, feathers, and 
ciiapeaux of the one class, or the mis¬ 
shapen, uncomfortable, untidy-look¬ 
ing bonnets of the other! According 
to the i)rcscnt aysteft', it is almost im¬ 
possible to infer the rank of a lady 
from her external costume—many 
a milliner’s girl has passed for a 
duchess before now—whereas by the 
adoption of ai*ticles of dress, founded 
oil principles like those of the hood, 
some decisive marks of distinction 
might be obtained. U’hns the rich 
furs and tlie jewels, or the gold bro¬ 
cade of the princess, might indeed be 
imitated by the merchant’s wife—who 
at the ]>rcscnt day is nearly her equal 
ill wealth—the re])rc3entative of i)oli- 
tical iiovver in, what is called, a con- 
stitiitioiinl government; but the shop¬ 
girl and the dauciug-mistress might 
break their hearts Avith spite, ere they 
could set u[) a system of dress in 
keeping with hoods of the kind alluded 
to. "VVe do not recommend, that dis¬ 
tinction of dress according to diifer- 
ence of rank should bo carried to an 
undue limit; for in the present age of 
the Avorld, and especially in our 
country, Avliore the basis of society is 
shifting, and where the pivots of the 
commonweal arc loose, too little dis¬ 
tinction of rank is allowed; rank is 
not resi)eeled as it ought to be; but, 
nevertheless, the promiscubns jum¬ 
bling together and confounding of all 
men is carried too far; it is one of 
the elements of republicanism and - 
anarchy that avc should do w'ell to 
discourage. To ladies, more than to 
men, would distinctions of dress be 
useful, and with them they would be 
more practicable of reintroduction ; 
anything that would tend to augment 
the outward respect of men for wo¬ 
men, and of women for each other, 
wouhi be so much gained toward a 
revival of some of the soundest max¬ 
ims of foniier days. 

Bonnets, then, to Orcus! Hoods to 
the seventh heaven I 


H. L. J. 
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G£11M.\N-AMEIIICAN ROMANCES. 
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The ViCEttOY and the Aristochacy, or Mexico in 1812. 



Part the First. 


The most obvious deli^ct of tbe 
German school of romance is the uni¬ 
versal tendency of its writers to the 
indefinite and periphrastic, and tlie 
consequent absence of the clianictcris- 
tic and the true in their descriptions 
both of human and of external nature. 
Mucli of this j)revailiug liabit may 
perhaps be attributed to the example 
of (loethe, who, in his works of fic¬ 
tion, narrati's tiic adventures of A 
and B, residing in the town of C, 
situate in some nameless and inscru¬ 
table section of Germany. And when, 
to all this mystery, is sniteraddcd the 
ponderous and ungraceful style of 
most German wiitors, and the Latin 
construction of their interminable sen¬ 
tences, for the solution of wliieli the 
reader must wade to the fimu word, 
the lack of good original novels, and 
thg universal ])reference, in Germany, 
of translations from Frencii ami 
English authors, will be readily ac¬ 
counted for. The main source of 
these defects in the Gennau writers 
nuiy be found in their retired and book¬ 
ish habitvS. Shut up in tlicir studies, 
with no companions but their books 
and^their meerscliaums, and viewing 
the external world througli the loop¬ 
holes of retreat, often anxionsy too, 
to advance and illustrate some pet 
theory of their own, their w'ritings 
smell hoiribly of the lamp, and are 
long-winded, tedious, and imna^- 
ral. Another cause of the deficiencies 
above-named, may perhajis be dis¬ 
covered in the severity of Gcrniau 
censorship, and the apprclumsioii that 
more clearness and identity in their 
descriptions of persons and places 
might bo twisted into political and 
personal allusions. 

The admitted superiority of French 
and English works of fiction, may be 
attributed to the widely different 
habits of the writers. Nearly all the 
French, and many of the English 
writers of the present day, are men of 
the world, eschewing solitude, and 
mixing largely in society. The good 


cflccts of this frequent collision with 
their fellow-men are visible in their 
works, many of which display a deep 
knowledge of human nature, a vivid 
power of description, and a command 
of dialogue, not only spirited and 
natural, but often rising with the 
occasion into draujatic point and bril¬ 
liancy. 

At length, however, anew and radi¬ 
ant star lias arisen in the cloudy finna- 
mentofGornianfiction—anovcl-writer 
whose works exhibit astrikingexample 
of entire exemption from the defects so 
evident in the great majority of his 
brethren. Tin's is a nameless person¬ 
age, known among German reviewers 
as Dcr Unhekann|j^, or the Unknown, 
and who lias broken gi’ound tliat no 
(TCi'man writer had hitherto ventured 
upon. Some have supposed him to 
be a Fcnnsylva^ian, a considerable 
jtavt of which state Avas originally 
colonizecrby (Jermaus, wliose descen¬ 
dants still, to a lai’ge extent, preserve 
the language and habits of the mother 
country. Another re})ort. stated him 
to be a native German, Avho had emi¬ 
grated to Louisiana, and established 
himself there as a planter. Nothing 
definite, in short, is known ; but 
w'hat is certain is, that he has been 
long resident in the United States and 
in Mexico, and lias made excellent 
ui^c of his opportunities for becoming 
acquainted with those countries and 
their inliabitants. Iljls subjects are, 
Avilh slight exceptions, I’raiisatlan- 
lic, his materials original, his style 
singularly natural and forcible; prov¬ 
ing that however rugged the Gemtan 
language may appear in the works of 
others, it Avili yield to the hand of a 
master, and readily adapt itself to 
every subject. 

Our readers Avill probably not have 
forgotten a series ofAmerican,Texian, 
and Mexican tales and sketches, 
which have appeared during the last 
few months in the pages of this maga¬ 
zine. With some alterations and 
adaptations, intended to render them 
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more acceptable to English tastes, and vindicated it, Avith a strong hand, 
they are selections from the works it is true, but yet with a warm heart 
of the writer above described. These and a cool judgment. In the latter 
works l^ing published, m already case it was the spring of the caged 
mentioned, anonymously, and at tiger, that for years had pined in a 
prices beyond the means of most najTow prison ben^^ the scourge of 
German readers, are but partially its keeper, whouijHkt last turned 
known and read even in Gennanj^; upon and rcut in itWny. 
and in this country tliey ai’e entii-cly Subdued by the fierce assault of a 
unknown, such portions excepted as handful of desperate adventurers, the 
have appeared without a name in our liistory of Mexico, from the earliest 
recent numbers. Having there pre^ period of its conquest, is one continu- 
sented our readers with specimens ous record of oi)pression and cruelty 
only, and for the most part of his on the one hand, of long and bitter 
latest works, we will now proceed to sufiTering on the other. Deprived of 
give them some account of one of his its religion and customs, its priesthood 
earliest and most important produc- and legitimate sovereigns mercilessly 
tions—a Mexican historical romance tortured and slain, its temples and 
of striking interest, dated two years institutions annihilated, its very liis- 
subsequently to the firet revolutionary toryand traditionsblottedout,Mexico, 
outbreak in Mexico, and exhibiting a in the hands of the Spaniards, Avas 
degree of descriptive and dramatic rapidly transfoimed from a flourishing 
power unparalleled in the whole and independent empii-e into a huge 
range of German fiction. province; Avhile its inhabitants became 

When, in the year 1776, the British a disposable horde, on whom the 
colonies, now kno|[n as the United conquerors seemed to think they were 
States of America, made their dccla- conferring a benefit, when they made 
ration of independence, the struggle gift of tliem by hundreds and tliou- 
that ensued was unmarked by any sands, like sheep or oxen, to a lawless 
circumstances of ]>ai^icu]ar atrocity or and reckless soldiery. Their houses 
blood-thirstiness, except i>erhaps, oc- and lauds, sometimes even their 
casionall}^ bn the part of ffic Indian wives and children, Avcrc snatched 
allies of either party. The figlit Avas from them, and they were driven in 
between men of the same race, avIio herds to laboin* in the mines, or con- 
had been accustomed to look upon dcinned to cany burdens over path- 
each other as countrymen and bro- less and precipitous mountains ; like 
thers, and whose sympatliies and the Gibconites of old, they wei'e made 
feelings were in many respects in uni- licAvers of Avood and drawers of >^ter 
son; it was fought hianfully and fair- to all the cougi*egation. Expelled 
ly, as beseemed civilized men in the from, the tOA\ms, and confined to ham- 
eighteenth centuiy of the Christian lets and villages, whence they were 
era. Whatever wrongs, real or ima- only summoned to toil in the service 
ginary, the British Americans had of their oppressoi-s, tliey became in 
to complain of, tliey had none that time entb*ely brutalized, losing.the 
sufficed, even in their OAvn eyes, to jus- finer and more noble qualities that 
tify reprisals or cruelties beyond those distinguish man from the beast of tlie 
which the most humanely conducted forest, and retaining only a bitter 
and least envenomed w'ars inevitably sense of their degradation, a vivid 
eiitaiL But it M^as under strikingly impression of the sufferings they daily 
different circumstances that the secqnd endured, and a gloomy instinctive 
of the two great republics which, with longing after a bloody revenge, 
the exception of British possessions, With these Indians, who, at the 
now comprise the whole civilized jior- commencement of the present century, 
tion of the North American continent, composed two-fifths of the population 
started into existence. Tu the former of Mexico, may be classed a race of 
iustauce yraA seen the young and beings etjually numerous, equally un- 
yi^roBS country which, having at- fortunate and destitute, and still wilder 
trined its miyority, and feeling itself and more despised—namely, the vari¬ 
able ix> dispense with parental guar- ous castes sprung from the intercourse 
<Haosh|p» Asserted its ind(y;)endence, of the conquerors of rite oouBtry^ of 
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their Mccessors and slaves, with the 
abori^nes. These half-bloods, who 
united the apparent stupidity and real 
apathy of the Indian with the lawless¬ 
ness and impatience of restraint of 
their white fathers, found themselves 
driven out intoH world that branded 
them for the accident of their birth; 
deprived of all property, and reduced 
to the most ignoble employments; 
continual objects of fear and detesta¬ 
tion to the better classes, because 
they had nothing to risk, and every 
thing to gain, by a political convul¬ 
sion. >Sucli were the principal ele¬ 
ments of a population which, after 
centuries of patient endurance, was at 
last roused to enter the lists and strug¬ 
gle for its independence, with all tlie 
fury of the captive wdio breaks the 
long-worn fetters from his chafed and 
bleeding limbs, and seeks liis deliver¬ 
ance in the utter extei'iniiiation of his 
jailers. 

For three hundred years had the 
Mexicans groaned under the lash of 
their taskmasters, ruled by inoiiarchs 
whom they never beheld, and enduring 
innumerable evils, without nourishing 
a single relicllious or revolutionary 
thought. If the bi'eezeof liberty that 
blew over from the north, occasionally 
awakened in their minds the kka of 
an improved state of things, the hope, 
or rather wish, speedily dicnl away, 
crushed and annihilated under the 
well-combined system of oppression 
em|||o 3 'ed by the Spaniai'ds. The no¬ 
bles had ranged themselves entirely 
on the side of the government, the 
middle classes had followed their ex¬ 
ample, and the people were compelled 
to obey. All was quiet in Mexico, 
long after insurrections had broken 
out in Spanish colonics further south ; 
and this state-of tranquillity was not 
even disturbed, when news wore 
brought of the invasion of Spain by 
its hereditary foe, of the occupation 
of Madrid byFi'cnch armies, and of 
the scenes of butchery tliat took place 
in that capital on the second day of 
May 1808. The Mexicans, lar fi‘om 
availing themselves of this favourable 
opportunity to proclaim their^own 
independence, hastened to give proofs 
of their sympathy with the aggrieved 
honour of the mother ebuntry; and on 
all sides resounded curses upon the 
head ''of the powerful usurper who 


had ousted their legitimate but un¬ 
known monarch from his throne, and 
now detained hkn in captivity. In¬ 
telligence' of the Junta’s declaration 
of war against Napoleon was received 
with unbounded applause, and all 
were striving to demonstrate their 
enthusiasm in the most eflScient man¬ 
ner, when a royal decree arrived, 
issued by the very prince whose mis¬ 
fortunes they were deploj'ing, and by 
-which Mexico was ordered to recog¬ 
nise as its sovereign the brother of 
that usurper wlio had dispossessed its 
rightful king. 

A stronger proof of Ferdinand’s un- 
worthincss to rule, could liardly have 
been given to the Mexicans than the 
decree in question. Loyalty had long 
bexn an article of faith with the whole 
nation; but even as the blindest 
superstition is sonicfimcs inetamor- 
])iiosed on a sudden into total infide¬ 
lity, passing from one extreme to the 
other, so was all feeling of loyalty 
nttcriy extinguished in the breast of 
the Mexican people by this instance 
of regal abjectness. It would have 
been long before they rc^'olted against 
^eir hereditary Spanish ruler; but to 
mid themselves given away bj' him. 
in so if^ominious a manner, w'as a 
degradation which they felt the more 
deeply from its being almost the only 
one that had been hitherto spared 
tlicin. Discontent was universal; and 
by a unanimous and popular move¬ 
ment, the decree was publicly burned. 

AVifli just indignation did theJMex- 
icans now discover that those persona 
who had hitherto most prided them¬ 
selves on tlieir loyalty and fidelity to 
tlic king and the reigning dynasty, 
■were precisely' tlie first to transfer 
their allegiance to the new sovereign. 
The whole of the government officers, 
Spaniards nqjirly to a man, hastened 
to take measures for tlie surrender 6f 
the nation to its now ruler, without 
even enquiring whether it ^approved 
of the change. One man only was in 
favour of a more honourable expedi¬ 
ent, and that man was Iturrigaray, 
the viceroy. Well acquainted with 
the cow'ardicc and cunning of his cap¬ 
tive sovereign, the former of which 
qualities had dictated the decree, ho 
had nevertheless formed a plan to 
preserve Mexico for hhn, in accord¬ 
ance with the wish of its popiatioa. 
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or alive, all those conceme^^in it. 
With the prospect of certain death 
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A jnnta, composed of Spaniards and 
of the most distinguished Mexicans, 
was to represent the nation till the 
arrival of further news or orders from 
Europe. This plan was generally ap¬ 
proved of by the Mexicans, who look¬ 
ed forward with unbounded delight to 
the moment when they should have a 
voice in the public affairs of their 
couatiy. The joy was universal; but 
in the very midst of this joy, and of 
the preliminaries to the carrying out 
of this project, the author of it, the 
viceroy himself, was seized in his pa¬ 
lace by his own coiiiitryinen, conduct¬ 
ed with his family to Vera Cruz, and 
shipped off to Spain as a state pri¬ 
soner. 

By this lawless proceeding, it was 
made evident to the weakest compre¬ 
hension, that so long as the Spaniard 
ruled, the Mexican must remain in a 
state of unconditional slavery j tliat 
ho could never ho)>c to obtain a share 
in the management of his country; and 
that the act of violence of which Itur- 
rigaray had been the victim, had been 
solely caused by the disposition he 
had shown to pave the way for the 
gradual emancipation of the Creoles. 
From this moment may be ^ted the 
decision of the Mexicans to get rid of 
tlic Spaniards at any price; and a 
conspiracy was immediately organiz¬ 
ed, which was joined by at least a 
hundred of the principal Creoles, and 
by a far Lirgor number of the middle 
classes, and of the military—the object 
being to shake off the ignominious 
yoke that pressed so heavily upon 
them. The treason of one of the con¬ 
spirators, who on his death-bed, in 
confession, betrayed his confederates, 
accelerated the outbreak of the plot. 

It was at nine o’clock on the even¬ 
ing of the 15th September 1810, that 
Don Ignacio Allendo y JJnzaga, cap¬ 
tain in the royal regiment de la Rejpia^ 
came in all haste from Gueretaro to 
Dolores, ,and burst into the dwelling 
of Padre Hidalgo, the parish priest of 
the latter place, with news that the 
conspiracy had been discovered, and 
an order issued to take prisoners, dead 


before their eyes, the two conspirators 
held a short consultation, and then 
hastened to announce to their friends 
their firm decision to stake their lives 
upon the freedom of their country. 
Two officers, the lieutenants Abasalo 
and Aldama, and several musicians, 
friends and companions of the cura, 
joined them, and by these men, thir¬ 
teen in number, was the gi’eat Mexi¬ 
can revolution begun, 

Whiist Hidalgo, a crucifix in his 
left hand, a pistol in his right, hur¬ 
ried to the prison and set at liberty 
the crjiniiials confined there, Aliendc 
proceeded to the houses of the Spanish 
inhabitants, 'and compelled them t# 
deliver up their plate and ready mo¬ 
ney. Then, with the cry of “ Viva la 
Independencia^ y muera el mol (johi- 
erno P' the insurgents paraded the 
streets of Dolores. The whole of the 
Indian population ranged themselves 
under the banner of their beloved 
curate, who, in a few hours, found 
himself at the head of some thousand 
men. They took the road to Miguel 
cl Grande, and, before reaching that 
place, were joined by eight hundred 
recruits from Allende’s I’cgiment. 
Shouting their war-cry of “ Death to 
the Gacliupins!”* the.rebels reached 
San Felipe; in three days their niim- 
bei*s amounted to twenty thousand; 
at Zelaya, awholeregiment of Mexican 
infantry, and a portion of the ca’^|Iry 
regiment of the Principe, came over 
to them. On they went, ‘‘Mucran 
los GachupinosI” still their cry, to 
Guaniixato, the richest city in Mexico, 
where they were joined by some more 
troops. Indians kept flowing in from 
all sides, and the m©b; for it was little 
more, soon reached fifty thousand 
men. The fortified alhondega, or 
graitary, at Guanaxato, was taken by 
storm; the Spaniards and Creoles who 
had shut themselves up there with 
tlieir treasures, were massaci*ed; up¬ 
wards of five millions of hard dollars 
fell into the hands of the insurgents. 
This success brought more Indians 


* Gachupin is an untranslatable word of Mexican origin. The Spaniards as¬ 
serted it to mean a lu^ro on horseback; the Indians and coloured races> who ap- 
{died it as a term of contempt and reproach to the Spaniards and their dependent 
Creoles, understood by it a thief. 
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drama was over, within six months 
after the bloody curtain had been 


l6.] 

from all parts of the country. There 
were soon eighty tiioiusand men col¬ 
lected together, but amongst them 
were hardly four thousand muskets, 
Pressing forward, by way of Valla¬ 
dolid, towards Mexico, they totally 
defeated ColonclTruxillo at Las Cru¬ 
ces, and, on the 31st October, looked 
down from the rising ground of Santa 
Fe upon the capital city, within the 
walls of which were thirty thousand 
Lq^eros,* who awaited but the sig¬ 
nal to break into open insnrrection. 
Only two lliousand troops of the line 
garrisonefl Mexico; Calleja, the 
comniander-in-chief, was a hundred 
leagues oir; anotlier general, the 
Count of Cadena, sixty;, in the 
mountains the people were rising in 
favour of the revolution; another pa¬ 
triot chief was mnreliiiig IromTialne- 
patla to "support IJidalgo, while the 
vic(*roy was ])rcparing to retire to 
Vera Cruz. The fate of Mexico was, 
according to all appearance, about to 
be decided ; one bold assault, and the 
Indians would again be the rulers of 
the, country. But on the very day 
after their arrival within sight of 
Mexico, Hidalgo, with las hundred 
and ten thousand men, commenced a 
retreat. The capital was saved ; and 
from that day may be dated the suf¬ 
ferings and reverses of the patriots. 
On the 7th November, at Acxdco, 
Hidalgo met the united Spanish and 
Creole army, and was defeated in the 
comliat that ensued. Soon afterwards, 
Allendc experienced a like misfortune 
at Maifil; and a third action, near 
C’aldoron, decided tlie fate of the 
campaign, llidalgo himself was be¬ 
trayed at Acalito, witli fifty of his 
companions, and put to death. 

T'he tirst act* of the revolutionary 


raised; but the torch of insurrection, 
far from being extinguished liy the 
fall of its bearer, had divided and 
multiplied itself, as if to spread the 
conflagration with more certainty. 
'J'housands of those who had escaped 
from the battle-fields of AcuJeo, Mar- 
lil, and Calderon, now spread them¬ 
selves through the different provinces, 
and commenced a war of extermina¬ 
tion tliat was destined, slowly but 
surely, to sweep away their unap- 
pcfisable 1^’ants. Most of these 
j)aiKis were commanded by pnests, 
lawyers, or adveiilun;rs, who acted 
without plan or concert, and iiosscss- 
od little or no qualification for their 
post as leaders, save their hatred of 
the Clachnpins. But few of the better 
class of (b'colcs were to be found 
amongst the insurgents; and the strife 
was to all appearance between the 
Imlians and ludf-bloods, on the one 
band, and the property and intelii- 
gence of the country, represented by 
tlic 8] laniards and Creoles, on the 
other. 

Tiic Creoles, although considerably 
less opjiressed than the coU)ured races, 
had felt tnemselves more so; because, 
being more enlightened and civilized, 
they had a livelier feeling and percep¬ 
tion of the yoke than the Indiana and 
half-castes. ChiUlren and descendants 
of the Spaniards, who looked with 
sovereign contempt upon every thing 
Creole, even to their own offspring, 
the wliite Mexicans imbibed hatred 
of Spain almost with their mothers’ 
milk. Far from enjoying what the 
letter of the law gave them, the same 
rights as tlieir European fathers, they 
found themselves driven back among 


* The word J^^poros, which, literally translated, means lepers, Is the term ap¬ 
plied to the homeless and bousoless wretches who are to be seen wandering by 
thousands about the city and suburbs of Mexico. They consist of beggars, me¬ 
chanics, wTiters, and even artists. The most industrious amongst them work one, 
or at roost two, days in the week, and the dress of these consists of thin trousers, 
a sort of cloak, and a straw hat. Their dwelling is in any hole or corner, under 
the arcades of the houses, or in the mud cottages of the suburbs. Some of the 
work they produce is wonderful for its beauty and ingenuity. They manufacture the 
finest gold chains, surpassing any thing of the kind that is to be found in Europe. 
Their statuettes and images of saints are ofteu masterpieces. During the revolu¬ 
tion their character as a class became materially worse. There are more than 
ten thousand of them who do literally nothing, possess nothing, and lie about the 
streets stark naked, with the exception of a tattered woollen blanket. 
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the people; while all offices and posts 
were filled by Spaniards, who, for the 
most part, came to Mexico in rags, 
and left it possessed of immense 
wealth. Even the jmseasion of mag¬ 
nificent estates, with theiv incalculable 
subterranean treasures, was of preca¬ 
rious benefit to the Creoles; for the 
Spaniards paid small respect to the 
laws of property, and, in the name of 
their royal master, assumed unlimited 
power over the land. 

The bitterness of feeling consequent 
on this state of things, afc Icngtli rous¬ 
ed into activity the lat^t desire of 
freedom from the Spanish rule, a free¬ 
dom which was to have been obtained 
by the conspiracy already referred to. 
On a given day, there was to have 
been a general rising throughout 
Mexico; all the Spanish oflkers and 
employes were to have been aiTcstcd, 
and tiioir places filled by Creoles; the 
seaports were to have l)cen seized and 
garrisoned, so as to prevent succours 
coming to the Spaniards from the 
neighbouring island of CuImi. Tlie 
discovery and premature outbreak of 
the plot, as already mcntione.d, were 
the causes of its failure, Hidalgo, 
who was tqo dec])ly compromised to 
recede, had put himself at the head 
of the revolution, and enraged against 
the Creoles, who had, for the most 
part, managed to draw their heads 
out of the noose, commenced with his 
Indians a war of extermination that 
spared neither Spaniards nor Creoles. 
This terrible blunder on the part of 
the soldier-priest, of itself decided the 
fate of the outbreak. Tiie Creoles 
were compelled to unite with the 
very Spaniards whose downfall they 
had been plotting; and it was mainly 
through their co-operation that the 
three battles with the rebels had been 
won. Thft Spaniards, however, in¬ 
stead of being grateful for the assist¬ 
ance they had received from the 
Creoles, persisted in looking upon: the 
latter as a pack of unlucky rebels, 
whose treason had not. even been ren¬ 
dered respectable by auceess. 

Enraged at the revolt that had 
threatened to deprive their king of 
his supremacy, and themselves of the 
plunder of the richest country in tlie 
world, the laniards applied them¬ 
selves ^ to obviate the possibility of 
any future rebellion, by pretty much 


the same measures that ^$e*JijUQtor 
takes to secure himself a^inst the 
stings of the bees before seizing tjmir 
honey, namely, by fire and the ^xe. 
Twenty-four cities, both Jarge and 
small, and innumerabto villages, were 
razed to the ground during the first 
eighteen months of the revolution, 
and their inhabitants utterly exter¬ 
minated, as a piinishiHcnt for having 
favoured the insurgents. Even then, 
these bigoted and barbarous servants 
of legitimacy were not satisfied with 
this Avholesale slanglitor. Through 
the medium of the church, #nd in the 
name of the divine Trinity and of the 
blessed Virgin, tliey proclaimed a 
solemn fimncsty, and those among 
the credulous and unfortunate rebels 
who availed themselves of it were 
mercilessly massacred. This' infa¬ 
mous and blasphemous piece of bad 
faith rendered any pacification of the 
country impossible, and Avent far to¬ 
wards uniting the whole population 
against its contcmptiblo and blood- 
tliirsty tyrants. 

Amongst the adventurers who had 
joined Hidalgo on his tnumi)hant 
inanili from Guaiiaxato to Mexico, 
was his old friend and schoolfellow, 
Morellos, rector of Nucupetaro. Hi¬ 
dalgo n'ceiv(*d liiin as a brother, and 
commissioned him to raise the stan¬ 
dard of revolt in the south-western 
provinc<‘8 of ^Icxieo. Mtn'cllos, who 
was thou sixty years of age, repaired 
to his appointed i)OSt with only five 
followers. In Tctalan he was joined 
by twenty negroes, to whom he pro¬ 
mised their freedom ; and soon after¬ 
wards several Creoles ranged them¬ 
selves under his banner. Unlike the 
unfortunate Hidalgo, he began the 
war on a small scale, aiid after the 
fashion of those guerillas who in Spain 
bad done so much mischief to the 
French armies. Gradually enlarging 
the sphere of his operations, he had, 
daring a sixteen montlis’ warfare, 
gained several not unimportant ad¬ 
vantages over the Spanish generals. 
Keport rci)rescnted him as a man of 
grave and earncstcharacter—quite the 
converse of the hasty and unreflecting 
Hidalgo—of sound judgment, kre- 
proacliaWe morals, and fai‘ more libe¬ 
ral and extended views than could 
have been expected from the confined 
education oi a Mexican priest. The 
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fuflufence b« . possessed over the In¬ 
dians was said to be unbounded. 

At tlie time at which the action of 
the book now before us commences, 
namely, upon a carnival day of tlio 
year 1812, Morellos had marched into 
the vicinity of Mexico at tlie head of 
his little army. The princijml leaders 
of the patriots, Vittoria, Guercro, 
Bravo, Ossouruo, and others, had 
placed themselves under his orders ; 
and the moral weight of his name 
seemed to be at last producing what 
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had been wanting since tlie death|||^ 
Hidalgo—namely, that unanimity m 
the operations of the patriots, and 
that degree of discipline amongst their 
trooi)s, which were calculated to gain 
them the confidence of the nation. 

The first two chapters of the “Vice¬ 
roy ” are of so striking a nature, and 
give such strange and startling 
glimpses cf the state of Mexican so¬ 
ciety and feeling at that period, that/ 
with some slight abridgement, we 
shall here translate them both. 


Chavieu the Fiust. 

‘ *Tia known, at U^ast it should be, that throughout 
All countries of the Catholic pcrbUDsiuti, 

Some weeks before Shrove Tuesday comes about, 

The people take tlicir hll of rerreation. 

And buy repentance, ere they grow devout, 

IlnwcvtT high their rank, or low their station,* 

Witli fiddling, feasting, dancing, drinking, masking, 

And other things which may bo had for asking." 

Byrov. 


The siesta was over; and the pro¬ 
found stillness in which the capital of 
New Spain had been buried during 
the preceding two hours, was sud¬ 
denly broken by the Initn of iuuunie- 
rablc voices. The noise, which com¬ 
menced in the Bubui’bs, extended it¬ 
self rapidly, and increased almost to a 
roar, scaring away the gallinazos and 
other birds of prey, tliat were as usual 
seeking food in the streets and squares 
of tlie city of Mexico. Thousands of 
th e inhabi tailts arose from tliei r resting- 
places under the porticoes of iiouses, 
churches, and palaces, or hurried foi'th 
from the great bazar, eager to cele¬ 
brate the carnival with that boundless 
mirtli and license by wliich Homan 
Catholic nations seem to console 
themselves for the fasts and priva¬ 
tions that arc to succeed it. 

'I'he variety of the costumes in 
which the maskers had arrayed them¬ 
selves was endless, while the profanity 


of some of them was no less remark¬ 
able. Here might be seen a gigantic 
tenatero^ or porter, in a sergeant’s 
jacket, andw’ith the enormous cocked 
hat of a Spanish general upon his 
head, a globe and sceptre in one hand, 
in the other a pasteboard cross, strut¬ 
ting proudly about in the character 
of the Redeemer of Atolnico;* while 
around him a party of Indians, Zam- 
bos, and Metises, metamorphosed into 
Apostles, riiarisccs, and Jewish wo¬ 
men, performed dances of very ques¬ 
tionable propriety in honour of their 
divine master. Jn another place, 
Adam and Eve were incessantly 
driven out of Paradise by an angel 
with a fiaming sword — the three 
figures resembling very much the same 
persons, as they used to be repre¬ 
sented in the, halfpenny woodcuts of 
the past century. Beside them, Dios 
el Padre led off - a dance to the sound 
of a cracked guitar,whichStCecilia was 


♦ The chapel of the Redeemer of Atolnico is situated on the summit of a steep 
and high mountain, two and a half leagues from Miguel el Grande, and is much 
resorted to by pilgrims. On the high altar are statues of the Saviour, the Virgin 
Mary, and Mary Magdalen, of solid silver, studded with rubies and emeralds. 
There are also in the some church thirty other altars, with statues as large as life, 
pillars, crosses, and candlesticks, all of the same metal. The sums that are each 
year offered up at this shrine, are said to amount to considerably more than one 
hundred thousand dollars. 
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aging as an accompaniment to the 

il melody of the gangaso; * and a 
little further on, the ehild Jesus, 
mounted on a jackass, was flj'ing into 
Egypt, and squirting, as he went, 
streams of water into the open win¬ 
dows of houses, and into tlie faces of 
the passers-by. Mingled with the 
mummers wore crowds of loathsome 
Uperos; and again, amongst tliese 
might be seen numerous gi'oups of 
perfumed dandies and elegantly dress¬ 
ed Indies, who contrasted with the 
throng of Indians as swamp-lilies do 
with the filth and corruption of a pesti¬ 
lential marsh. In spite of the broad 
sunlight, rockets were going off on all 
sides, to the great amusement of the 
Indians, who burst out into screams 
of wild delight each time that one of 
the fiery missiles caused alarm and 
confusion amongst the gaily attired 
dames who thronged the balconies, 
and gazed down from their windows 
upon the motley scene. The con¬ 
trast of all this movement and uproar 
with the silence and solitude that had 
reigned so few moments before, was 
startling. It was as if the earth had 
suddenly opened and vomited forth 
the thousands of Mulattoes and Zain- 
bos, Indians, Metises, and Creoles,! 
that now sang, danced, chattered, 
screamed, and shouted—dc)ing their 
utmost worthily to play their part in 
the time-honoured satunialia of the 
Romish chnrch. 

Differing from the custom of more 
refined, although perhaps not more 
enlightened, countries, only a very few 
of the numerous parties of maskers 
seemed to aim, by their costume or 
action, at a satire on the follies, foibles, 
ur occurrences of the times. Kow 
and then, however, an exception was 
to be met with \ and this was especi¬ 
ally remarkable in a g^'oup which it 
becomes necessary hero to describe. 

It consisted of twelve persons, the 
majority of whom were ianta^itically 
attired in the national costumes of the 
various Indian tribes. These were 


grouped round a carro^ or two-wheeled 
cart, in so picturesque a manner, that 
it was easy to see that their per¬ 
formance had been preconcerted and 
rehearsed. They wore symbols of 
mourning, and seemed acting as pall¬ 
bearers and followers of a funeral; 
while ui)on the cart itself were two 
figures, in which the horrible and the 
comic were blended after a most ex¬ 
traordinary fashion. One of them 
was a Torso, from whose breast and 
headless neck, and from the stumps 
of his arms and legs, blood was inces¬ 
santly dropping, and as fast as it 
dropped, it was greedily licked up by 
several persons in Spanish masks and 
dresses. The mutilated form seemed 
still to liavc life in it, for it groaned 
and gave out hollow sounds of agony 
and complaint; at tlie same time 
struggling, but in vjflu, to shake off 
a monster that sat vampire-like upon 
its body, and dug its tiger claws into 
the bnsast of the sufferer. The aspect 
of this monster was as strange as that 
of its victim. It had the cowl, and 
the sleek but sinister countenance of 
a well-fed Dominican friar; on its 
right hand was fixed a blazing torch, 
on its left stood a dog that barked 
continually ; its head was covered 
with a brass basin, apparently meant 
to represent the barber helmet of the 
knight of La Mancha. From the 
shoulders of the figure protruded a 
pair of dusky wings, not unlike those 
with wliich grilHns and other fabulous 
monsters are represented in old books 
of heraldry; its back "was terminated 
by tlie tail of the coyote, or Mexican 
wolf; wliile the claws with which it 
seemed digging into the very bowels 
of the Torso, were those of a caguar 
or tiger. 

This singular pageant passed through 
the Tacuba street into that of San 
Agustin, thence through the Plateria 
and the Callc Aguila into the quarter 
of the city known as the Trespana, 
where it came to a halt before the 
hotel of the same name. l)uring this 


* A monotonous species of dance. 

! Creoles are bom in Mexico of white parents. The Metises are the descend¬ 
ants of whites and Indians, the Mulattoes of whites and Negroes, the Zambos, or 
Chinos, of Negroes and Indians. The unmixed races are Spaniards, Creoles, 
Indians, and Negroes. SaUa-atroB, literally, a spring backwards, is the term 
applied to those of whom the mothers were of a whiter race than the fathers. 
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progress, tlie crowd of Indians, Me¬ 
tises, and other coloured races, had 
been augmented by numerous parties 
of Creoles; while the Spaniards con¬ 
tented themselves with gazing dis¬ 
trustfully at the procession from the 
windows of their houses. The strange 
group was now surrounded by thou¬ 
sands of Zambos, Creoles, Metises, 
and Indians, presenting a variety and 
originality of costume, physiognomy, 
and colour—a contact and contrast of 
the most costly and sumptuous habi¬ 
liments with the meanest and most 
disgusting rags, such as it would be 
in vain to seek in any other country 
than Mexico. 

Amongst the most elegantly dressed 
of those whom tlie enigmatical mas¬ 
querade attracted, was a young man, 
of whom it would have been difficult 
to say to what race he belonged. His 
face was covered by a, closelj^-htting 
silkeu mask, in which every hue of 
the rainbow was blended, but which, 
nevertheless, was adapted so admi¬ 
rably to his features, as at first to 
leave the spectators in doubt -.vhether 
it were not the real colour of his skin. 
He skipped airily out of the fonda of 
Tresj)ana iuto the stivet, cast a keen 
but hast}" glance around him, and then 
began to make his way through the 
mob that surrounded the pageant. 
There was a nameless something in his 
manner and aj)peara.nce tliat caused 
the throng to open him a willing pas¬ 
sage towards the object of general 
cariosity. 

“ Foolish mob I brainless mob ! 
swinish mob ! ” cried the stranger, 
when he at length stood beside the 
cart upon which the monster was still 
rending its hapless victim ; “ w liither 
are ye running, and pressing, and 
crow'ding, and what are ye come to 
see ? Know ye not that in Mexico 
it is forbidden to sec, especially to see 
clearly ? ” 

The tone of the speaker, his sudden 
appearance, and the bold originality 


of his manner, contrasted strongjy 
with the timidity of the other Creoles, 
who had all in their turn approached 
the cart cautiously, viewed it for a 
few moments with an air of mistrust, 
and then withdrawn themselves to a 
distance, in order to await in safety 
what might next ensue. The daring 
address of the new"-comer, so different 
from this prudent behaviour, did not 
fail to attract universal attention. 

“ What now, men of Mexico, or of 
Aiialiuac, if you prefer that name, 
Aztecs and Tcnochtitlans and Otho- 
mites, and Metises and Zambos and 
Salta-atras, and wdiites, whom the 
devil fly away with,” added he in a 
lower tone, “ or at least ^th one- 
twentieth of them?” * 

“ Bravo !” vociferated hundreds of 
Metises and Zambos, whom the last 
few" words had suddenly (^lightened 
as to the political opinions of the 
sj)cakcr. “Bravo! Esvuchad! Hear 
him ! ” 

'J1io object of this applause W'as ap¬ 
parently busied examining the com¬ 
position of the pageant. When silence 
was restored, he again turned to the 
crowd. 

“ And so you w"ould li^e to know 
what it means?” said he. “ Fools I 
know yc not that knowledge is for¬ 
bidden ? And yet, if you arc any 
better than a parcel of mules, you 
may sec and undt;rstaud.” 

“ And if we are no better than 
mules?” cried a voice. 

“ Then will I be your arriero^ and 
drive yon,” replied the stranger 
laughing, and tripping round the cart. 

“ Mules ! ay, Madre de Dios I that 
are yc, and have been all tlie days , 
of your lives, ever since the gloomy 
Gacliupin yonder”—and he pointed to 
the monster, half monk, half beast— 
“ Iras chosen^br his resting-place the 
body of the poor unhappy creature, 
whom some call Anahuac, someMox- 
itli, and some Guatemozin.f Mules, 
ay, threefold mules I Poor mules I ” 


* The Spaniards, at the period here referred to, (1812,) the rulers and tyrants 
of Mexico, were estimated at 60,000 souls, or one-twentieth of the white popula¬ 
tion of the country. 

f Anahuac, the ancient name of Mexico. Mexitli, the god of war of the Mexi¬ 
cans. Guatemozin^the last Mexican emperor. He was tortured in the time of 
Cortes, to induce mm to reveal the place where his treasures were concealed; 
and subsequently hung for conspiracy, by order of the same Spanish chief. 
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ffiaal«s f^si'gVied ^ sur- 
yiaimSiag, ap^tators, gazing alter- 
aat^y at the speaker and at the 
bleeding Torso- 

"On a sudden, the masked cayalier 
nis^ the cowl of the monster-monk, 
and the severed head of the Torso 
rolled out from it. The featu^s were 
Indian, modelled and coloured in so 
masterly a manner, that the resem¬ 
blance they were intended to convey 
struck every body, and hundreds of 
voices simultaneou^y cgcclaimed— 


“ Guatemoalu! ” * 

“ Gu^mozla!" was repeated from 
mouth im mouth, while the pregonero 
or crier, as the crowd had already 
christened the speaker, coa|lnaed to 
life the veil from the significant alle¬ 
gory before him. 

“ See!” cried he, *^bere have his 
claws struck deepest. ’Tis in Gaan- 
axato and Guadalajara.’’ 

A shudder seemed to run through 
the crowd. 

H -piQ Gachu[^n,” continued 
the pregonero with a strange laugh, 
“ who would fain play with you the 
same game that he did three centuries 
since with poor Guatemozin, And 
see! ’tis Guatemozin’a ghost that ap¬ 
pears bleeding before ye, and claims 
vengeance at your hands I ” 

It had now become evident to the 
Burroimd^ng crowd, that the pageant 
had a deep and dangerous political 
meaning. The spectators had greatly 
increased, and were each moment in¬ 
creasing, in number; the fiat roofs 
and the miradores, or latticed bal¬ 
conies, of the surrounding houses, 
were crowded with gazers, while the 
street presented the appearance of a 
sea of ^ad$. A deep silence reined, 
broken only by an occasional whisi^er, 
or by the peculiar kind of low shud¬ 
dering mtumur that the Indian is apt 
to tit^r when reminded of the power 
and prospjseity of bla fb)*ofatbers. Sud¬ 
denly there w^ a loud cry. 

“ yiglbuM^a I VigUaneia I ” was 
shouted firoaat'tkdUt^tbalc(m The 
word passed ftom to ra 
“ VigltettciatepCat^ &te prego- 
\ thanks, Sefioras y 

added he, with a laugh and 
Aeil^t bow, and then was lost in the 
Crowd. Thera was a morement round 






the gh^atty gro^upW the cart, wy^h 
the next, instant i^ppeared; and 
when the i^guazils, by the M of their 
staves, had forced themselves a paa^ 
sage to the spot where the pageant 
hsd 'been, no trace of it remained 
save fragments of wood and paste¬ 
board, that were showered &om all 
sides upon their detested heads. The 
crowd itself separated and dispersed 
in different directions; no inconsider¬ 
able portion of it entering the hot^, 
in front of which the scene had 
passed. 

This hotel or fonda^ the first in 
Mexico at that time, was then, as 
now, a gi*eat resort of the highest and 
lowest classes of the population—that 
is to say, of the greatest luxury and 
most squalid misery that the world 
can show. The ground floor was 
used as a sort of bazar, in which 
various articles of Mexican manufac¬ 
ture were exposed for sale; while the 
rooms on the upper story were appro¬ 
priated to the reception of guests, and 
furnished with a sumptuousness that 
contrasted strangely with the appear¬ 
ance of the majority of those who fVe- 
quented them. 

Id the first of these rooms stood a 
kng and bi'oad table, somewhat re¬ 
sembling a billiard-table, but upon 
which, instead of balls and cues, were 
piles of silver and gold, amounting to 
tiiousands of dollars ; while the ward¬ 
robe of the plajbrs, who sat and stood 
around, did not appear to be worth a» 
many farthings. Excepting the jinglo' 
of the money, and the words *Snenor and 
Senoria^ occasionally uttered, scarcely 
a sound was heal'd; but upon the ex¬ 
cited and eager countenance of the 
gamblers, which varied with every 
change in their luck, might be read 
the flushed exultation of %e winners, 
and the suppressed fury of the less 
fbrtunater-a fury that, to judg|e from 
their fiery glances and set teeth, might 
momentanly be expected to break out 
into fierce and deadly strife. 

. The occupants of the second saloon 
wi^, if possible, atlll more repulsive 
than those of the first. Men, women, 
and children—some half nak^df-some 
with the most loathsome ra|;is fiw s 
covering—were lying, ^tfng, squat¬ 
ting, and crouching In eveiy part oi 
the room—some into a kind ol 

dose— othma, on the contrary,, ac- 
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lively engaged in ridding their own 
and their children's heads of those m- 
hal)itants that seemed to constitute 
the sole wealth of this class of people 
—an occupation which they pursued 
with' as great zeal and ap[)arcnt in¬ 
terest, as if it had been absolutely 
essential to the proper celebration of 
the festival-day. A third room was 
devoted to the chocolate and sangaree 
drinkers, who might be seen empty¬ 
ing their cups and glasses with as 
much satisfaction and relish, as if the 
sight of the poverty and squalor that 
surrounded them gave additional zest 
to the draught; while, all about them, 
between and under chairs, tables, and 
benches, the wretched L<^peros lay 
grovelling. Parties of richly-dressed 
Spaniards and (Jreoles, both men and 
women, their eyes still heavy from 
the siesta, were each moment enter¬ 
ing, preceded by negro or mulatto 
gij’ls carrying cigars and sweetmeats, 
and screaming outj “ Plaza., j^laza^ 
por nueatras s^iora&l —Make way 
for our ladies! ” A summons, or ra¬ 
ther command, whicli the cortejos.^ 
with their sticks and sabres, were 
ever ready to enforce. 

Caramha! Que bella y querida 
compawa ! ’* exclaimed, on a sudden, 
the same voice that a short time pre¬ 
viously had explained the dangerous 
allegory in the street below. The 
owner of the voice, however, wore 
another mask and dress, although his 
present costume, like his previous one, 
was that of a caballero or gentleman. 
He glanced round the room with tlnit 
supercilious air which young men of 
fashion and quality are apt to as¬ 
sume when amongst persons^ whom 
they consider immeasurably inferior 
to themselves. 

“ C—jo a la bonanza I Hercs to 
try my luck! ” cried he, stepping up 
to the gambling table, and placing a 
rouleau of dollars on |i card, which 
the next moment won. “ Bravo, 

bravissimol Doble!”^ 

He won a second time, and placed 
the stake, which was now a heavy 
one, upon a fresh card. 

“ Triple! ” cried he. Fortune again 
favoured him. His luck still holding 
good, he won a fourth time; and the 
banker, rising from his scat with a 
savage curse upon his lips, pushed 
over the whole of his bank to the for- 

VOL. LVII. NO. CCCLII. 


tniiate player, and left the table with 
a look of hate and rage that one would 
have thought must be the prelude to a 
stab. Nothing of thesort, however, ep- 

sued. The man removed from his ears 

the two reals which,*according to Mexi¬ 
can usage, he had stuck thei*e for luck; 
called to the waiter, and uttered the 
word “ ciyarros!'^'' as he showed one 
coin, and ayuardiente de cana ! as 
he exhibited the other. Having thus 
disposed of his last real, lie draped 
his cloak over his shoulder with such 
skill, that the end of it hung down to 
his heels, concealing the tattered con¬ 
dition of that very essential part of 
his dress called trousers. He then 
awaited, with perfect composure, the 
refreshment he had ordered. Mean- 
while, the forftiiiate winner took a 
couple of reals from a small purse, 
stuck one in each ear, accompanying 
the action with the sign of the cross, 
and prepared in hia turn to hold the 
bank. 

“ Plazoy yavUlas ! ” cried several 
voices just at this moment. “ Make 
room, knaves, for the seiloras ! ” and 
in came a party of Spanish soldiers, ac¬ 
companied by their mistresses—the 
latter dressed out in a styJe that many 
European ladies of the highest rank 
might well have envied. Before each 
of tiieui walked three mulatto girls, 
whose sole dress consisted of a short 
and loosely-fitting silk petticoat, 
reaching to the knees; their hair being 
confined in nets of gold thi-cad, and 
their arms encircled with bracelets of 
the same metal. One of these hand¬ 
maidens bore an open box of cigars, 
out of which the lady and her cortejo 
from time to time helped tliemselves; 
another had a basket with various 
comfits, which was also frequently 
put in requisition, and the third car¬ 
ried the pur#e. 

Plaza I ” was again the ciy; and 
at the same time, the companions of 
the ladies, well-conditioned sub- 
officers of the Spanish troops, swung 
their canes and sabres, and the terri¬ 
fied Indians, and Metises, and Zam- 
bos tumbled and rolled off their 
benches and chairs as if they had 
been mowed down. 

“ Demonio ! What is all this ? ” 
exclaimed the new banker, who had 
already taken his seat at the table, 
but now sprang suddenly up. “ Por 
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todos basios et hastas de todo el mundo — 
By every card in the pack I ”- 

He spoke in so threateniDg a tone, 

, and his gesticulation was so thorough¬ 
ly Mexican in its vehemence, that 
three of the sergeants sprang upon 
him at once. 

Gojo^ que quiere^ ? Hog I what 
do you mean ? ” 

“ Hog 1 ” rcjicated the Mexican, 
and his right hand disappeared under 
his cloak—amovement wliich was im¬ 
mediately imitated by the owners of 
the white, black, brown, and greenish 
physiognomies by which lie ^Ya» sur¬ 
rounded. The three Spaniards step- 
])ed back as jirocipitately as they had 
advanced. Meanwhile, the fourth 
sergeant approached the tahle, and, 
seizing upon the caftls, invited the 
company to stake their money against 
a bank wiiich he put <lown. Tlic clfect 
of this invitation was no loss extra¬ 
ordinary tlian rapid. The same men 
who, an instant before, had been ready 
to espouse their countryman’s quarrel 
to the death—for such had been the 
meaning of the mysba-ious fumbling 
under the cloaks—no sooner perceived 
that the cards liad changed masters, 
than they called to the Alcxican witli 
one voice— 

“ i'or el amor de Dhs^ schor —lca^'(; 
us in peace, and God be with your 
seWoria 

“ gn, aiid the devil take you !'* 
gi'owled tiic Spaniards. 


The young man gazed in turn at his 
countrymen and at the sergeants; and 
then, as if struck by the curious con¬ 
trast between the courtesy of the for¬ 
mer and the rudeness of the latter, he 
laughed right out, swept together his 
winnings, and walked away from the 
table, whistling a bolero. 

The sort of ramble which the mask¬ 
ed cavalier now commenced through 
the adjoining saloons, seemed for some 
time to liave no particular object. He 
strutted across one, paused for a mo¬ 
ment in the next to take a sip out of 
a friend’s liqueur glass, dipped a bis¬ 
cuit into the chocolate of one acquain¬ 
tance, and helped another to finish his 
sangaree; and so lounged and loitered 
about, till he found himself in the last 
of the suite of rooms, which was then 
Hiioccnpied. Stepjiing up to a door at 
the further end of the apartment, he 
knocked at it, at tlie same time utter¬ 
ing the words, “ Ave Marin puris~ 
sima ! ” 

The door was opened. 

“ Sin peccado concebida !'" added 
the Mexican, when he saw that the 
occupants of the room did not make 
the usual reply to his pious but cus¬ 
tomary salutation. “ For God’s sake, 
sciiorcs, is there neither piety nor po¬ 
liteness among yc? Could you not 
say, ‘ Sin peccado concebida V ” 


Chapteh the Second. 


“ Verdados d!r6 on camisa, 

Toco menoB quo deenuda 

(^UfiVEDO. 


The company assembled in the room 
which the masked cavalier entered, 
consisted of some fiv(f-and-tweuty 
young men, in whose picturesque 
Spanish-Mexican costume, velvets, 
silk, and gold embroidery had been 
employed with lavish profusion. The 
air of scornful superciliousness with 
which they glanced at the intruder, 
and the indifference with which they 
seemed to regard the heaps of gold 
that lay glittering on the table, de¬ 
noted tl»om to be practised gamblers, 
or, which in Mexico is the same thing, 
noblemen of the highest rank. The 


saloon was richly funiished; chaiis, 
sofas, and tables of the moat costly 
woods, and splendidly gilt; cushions, 
drapery, and chandeliers, after the 
newest fashion, 

“Sixteen to the doubloon!” cried 
the new'-comer, apparently noways 
abashed by the contemptuous manner 
of his reception, as he stepped up to 
the tabic, and placed a roll of dollars 
upon a card. 

“ No pueden. It cannot be,” re¬ 
plied the banker, pushing back the 
silver with his wooden rake. 

“ It cannot be,” echoed several of 
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the players in the same short con¬ 
temptuous tone. “ (/na sociedad con 
fuero, A private and privileged so¬ 
ciety,” 

“ Una*sociedad con fmroV'^ repeat¬ 
ed the stranger, shaking his head. “All 
due respect for fueros^ so long as they 
are respected and respectable. But 
know you not, Seilores, that our fuero 
is the older one ? ” 

“Thyfuero older, gaioV^ drawled 
one of the noblemen. 

“ Ay, ti'uly is it. ’Tis the fuero 
of the carnival, and dates from the 
time that Mother Church first fell into 
her dotage.” 

“Mother Clnirch in her dotage! 
Knave, what mean ye?” 

“ Your Scilorias need only look 
into the street to see what I mean. 
She ha^ practised folly till she has 
become a fool. ’Tia just like the 
mother country, who has drunk Mexi¬ 
can blood till she has grown blood¬ 
thirsty.” 

The 3 'ouiig ca^'alicrs became sud¬ 
denly attentive. 

Paz! Sctior said the banker, 
“ such ^^'ords arc dangerous. Begone, 
in Gi)d’s name, and beware of the 
alguazils and the Cordelada.” * 

“ ite / ” replied the stranger; 
“peace, do you say? Would you 
have peace and quiet V Tliey arc no 
more to be found in Mexico. Quiet!” 
repeated Ijc, with a fiery cnthiiHiasm 
ill his voice and gesture, “ you will 
ha^ e as little of it as Pedrillo had— 

"No rest by day 
No sleep by night. 

Tor poor Pedrillo, 

The liK'kloss wight.” 

And he broke, on a sudden, into 
the beautiful and piquant air of Pe* 
drillo, which he sang with a taste and 
spirit that made the assembled cava¬ 
liers gaze at him open-mouthed. At 
the same moment, a guitar and casta¬ 
nets were heard in the adjoining room, 
accompanying tlie song. 

Either the charm of the surprise, 
or the originality of the individual 
who thus appositely introduced this 
popular fragment from the master¬ 
piece of a favourite composer, pro¬ 


duced an electrifying effect upon the 
young noblemen. 'J'hey sprang from 
their chairs, and, at the conclusion of 
the song, a score of doubloons fell 
ringing at the feet of the singer. 

“ Otra vezl Encore, encore!” was 
the universal ciy. 

“ Senorias,” said the banker, who 
alone appeared dissatisfied at this in¬ 
terruption, and now approached the 
stranger; “ I warn you, Seflorias! I 
recognise in Urn cahallero ^'—he spoke 
the word in an ironical and depreci¬ 
ating tone—“ the same gi^ntUhombre 
whom the alguazils were so lately 
seeking. Beware! his presence may 
get us into trouble.” 

“ Ilal are you the fellow who play¬ 
ed the alguazils such a trick?” cried 
several of the young men. 

Instead of replying, the stranger 
stamped witli his foot; and, as if the 
stamp had been the blow of aii en¬ 
chanter’s wand, two folding-doors, op- 
l)Osite to those by wlikli he hud ca¬ 
tered the aiiartmcnt, suddenly opened,* 
and four dancing figures, with fiesh- 
coloured silk masks u})on their faces, 
and clothed in tightly-fitting dresses of 
the same material, bounded into the 
room. * 

“ Seitorias ! Por el amor de Dios!'*' 
cried llie banker, imploringly. 

As he spoke, two guitar-players, 
who accompanied the dancers, began 
twanging their instmnienls; and the 
young men, absorbed in contempla¬ 
tion of the graceful and luxuriant 
forms of tlic two female dancers, paid 
no attention to his entreaties and 
warnings. Hastily gathering up his 
bank, lie packed it into a box, and 
left the saloon with all possible de¬ 
spatch. 

And now, to the music of the guitars 
and the clatter of the castanets, the 
two couples ^f dancers began a per¬ 
formance, of which the most vivid pen 
would fail to portray the graceful 
and fascinating voluptuousness. They 
comniencedwitli the bolero, and thence 
glided, wdth a stamping of the feet and 
M'hirling of the arms, into the more 
licentious fandango. But the sensual 
character of the latter dance was so 
far veiled and refined by the grace and 


* One of the three principal prisons in Mexico. 
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elegance of the dancers, that wbat is 
usually a mere appeal to the senses, 
became in their perfomiaiices the very 
poetry of motion. The young noble¬ 
men remained as though entranced, 
their eyes fixed upon the dancers, and 
totally unable to give utterance to 
their delight. AVIiile thus absorbed, 
they were suddenly startled by a hoarse 
inarticulate sound, proceeding from 
the further conicy of the room. At 
the same moment the dance ceased' 
dancers and musicians retired through 
the door by which they had entered, 
and a figure became visible that will 
probably excite the astonishment of 
the reader as much as it did that of 
the young cavaliers who now first per¬ 
ceived it. 

Upon an ottoman extending along 
one side of the apartment, there re¬ 
clined, in a half-lying, half-sitting pos¬ 
ture, a person whose dress was that of 
a Moslem of the highest rank. Ilis 
robe and turban wci'c both green, and 
•in the folds of the hutcr was inter¬ 
woven a chain, or wreath, of precious 
stones, of extraordinary beauty and 
apparent value. In striking contrast 
with this rich attire were tlic features 
of the Turk, whicJi were singularly 
repulsive. A low forehead receded 
from above a pair of bluish-grey eyes, 
in the glazed, hai-d look of which, per¬ 
fidy, cruelty, and pride seemed to have 
taken up their abode. From between 
the eyes protruded a long nose, curved 
like that of a bird of prey, over an 
upper lip indicative of gluttony and 
the coarsest animal propensities; the 
month w'as largo, the lower lip liuiig 
relaxed and slavejlng over a long 
square chin. The complexion was in 
good keeping with the false and malig¬ 
nant expression of the countenaucc, 
being of an indefinite tint, tliat could 
be classed under no particular colour. 

For clamor de Dios!" cried tlio 
young noblemen, now really alarmed. 
“ What is this? What does it mean? ” 
And they hesitatingly approached tlic 
ottoman, and then again shrunk back, 
as If scared by some loathsome and 
unnatural objeot. 

Beside the figure two other Moslems 
were kneeling, one in a green, the 
other in a snow-white turban. Their 
bands were folded upon their breasts, 
and their faces bowed till they almost 
toadied the carpet. 


“ Brrl” growled the Moslem in a 
tone more like the grunt of a wild boar 
than the voice of a htixnan being, and 
stretching himself peevishly out upon 
the ottoman. Ilis kneelinj attend¬ 
ants started, rose respectfully to their 
feet, and taking a step backwards, 
began conversing in a subdued tone, 
and without appearing aware of the 
presence of the Mexicans, who on 
their part were so bewildered by this 
strange scene that they seemed to 
have lost the power of speech and 
movement. 

“ Zil ullah !” exclaimed he of the 
white turban. “ Allah be with us! 
Ills sublimity has again spoken! 
Spoken, but how little 1” added he in 
a disconsolate tone. “ Right will¬ 
ingly would Ben lladdi commence 
this very day a barefooted pilgri¬ 
mage”— 

“ And Bultshere,” interniptcd the 
other, “ would kiss the black stone of 
Ararat”- 

“ If,” resumed the first speaker, 
“ his sublimity might be thereby 
healed of his malady. Zil nllah! Tis 
three days since his highness tasted 
of tiic bean of Mocha, or of the glo¬ 
rious juice that transports the true 
believer, while yet living, into the 
realms of Favadisc.” 

“ Three days,” continued his com¬ 
panion, “ since lie deigned to permit 
the soft caresses of the beauteous 
Zuleima, or the ardent cmlu'aces of 
the dark-eyed Fatima. What can be 
the cause?” 

Indigestion,” qnoth Green-turban. 

“ Cares of state,” rejoined White- 
turban. “ Wc must amuse his high- 
ne.ss. There are new Almas and 
Odalisques arrived. He will pciliaps 
deign to Avitness their performance.” 

And so saying, ho approached the 
Caliph, for such Avas the high rank of 
the personage whom the sitting Mos¬ 
lem was intended to rejirescnt, and 
throAving himself itrostratc on the 
ground, preferred his request. 

A reply was returned in a sort of 
alBrniativc grunt, whereupon the vi¬ 
zier arose in great joy, stepped back 
to his former place, and after giving 
three distinct but not loud stamps 
upon the floor, retreated with his com¬ 
panion into a comer of the room. 
Scarcely had ho done so, when, to the 
redoubled astonishment of the Mexi- 
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can cavaliers, the folding-doors again 
flew open, and four couples of dancers 
tripped in, attired in costumes so rich 
and magnificent as to eclipse even 
that of the Caliph. They were fol¬ 
lowed by four negroes, two of whom 
bore guitars of Moorish make and ap¬ 
pearance, the third the East Indian 
tomtom or drum, and the fourth the 
Persian flute. 

For a brief space the eight dancers 
stood in mute expectation, a\vaiting a 
signal to begin. This was given by a 
Bn*! from the Sultan, who at the same 
time vouchsafed to raise his head, and 
manifest an intention of witnessing 
the entertainment oflerod him. 

An adagio on the guitars, gradually 
increasing in volume, and in nhich 
the tap of the tomtom mingled like 
the rolling of distant thunder, opened 
the dance. Tlicii came the sliarp and 
yet mellow clack of the dancers’ cas¬ 
tanets, and finally the soft tones of 
the flute, blending the whole into har¬ 
mony- The dancM-s seemed to follow 
and imitate by their action each change 
of the music: at first, and with won- 
deiful grace and elegance, they fell into 
a group or tableau^ their silken scarfs, 
of transparent texture and bright 
and varied colours, floating in the air 
like rainbows, behind which glanced 
the bouri-like fl^ms of the women. 
Presently the music glided from the 
adagio into the allegro; the steps of 
the dancers became quicker, their 
gestures more animated, the play of 
their limbs more voluptnons. With 
tlie exception of one couple, every 
glance and movement of the i»cr- 
foi*mcj*s seemed directed or aimed at 
the Calij)!!. This couple consisted of 
the most sylph-like and exquisitely 
formed of the four female dancers, and 
of a Persian wan'ior, who was pursuing 
her, and from whom she strove coyly 
to escape. Witli admirable gi*ace and 
skill did these two figures detach 
themselves from their companions, in 
order to continue a while their simu¬ 
lated flight and pursuit. The fairy 
feet of the fugitive scarcely touched 
the ground, and such charm and fas¬ 
cination were in her movements that 
the Caliph several times raised his 
eyelids and gave a grunt of approval. 
At each of these indications on the 
part of the despot, the anxiety of the 
poor Persian seemed to increase till 


it bordered on despair, and so natu¬ 
rally was this despair portrayed as to 
diaw aloud bravo from the spectators: 
only the Caliph appeared insensible 
to the refined play of these elegant 
dancers. Once or twice, indeed, his 
dull eyes seemed to emit a ray of 
animal delight, but this quickly faded 
aw'ay; and even the triumph of the 
Persian, when his mistress finally fell 
panting and yielding into his arras, 
was insufficient to rekindle it. 

“Bit!” cried the Commander of 
the Faithful, in the same harsh grunt¬ 
ing voice as before; “ and call 
that pastime, that whicli we have 
seen a thousand and one times? By 
the beard of (he Prophet, vizier," he 
continued in a louder tone, “ if I have 
no sleep to-day, nor a])petitc to-mor- 
roAv, there is the bowstring for you, 
and the stake for yonr Almas!" 

At this tciTible threat the vizier 
stood speechless with horror, while 
the mouth of the alarmed emir gaped 
to an unnatural extent; the dancers* 
paused, as though suddenly turned to 
stone, in the very same posture in 
wdiich the menace of the Caliph had 
surprised tlioin. One of the bayaderes 
remained with her leg in a horizontal 
position, the point of her toe almost 
in her partner’s open mouth ; another, 
in the terror of the moment, had en¬ 
tangled her foot in the ample ibbe of 
the emir, wlio now began to run up 

and down in his extremitv of conster- 

%/ 

nation, compelling her to dance after 
him on one leg; in short, all the ac¬ 
tors in this strange scene ex]>ressed 
so naturally, by dumb show, their 
amazement and alarm, that tlio Caliph 
burst into a loud fit of laughter. 

“Allah Akbar!" cried vizier and 
ennr and dancers, witli one voice, 
and then all burst forth in loud praises 
of the goodiiass of Allah, wdio, tlu'ough 
the agency of his slaves, had done so 
great a wonder, and extracted a re¬ 
freshing laugh from his highness. 
This unanimous demonstration of af¬ 
fection on the part of his loving sub¬ 
jects, seemed jiloasing to the poten¬ 
tate. He nodded, and the emir, 
encouraged by this sign of approba¬ 
tion, ventured to draw nearer. 

“ With all submission"-he 

began. 

By the Prophet’s beard!" inter¬ 
rupted the Caliph, ‘‘we know what 
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thou wouldst say before it is spoken. 
We require not a vizier to talk, but 
to act as a leech, and draw blood 
where it is too rich or corrupt. How 
thinkest thou? Jf I were to impale 
one of these lazy dancers, would ter¬ 
ror make the others dance better?’* 

“ On the conti'ary, please your 
highness, it would lame them. Twere 
better to impale a swine from the herd 
called the peo])Ic-^ouo who possesses 
zochins. Your highness’s treasury is 
empty, and these Almas are as poor 
as the mice in the churches of the 
(riiiours, and withal right useful ser¬ 
vants of the state.” 

“ Thou sayest well; by the Proplict, 
they are uaefni servants of the state,” 
cried the Caliph, stroking his belly as 
he spoke, “ and they may he assured 
of our grace and favour. Strike off the 
heads of some dozen or two knaves in 
the quarter of the Bczestcin, and let 
the half of their zecliius be given to 
these poor devils.” 

There was a gentle tapi)ing at the 
door, which the vizier hastened to 
open, and returned with the news tliat 
the chief of the iiiollahs huinbly soli¬ 
cited the favour of an audience. 

“ Again cares of state, and notliing 
but cares of state!” groaned the Caliph, 
allowing his head to fall on his breast 
as if in refiection. “ ’Tis well,” ho 
said a£ last in a peevish tone. “ AVe 
will receive the sj)iritual shepherd of 
our kingdom. Away with these mum¬ 
mers ! ’tis not tilting that the ex- 
poujider of the Koran should find ns 
in such carnal colnpa^ 3 ^” 

Dancers and musicians now stepped 
into the background, and the doors 
opened to admit the tall figure of the 
head inollah, who entered with eyes 
fixed upon the floor ; and, on finding 
himself in presence of the Caliph, 
knelt down and touched the carj;)et 
with his forehead. 

“ Speak thy business,” said the Sul¬ 
tan, “ and quickly. We have been 
already much engrossed with affairs 
of government, more, perhaps, than 
is good for the feeble state of our 
bodily health." * 

Bisiuillah I ""quoth the high priest 
griw^ely, “ we have**caused prayei*s to 
he offered up fi'om each 'minaret of the 
mosques, and bave conunauded that 
All tru 6 believers should bestrew them¬ 


selves with dust and ashes. We have 
sent men xipon the holy pilgrimage, 
and to kiss the black stone of Ararat, 
ill order that the sufferings of your 
sublimity may be alleviated,” 

“ Thou hast done well, oh mollah! ” 
replied the Sultan, 

“Luminary of tlio World, whose 
light is brighter than the sun," con¬ 
tinued the head mollali; have 
also, with regard to this malady of 
your highness, consulted the book that 
serves us instead of all the udsdom of 
tlie Giaour, and therein have we found 
that Hai-oiin al itasCliid was afllicted 
with a like evil, which he unques¬ 
tionably brought on himself tlirough 
too great alteiition to the duties of his 
government.” 

“ Hold there, mollah! ” interrupted 
the Caliph in a voice of thunder, “ and 
weigh thy words before tlioii sj>eak- 
est. Duties of government, sayest 
thou ? Duties! AVho has duties ? A 
Avorm like th 3 ’self, that vve have been 
pleased to exalt out of the dust; 
but we have nought to do cither 
Avith such reptiles or. with duty; 
Avc, the vicar of the Prophet. Our 
pleasure is 3 'OUr dut 3 ^, and our Avill 
your law.” 

“ Doubtless, doubtless, Liglit of the 
AVorld,” cried tlio inollah, hasten¬ 
ing to correct his error. “ Tliy un- 
Avorthy servant meant to say, plea¬ 
sures. AVlieii Haroun al Itascliid 
found himself in similar nioments of 
aufl'ering and dcspoiuleiicy, which he 
unquestionably, brought on by too 
great attention"^to his plcasui'cs ”— 

“ Slave!” again interrupted the 
Caliph, “ dost thou 4 uock ua, saying 
that our glorious ancestor exhausted 
himself with pleasures, thus striving 
to make it appear that Ave do tlie 
same ? Do we not each day perform 
nine times nine prostrations, our face 
toM'aials Mecca? Did Ave not, no longer 
back than yesterday; sign our name 
full tAventy times to the death-war¬ 
rants of those scurvy and unbelieving 
honuds Avho dared to blaspheme us, 
th(‘ Prophet’s vicegerent, and to say 
in theBezestein—What said thedogs? 
Have we not given orders to hang, 
impale, and exterminate like noisome 
vermin, all those who dare in any 
Avay to think or have an opinion ? 
Have Ave not made this order public, 
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to the gi’eat glorification of the Pro¬ 
phet and of our own name 

The Caliph paused for a moment. 
Then turning suddenly to the niolhih 
—“ You may inform us,” said he, 
“ -vvliat our ancestor Haroun al Ilas- 
cliid was wont to do when afflicted 
like ourselves with heaviness of 
spirit.” 

“ JJiamillah ! ” again began the 
mollah. “ When Ilaroun al Kaschid 
was thus afflicted, he applied to the 
book wliich we have brought with us, 
and Avhich your highness, if he so 
pleases, can see and even read ”— 

“Miserable wretclil” thundered 
the Caliph, with a glance of scorn at 
the speaker and liis book, “ Where¬ 
fore do Avc maintain yon, and those 
like you, if it is not to do for ns what 
wc hold it beneath our dignity to do 
for ourselves? And is not the reading 
of books beneath oiir dignity ? JJo not 
all books contain the ideas and notions 
of a pack of scoundrels, who talk about 
things wliich they <lo not understand, 
and thaf in no wise concern them ? 
Have Avc not decreed Unit the bow¬ 
string should be the portion -of all 
those wlio arc reported to be cither 
Avriters or readers of books? And 
have Ave uoL therefore taken into our 
sei'A'ice a parcel of idlers, of whom thou 
art the chief, and whose duty it is to 
j-ead and think for tiic Avliole of our 
people ? ” 

“ And why should the Light of the 
AVorld read?” replied the mollah after 
a respectful pause. “ lie Avho is 
already the source of all earthly wis¬ 
dom, the joy and admiration of all 
nations? How shall I express my 
Avonder—hoAV shall I sufficiently 
praise his high qualities?” — 

“ Stop, mollah 1” eried the Caliph. 
“ KnoAv that it does not please us to 
be praised or wondered at by such as 
thou. Truly thy praises stink in our 
nostrils, and are as discords in- our 
ears. It becometh not worms like, 
thyself, wliom we haveralsedfrom die 
dirt, and can again dash back into 
it, to seek to spy out our good qUali-* 
tics, lest at the same time they should 
discern”—our bad ones, the Caliph 
would probably bavc said, but he left 
the sentence unfinished. 

“Thou shouldst look up at us,” 
continued he, “ as to the sun, in which 
neither good nor evil can be seen, but 


of Avhich the presence is knoAvn by its 
efiects. And now tell us what Ha- 
roun al Uaschid did, when assailed by 
despondeiicj’cven as we ourselves are.” 

“Allah Akbar? Haroun al lla- 
schid, Avhen afflicted like your lygh- 
ness, Avas wont to disguise himself 
in various ways, as a mercliant, a 
soldier, or a sailor ”- 

“ All that is Avcil known to us,” 
interposed the Caliph ; “ but although 
Ave arc disposed to follow the example 
of our glorious ancestor so far as wo 
can, Avilliout too great exertion of 
mind or body, yet Ave doubt Avhether 

just noAv we- Tliou knowest,” he 

continued, interrupting himself, and 
in a lower tone, “ that altliough Ila- 
rouii al llaschid Avas certainly our 
forefather, yet our blood, inqu-oving 
by descent, is even purer aud more 
illuslrious than his. We cannot, 
therefore, condescend to imitate hini 
in the way you speak of. But Ave Avill 
undertake a Avork that shall be lar 
more pleasing to thcBrophet. With 
our own hands Avill avc embroider a 
tAvelfth under jictticoat for his blessed 
mother, so that she may have one for 
each month in the }ear.” 

During the latter jiart of this dia¬ 
logue, a Aviiispering had been more 
than once audible at the door of the 
apartment. Iliis circumstance, im¬ 
plying the presence of listeners, might 
Avell endanger the necks of the daring 
representatives of the Caliph and his 
courtiers; but nevertheless, without 
allowing themselves to be discomposed 
by the vicinity of spies, the Moidcms 
had ])Iayed out their parts, and the 
Caliph noAV rose from his ottoman witli 
air tUc dignjty of an eastern despot, 
repeating, as he-djid so, to his attend¬ 
ants, what great things he would do, 
and hoAv he would stitch witli his own 
hands a twelfth under petticoat for the 
mother of the Prophet. The proces¬ 
sion had nearly readied the door by 
Avhich it had entered, A^dicn one of the 
youngMexicans, recovering apparent¬ 
ly from the state of ihaction In which ' 
this, extraordinary scene had plunged 
him and his companions, suddeqly 
sprang forward, gazed earnestly iii- 
the face of the Caliph, and then start¬ 
ed back again with a cry of horror. 

“ PotM amor de Dios! Fernando el 
Reyl ’Tis hi^ majesty, King Ferdi¬ 
nand!” cried the young nobleman. 
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Stop, traitor!” he-exclaimed, ag^n 
advancing and.endeavouring to ae^ae 
*th6 Caliph. 15ut even iu tliia moment 
of pfferil, the latter did not forget his 
assumed dignity. With a look of the 
most profound contempt he strode out 
of the apartment, whilo'^the gigantic 
mollah, seizing the Creole by the collar, 
raised him from the ground like a 
feather, and hurling him back into the 
room, followed the Commander of the 
Faitlifiil, and shut the door. 

Jioforc th(^ Mexican cavaliers had 
rccovci’ed from their alarm at the 
daring and treasonable dramatic sa¬ 
tire of which they had so unwittingly 
been made spectators, the other doors 
were thrown violently open, and se¬ 
veral alguazils burst into the ajmrt- 
ment. After a hurried glance round 
the room, perceiving that the objects 
of their search had disappeared, they 
darted out again at the opposite door, 
and liastcned through t]ie adjacent 
-saloons, uttering loud curses and 
cries of treason. This furious but 
fruitless chase led them through the 
whole suite of apartments, till they 
came round again to the room where 
the youug^uobiemcn uerc still assem- 
^bled. 

“ Todos diuholosP'* cried one of the 
police agents, running to the window, 
“ yonder go the villainH, they have 
escaped ns this time. Demonio!” 
vociferated he, with a fury that made 
the foam fly from his hps. 

“ And so, Caballeros!” snarled he 
to the Creoles, who now stood in 
trembling alarm, and fully enlighten¬ 
ed by the rage of the alguazils as to 
the enormity of the treasonable pas¬ 
quinade they had witnessed; “ so 
you have been pleased ^to take the 
person of his most sacred majesty for 
your sport and laughing-stock?” 


“ Don Bautista, on our honour, we 
knew not.” 

“ By our honour,'” yelled another 
alguazil, “you shall pay for this with 
your heads, Creole hounds that ye 
arc! ” 

“ Don lago, ” cried the insulted 
cavaliers in a threatening tone, “ wo 
say that on our honour’'' - 

“ Say what you please,” interrupted 
the alguazil, “ but I tell you that if 
1 were viceroy”-* 

“ Your turn may come. You are 
a born Gaebupin,” cried one of the 
cavaliers with a bitter sneer. 

“ I am a Spaniai*d,” retorted the 
other ; “ and you are nothing but 
wretched Creoles; vile, miserable 
Creoles; yhasta!" 

Thevery earth-worm will turn when 
trodden upon, and this last insult was 
too much even for Creole endurance. 
The young men made a furious rush 
at the alguazil; but he had foreseen 
the storm and effected a timely re¬ 
treat. • 

Hundreds of Creoles of the middle 
classes, MetiSes, Zambos, and Span¬ 
iards, had assembled in tlie adjoin¬ 
ing apartment, and looked on at the 
scene without showing any sympathy 
eitlicr with the police or the j^oung 
Mexicans. The latter gazed for a 
second or two at each other in ‘per¬ 
plexity and dismay, and then separa¬ 
ting, disappeared through the different 
doors. 

Some extraordinary scenes and in¬ 
cidents grow out of this masquerade, 
or rather out of the punishment to 
which the young noblemen wlio wit¬ 
nessed it are sentenced. But, lest we 
should exceed our limits, we must 
reserve further extracts for a second 
notice of this very jemgrkable book. 
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Introhuctort Notice. 


In 1821, as a contribution to a 
periodical work—in 1822, as a scpa-. * 
rate volume—appeared the “ Confes¬ 
sions of an English Opium -Eater.” 
The object of that work was to reveal 
something of the grandeur wliich be¬ 
longs potentialhj to humau dreams. 
"Whatever may be the number of those 
in whom this faculty of dreaming 
splendidly can be supposed to. lurk, 
there arc not ])crhaps veiy many in 
whom it is developed. lie whose 
talk is of oxen, will probablj'’ dream 
of oxen ; and the condition of human 
life, which yokes so vast a majority to 
a daily experience incompatible with 
much elevation of thought, oftentimes 
.-tHcutraliKCS the tone of grandeur in 
The reproductive faculty of dreaming, 
even for those whose minds are popu¬ 
lous with solemn imagery. Habit¬ 
ually to dream magnificently, a man 
must have a constitutional determi¬ 
nation to reverie. This in the first 
place; and even this, where it exists 
strongly, is too much liable to disturb¬ 
ance from the gathering agitation of 
our present English life. Already, in 
this year 1845, what by the proces¬ 
sion through fifty years of mighty 
revolutions amongst the kingdoms of 
the earth, what by the continual de¬ 
velopment of vast physical agencies 
—steam in all its applications, light 


gating under harness as a slave for 
'man,* powers from heaven descending 
upon education and accelerations of 
the press, powers from hell (as it 
might seem, but tlicsc also celestial) 
coming round upon artillery and the 
forces of destriiction-^the* eye of the 
calmest observer is troubled ; the 
brain is haunted as if by some jealousy 
of gliostly beings moving amongst us ; 
and it becomes too evident that, un¬ 
less this colossal pace of advance Can 
be retarded, (a thing not to be ex¬ 
pected,) or, wliich is hajipily more 
jtrohablc, can be met by counter- 
forces of corresponding magnitude, 
forces in the direction of religion or 
profound pliilosophy, that shall radiate 
ceiitrifugalJy against this storm of 
life so perilously centripetal towards 
the vortex of the merely human, left 
to itself the natural tendency of so 
chaotic a tumult must bo to evil; 
for some minds to lunacy, for others 
to a reagcncy of fleshly toi 7 )or. How 
much this fierce condition of eternal 
hurry, upon an arena too exclusively 
human in its interests, is likely to de¬ 
feat the grandeur which is latent in 
all men, may be seen in the ordinary 
effect from living too constantly in 
varied company. The word dissipa¬ 
tion^ in one of its uses, expresses 
that effect; the action of thought and 
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feeling is too much dissipated and 
squandered. To reconcentrate them 
Into meditative habits, a necessity is 
felt by all observing persons for some¬ 
times retiring from crowds. No man 
ever will unfold the capacities of Ids 
own intellect wi)o dfH*s not at least 
chequer his life with solitude. Ilow 
much solirtide, so much |X)wer. Or, 
if not true in that rigour of expres¬ 
sion, to this fonnnk undoubtedly it 
i^that the wise rule of life must ap¬ 
proximate. 

Among the powers in man which 
Ruflfer by this too intense life of tlio 
social iiistiiicts, none sntFers more 
than the power of (Ircamiiig. Let no 
man think this a trifle. The macliinery 
for dreaming plaiUe^l in the human 
brain was not ])lanfed for nothing. 
That faculty, in alliance with the 
mystery of darkness, is the one great 
tube through which man conimuni- 
catea with the shadowy. And the 
dreaming organ, in connexion with 
the heart, tlie eye, and the ear, com¬ 
pose the magnificent apparatus whicli 
forces the infinite into the chambers 
of a liuman brain, and throws dark 
reflections from cteruitics below all life 
upon the mirrors of the sleeping mind. 

Lut if this faculty suffers from the 
decay of solitude, which is becoming 
a visionary idea in England, on the 
other hand, it is certain that sonic 
merely jihysical agencies can and do 
assist the faculty of dreaming uliiiost 
pretcrnaturall 3 \ Amongst those is 
intense exorcise; to some extent at 
least, and for some persons: but be¬ 
yond all others is opium, which in¬ 
deed seems to possess a syjrr//fc power 
ip that diniction ; not merely for ex¬ 
alting the colours of dream-scencry, 
but for deepening its shadows; and, 
above all, for sfrengthcuiiig the sense 
of its fearful 7*ealitics, ^ 

The Opium Confessions were writ¬ 
ten with some slight secondary’ pur¬ 
pose of exposing this specific power 
of opiiiifl upon the faculty of dream¬ 
ing, but much moj'c with the pur¬ 
pose of displaying the faculty itself; 
and the outline of the work travelled 
in this coarse. Supposing a reader 
acquainted with the true object of the 
Confessions as here stated, viz. the 
revelation of dreaming, to have put 
this qiiesiion:— 

“ But how came you to dream 
more splendidly than others ? ” 


The answer would have been:— 

“ Because (^preemissis pra^mittendis') I 
took excessive quantities of opium.’’ 

Secondly, suppose him to say, 
“ But how came you to take opium 
in this excess V” 

The answer to would be, “ Be¬ 
cause some early events in my life 
had left a weakness in one organ which 
required (or seemed to require) that 
stimulant.” 

Then, because the opium dreams 
could not always have been under¬ 
stood without a knowledge of these 
events, it became necesstwy to relate 
them. Now, these two questions and 
aiiswci's exhibit the law of the work, 
7. c. the principle which detennined 
its form, but precisely in the inverse 
or regressive order. The work itself 
opened M*ith the narration of ra^arly 
adventures. The.se, in the nSxtiral 
order of succession, led to the opium 
as a resource for healing their conse- 
qiioncea ; and the opium as naturally 
led to the dreams. But in tiic syn¬ 
thetic order of presenting the facts, 
what stood last in the succession of 
development, stood first in the order 
of my purposes. 

At the close of this little work, the 
reader was instructed to believe—and 
truly instructed—that 1 had mustered 
the tyranny of opium. The fact is, 
that twice I mastered it, and by efforts 
even more prodigious, in the second 
of these cases, than in tlie first. But 
one error 1 connnittc<l in both, I did 
not connect with the abstinence from 
opium—so trying to the fortitude 
under any circinnstanoes—that enor¬ 
mity of exercise which (as I have, 
since learned) is the one sole resource' 
for making it endurable. 1 overlook¬ 
ed, In those days, the one sine qua non 
for making the triumph pei'niandit. 
Twice 1 sank—twice I rose again. A 
third time I sank; partly from the 
cause mentioned, (the oversiglit as to 
exercise,) partly from other causes, 
on which it avails not now to trouble 
the reader. I could moralize if I 
chose; and perhaps he will moralize 
wircther I choose it or not. But, in 
the mean time, neither of us is ac¬ 
quainted properly with the circum¬ 
stances of the case; I, from natural 
bias^^oLjudginent, not altogether ac¬ 
quainted; and he (with liispei mission) 
not at all. 

Jjj^ring this third prostration before 
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the dark idol, and after some years, 
and monstrous plienoiiiena be^jan 
slowly to arise. For a time, tiiese 
■were neglected as accidents, or palli¬ 
ated by such remedies as 1 knew of. 
‘But when I could no longer conceal 
from myself tliat these dreadful symp¬ 
toms were moving forward forever, 
by a ]>ace steadily, solemnly, and 
erpiably increasing, I endeavoured, 
with some feeling of panic, for a third 
time to retrace iny steps. But 1 had 
not rever.s<*d niy motions for many 
weeks, before 1 became profoundly 
aware that this was impossible. Or, 
in tlic imagery of my dreams, which 
translated every tiling into their own 
language, I saw through vast avenues 
of gloom those towering gates of in¬ 
gress which liitherto had always 
seemed to stand open, now at last 
barred against my retreat, and Imng 
with funeral crape. 

As apiilicable to this ti’emcndous 
situation, (tlie situation of one escap¬ 
ing by some rednent current from the 
ina(‘lstrom roaring for him in the dis¬ 
tance, who finds suddenly that this 
current is but an eddy, wheeling round 
upon the same maelstrom,) I have 
since remembered a striking incident 
in a modern novel. A lady abbess of 
a convent, herself suspected of Tro- 
testant leanings, and in that way 
already disariin'd of all effectual 
power, finds one of her own nuns 
(Avliom she knows to be innocent) 
accused of an olTence leading to the 
most terrific of punishments. The 
nun Avill lx; immured alive if she is 
found guilty ; and tliere is no chance 
that she will not—for the evidence 
against 4ier is strong—unless some¬ 
thing were made known that cannot 
be made known ; and the judges arc 
hostile. All follow's in the order of 
the reader’s fears. The witnesses 
depose; t he evidence is without eftec- 
tual contradiction ; the conviction is 
declared ; the judgment is delivered ; 
nothing remains but to see execution 
done. At this crisis the abbess, 
alanned too late for effectual inter¬ 
position,* c^pnsiders with herself tliat, 
according to the regular forms, there 
will be one single iiiglit open during 
which the ])nsoner cannot be with¬ 
drawn from her own se])arate juris¬ 
diction. This one night, tirerefore, 
Bhe will use, at any hazard to herself, 


for the salvation of her friend. At 
ujiduight, when all is hushed in the 
convent, the lady traverses the pas- ' 
sages w'hich lead to the cells of pri¬ 
soners. She bears a master-key under 
her professional habit. As this will 
open every door in every corridor, 
—already, by anticipation, she feels 
the luxury of holding her emanci¬ 
pated friend within her arms. Sud- 
■deiily she has reached the door; she 
descries a dusky object; she raises 
licr lamp; and, ranged within the 
recess of the entrance, she. beholds 
the funeral banner of the Holy Office, 
and the black robes of its inexorable 
officials. 

J ajjju'ohcnd that, in a situation 
such as thi.s, supposing it a real one, 
the lady abbes.s would not start, would 
not show any marks externally oi 
consternation or horror. Tlie case 
was beyond that. 'J'hc sentiment 
which attends tlie sudden revelation 
that all k lout! silently is gathered 
11 )) into the heart; it is too deep for 
gestures or for words ; and no part of 
it ])aa.ses to the outside. Were the ruin 
conditional, or were it in any jioint 
doubtful, it would be naturel to utter 
ejaculations, and to seek synijiathy. 
lint w'liore the ruin is understood to be 
absolute, where sympathy cannot be 
consolation, and counsel cannot be 
hojic, (his is otherwise. The voice per¬ 
ishes; the gestures arc frozen; and the 
spirit of man ffiesAiack upon its own 
centre. I, at least, ujion seeing those 
aw'ful gates dosed and hung Witli dra- 
IMn'ics of woe, as for a death idready 
past, spoke not, nor started, nor groan¬ 
ed. One profound sigh ascended from 
my heart, and 1 was silent for days. 

It is the record of this tliiixl, or 
final stage of opium, as one differing 
in something more than degree from 
the oth(‘rs, that I am now undertak¬ 
ing. But a temple arises as to tlie 
true interpretation of these final symp¬ 
toms. 1 have elsewhere explained, 
that it was no particular purpose of 
mine, and why it was no particular 
purpose, to w'urn other opium-eaters* 
Still, as some few persons may use 
tiic record in tliat way, it becomes a 
matter of interest to ascertain how far 
it is likely, that, even with the same 
excesses, other opium-eaters could fall 
into the same condition. 1 do not 
mean to lay a stress upon any sup* 
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posed idiosyncrasy in myself. Pos^ 
sibly every man has an idiosyncrasy. 
In some things, undoubtedly, he has. 
For no man ever yet resembled an¬ 
other man so far, as not to ditTcr from 
him in features innumerable of his 
inner nature. Jiut what I point to 
are not peculiarities of temperament 
or of organization, so much as peculiar 
circumataiK-eH and incidents tlirough 
wliieli my own separate experience 
had revolved. Some of these were of 
a nature to alter the whole economy 
of niy itiiiid. Great convulsions, from 
■u'hatev(‘r cause, from conscience, from 
fear, from grief, fi*om struggles of the 
wiII,sonielirnes,iu passing avvayihein- 
sclves, do not carry off the changes 
which tlicyhave worked. All tlic agi¬ 
tations of this magnitude wliich a man 
may have threaded in his life, he nei¬ 
ther ought to report, nor could report. 
But one which affected iiiy childhood is 
a pvj> ileged exception. It is privileged 
as a ])roi»er communication for a stran¬ 
ger’s ear ; because, though relating to 
a man’s proper self, it is a stdf so far 
removed from his pi-esent self as to 
wound no feelings of delicacy or just 
reserve. It is privikiged also as a 
proper subjpet for the syni])athy of 
the narrator. An adult ayinjiathizes 
with himself in childhood because he 
is the same, and because (being the 
same) yet he is not the same. lie 
acknowledges the deep, mysterious 
identity between himself, as adult and 
as infant, for the ground of Lis sym¬ 
pathy ; 'and yet, w'ith this general 
agreement, and necessity of' agree¬ 
ment, he feels the differences between 
his tw'O selves as the main quickeiiers 
of his sympathy. He pities the infir- 
lidties, as they arise to light in his 
>ouTjg forerunner, which now i>erliaps 
he docs not share; he looks indul¬ 
gently upon errors of the understand¬ 
ing, or limitations of view which now 
he has long survived ; and sometimes, 
also, he honours iu the infant that 
rectitude of will which, under some 
temptations, he may since have felt it 
so difficult to maintain. 

The ]iarticiilar case to which I refer 
in my own childhood, was one of in- 
tokwalffe gi’ief; a trial, in fact, more 
severe than many people at any age 
are called upon to stand. The rela¬ 
tion in which the case stands to my 
latter opium experiences, is this 


Those vast clouds of gloomy grandeur 
which overhung my dreams at all 
stiiges of opium, but which grew into 
the darkest of miseries iu the last, and 
that haunting of the human face, 
which latterly towered into a ctii'se— 
were they not partly derived from this 
childish exyxjricnce? It is certain 
that, from the essential solitude in 
which my childhood w^as passed; 
from the depth of iny sensibility; from 
the exaltation of this b}^ the resist- 
aiic(! of an intellect too prematurely 
dov<doped, it resulted that the terrific 
grief which I passed through, drove a 
shaft for ]ue into the worlds of death 
and darkness which never again 
closed, and through which it might 
bn said that T ascended and descend¬ 
ed at will, according to the temper of 
my ■spirits. Some of the idienoniona 
developed in my dream-scenery, un¬ 
doubtedly, do but repeat the expe¬ 
riences of childhood; and others seem 
likely to have been growths and fruc- 
titications from seeds at that time 
sowm. 

The reasons, therefore, for prefix¬ 
ing some account of a “passage” in 
childhood, to this record of a dreadful 
visitation from opinin cxc(*ss, arc—■ 
1st, That, in colouring, it harmonizes 
with that record, anil, therefore, is 
related to it at least iu ])oint of feel¬ 
ing ; 2dly, That possibly it was in 
]>art the origin of some features in 
that record, and so far is related to it 
in logic ; 3dlj^, That, the final assault 
of opium Ixung of a nature to chal¬ 
lenge the attention of medical men, 
it is important to clear away all doubts 
and scrujdes wliich can gather about 
the roots of such a malady. .Was it 
opium, or was it opium in combina¬ 
tion with something else, that raised 
these storms V 

Sonic cynical reader will object— 
that for this last purpose it would 
have been sufficient to state the fact, 
without rehearsing in extenso the par¬ 
ticulars of that case in childhood. 
But the reader of more kindness (for 
a surly reader is always a bad critic) 
will also have more discernment; and 
he will perceive that it is not for the 
mere facts that the case is reported, 
but because these facts move through 
a wildness of natural thoughts or 
fceling^ome in the child who suffers; 
some in the man who reports; but all 
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so far interesting as they relate to 
solemn objects. Meantime, the ob¬ 
jection of the sullen critic reminds me 
of a scene sometimes beheld at the 
English lakes. Figure to yourself an 
energetic tourist, who protests every 
where that he conics onl^’- to see tlie 
lakes. lie has no business whatever; 
he is not searching for any recreant 
indorser of a bill, but simply in search 
of the picturesque. Yet this man 
adjures e^'ery landlord, ‘M>y the virtue 
of his oath,” to tell him, and as ho 
hopes for peace in this world to tell 
him truly, which is the nearest road 
to Keswick. Next, he ap})lies to 
the postilions — the Westmoreland 
postilions iilways fly down hills at 
full stretch without locking—but' 
nevertheless, in the full career of their 
fiery race, our jneturesque man lets 
down the glasses, pulls up four horses 
and two postilions, at the risk of six 
necks and tw(‘nty legs, adjuring 
them to reveal whidher they are tak¬ 
ing the shortest road. Filially, he 
descries my unworthy self upon the 
road ; and, instantly stopping liLs fly¬ 
ing equipage, he demands of me (as 
one wdiom he believes to be a scholar 
and a man of honour) whether there 
is not, in the possibility of tilings, a 
shorter cut to Keswkik. Kow, the 
answer which rises to tlie lips of land¬ 
lord, two postilions, and myself, is 
this—*^Most cxeellent stranger, as 
3 ’ou come to the lakes simply to see 
their loveliness, might it not be as 
well to ask aftijr the most beauti¬ 
ful road, ratlicr than tlu', short¬ 
est Because, if abstract sliortness, 
i^^ybrevity is yonr object, then the 
shortest of all possible tours would 
seem, with submission—never to have 
left London.” On the same principle, 
I tell my critic that the whole course 
of this narrath^e resembles, and was 
meant to resemble, a caduceus wreath¬ 
ed about with meandering ornaments, 
or the shaft of a tree’s stem hung 
round and surmounted with some 
vagrant parasitical plant. The mere 
medical subject of the opium answers 
to the dry withered pole, which shoots 


all the rings of tlie flowering plants, 
and seems to do so by some dex¬ 
terity of its own; whereas, in fact, 
the plant and its tendrils liave curled 
round the sullen cylinder by mere 
luxuriance of theirs. Just as in 
Cheapside, if you look right and left, 
the streets so narrow, that lead off at 
right angles, se(*tn quarried and blast¬ 
ed out of some Babylonian brick 
kiln ; bored, not raised artificially by 
the builder’s hand. But, if yoit cn- 
(piirc of the worthy men wlio live 
in that neighbourhood, yon will find it 
unanimously deposed—that not the 
streets were quarried out of the bricks, 
but, oil the contrary, (most ridiculous 
iis it seems,) that the bricks have 
supcrveiu'd upon the streets. 

The streets did not intrude amongst 
the bricks, but those cursed bricks 
came to imprison the streets. So, 
also, the ugly polo—ho]) pole, vine 
pole, espalier, no matter what—is there 
only for support. Not the flowers are 
for the pole, but the pole is for the 
flowers. Upon the same aualog 3 ^ view 
me, as one (in the words of a true and 
most impassioned poet*) ‘‘ virldantem 
Jtorihus hastas''' —making verdant, and 
gay with the life of flowers, inurdcrons 
sjicars and halberts—things that ex¬ 
press death in their origin, (being 
made from dead substances that once 
had lived hi forests,) things that ex¬ 
press ruin in their use. 'I'hc true ob¬ 
ject in my “Opium Confessions” is 
not the naked jAiysioIogical theme— 
on the contrary, that is the ugly poh*, 
the murdei’ons spear, the halbert— 
but those wandering musical variations 
upon the theme—those parasitical 
thoughts, feelings, digressions, which 
climb up with bells and blossoms 
round about the arid stock ; ramble 
away from il at^tinn^s with perhaps 
too rank a Inxiiriaiice; but at the 
same time, by the eternal interest at¬ 
tached to the snfgects of these digres¬ 
sions, no matter what were the execu¬ 
tion, spread a glory over incidents that 
for themselves would be—less tlian 
nothing. 


* Valerius Flaccus. 
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SUSl'lEIA Di3 I’ROF 
Tue Afflictiow 

It is so painful to a lover of open- 
hearted sincerity, that any indirect 
traits of vanity sJjould even seem to 
creep into records of profound pas¬ 
sion ; and yet, on the other haiid, it 
js so impossible, without an unnatural 
restraint upon the freedom of the 
narrative, to prevent oblique gleams 
reaching the reader from such circum¬ 
stances of luxury or elegance as did 
really surrouiul iny clnidliood, that on 
all accounts 1 tliink it better to tell 
him from the first, with the simplicity 
of truth, in what order of society my 
family moved at tlic time from which 
this ]>reliminary narrative is dated. 
Otherwise it would happen that, 
merely by moving truly and faithfully 
through the circumstances of this early 
experience, 1 could hardly prevent 
the reader from receiving an impres¬ 
sion as of sonic higher rank than did 
really belong to my family. My father 
■was a merchant; not in the sense of 
Scotland, where it means a man who 
sells groceries in a cellar, but in the 
English sense, a sense severely ex¬ 
clusive—viz. he was a man engaged 
in foreign commerce, and no other; 
therefore, in wholesale commerce, and 
no other,—wliicli last circumstance it 
I is important to mention, because 
it brings him within the benefit of 
Cicero's condescending distinction*— 
as one to be despised, certainly, but 
not too intensely to be despised even 
by a Roman senator. He, this im¬ 
perfectly despicable man, died at an 
early age, and very soon after the 
incidents here recorded, leaving to 
his family, then coiisisting of a w ife 
and six children, an nnhurthened 
estate protlucing exactly £IG00 a- 
year, Naturally, thercfoie, at the 
date of my narrative, if narrative it 
can be called, he had an inconre still 
larger, from the addition of current 
commercial profits. Now, to any man 
who is acquainted with commercial 
life, but alxive all, with such life in 
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England, it w'ill readily occur that 
in an opulent English family of tluit 
class—opulent, thougli not rich in a 
mercantile estimate — the domestic 
economy is likely to be upon a scale 
of liberality altogether unknown 
amongst the corresponding orders in 
foreign nations. Whether as to the 
establishment of servants, or as to 
the provision made for tlie comfort 
of all its lueiiibers, such a lioiisehold 
not uncommonly eclip.ses the scale 
of living even amongst the poorer 
classes of our nobility, though the 
most splendid in ICnrojie—a fact 
which, since the ])eriod of my inliUicy, 
I have had many personal o}>])ortuui- 
ties for verifying both in England and 
ill Ireland. From this peculiar ano¬ 
maly aflecting the domestic economy 
of merchants, there arises a disturb¬ 
ance upon the general scale of out- 
■ward signs by Avliicli we measure the 
relations of rauk. The equation, so 
to speak, betw een one order of society 
and another, wdiich usually travels in 
llie natural line of their comparative 
expenditure, is here interrupled and 
defeated, so that one rank would be 
collected from the name of the occu¬ 
pation, and another rank, much higher, 
from the splendour of the domestic 
menage. I warn the reader, there¬ 
fore, (or rather, my ex])lanatiou has 
already warned him,) that he is not 
to infer from any casual gleam of 
luxury or elegance a correspondiug 
elevation of ratik. 

We, the children of the house, stood 
in fact upon the veryJiapjiicst tier in 
the scaffolding of society for all good 
influences. Tlie prayer of Agar— 
“ Give me neither poverty nor riches” 
—w as realized for us. That blessing 
had we, being neither too higli nor too 
low; high enough we were to see models 
of good manners; obscure enougli to be 
left in the sweetest of solitudes Amply 
furnished with the nobler benefits of 
wealth, extra means of health, of 


* Cicero, in a well-known passage of his Ethics, speaks of trade ns irredeemably 
base, if petty; but as not so absolutely felonious if wholesale, lie gives a real 
merchant (one who is such in the English sense) leave to think himself a shade 
above small-beer. 
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intellectual culture, and of elegant tlic same time, viz. of a maternal 


enjoyment, on tlie other hand, we 
knew nothing of its social distinc¬ 
tions. Not depressed by the con¬ 
sciousness of privations too sordid, 
not tenii)ted into restlessness by the 
consciousness of privileges too aspir¬ 
ing, ^Yii Jiad no motives for shame,, 
ue had none for pride. Grateful 
also to tliis hour I am, that, amidst 
luxuries in all things else, wc were 
trained to a Spartan simplicit}'- of 
diet—that we fared, in fact, very 
much less sumptuously than the ser¬ 
vants. And if (after the model of 
the emperor Marcus Aurelius) I should 
retuni thanks to rrovideiicc for all 
tlie separate blessings of my early 
situation, these four I would single 
out as chiefi}’’ worthy to be coin- 
ineinorated—that 1 lived in the coiin- 
tiy ; that I lived in solitude; that 
my infant feelings were moulded by 
the gentlest of sisters, not by horrid 
pugilistic brothers; finally, that 1 and 
they Avere dutiful children of a pure, 
holy, and magnificent church. 

The earliest incidents in my life 
wliich affected me so deeply as to be 
reinemberabic at this day, were two, 
and both before I could have com¬ 
pleted my second year, viz. a remark¬ 
able dream of terrific gi-andcur about 
a favourite nurse, Avhich is iulcrcsting 
for a reason to be noticed hereafter; 
and secondly, the fact of having con¬ 
nected a profound sense of pathos 
with the re-appearance, very early in 
spring, of some crocuses. This I men¬ 
tion as inexplicable, for such annual 
3*esiuTcctious of plants and flowers 
affect us only as memorials, or sug¬ 
gestions of a higher change, and 
therefore in connexion with the idea 
of death; but of death I could, at 
that time, have had no experience 
whatever. 

Tliis, however, I was speedily to 
acquire. My two eldest sister.s— 
eldest of three then living, and also 
eider than myself—were summoned 
to an early death. The first who died 
was Jane—aboutayearolder than my¬ 
self. She was three and a half, I two 
and a half, plusovminus some trifle that 
I do not recollect. But death was 
then scarcely intelligible to me, and I 
could not so properly be said to suffer 
sorrow as a sad perplexity. There 
was another death in the house about 


grandmother; but as she had in a 
manner come to us for the express 
purpose of dying in her dauglitcr’s 
societ}'', and from illness had lived 
perfecti}'’ secluded, our nursery party 
knew her but little, and were certainly 
more affected by the death (whicli 1 
witness(‘d) of a favourite bird, viz. 
a kingfisher >vho had been injured by 
an accident. With my sister Jane’s 
death [thongli otherwise, as 1 have 
said, less sorrowful than iininteili- 
giblej there Avas, hoAvever, connected 
an incident Avhieh made a most fear¬ 
ful impression njiou myself, deepen¬ 
ing my tendencies to thoughtfulness 
and abstraction beyond Avhat would 
seem credible for my years. If there 
Av:i,s one thing in tliis Avorld from 
Avhieh, more than from any other, 
nature had forced me to revolt, it 
Avas brutality and violence. Now a 
Avliispcr arose in the family, that a 
woman-servant, Avho by accident was 
drawn off from her proper duties to 
attend my sister Jane for a day or 
tAA'o, had on one occasion treated her 
liarshly, if not brutally; and as this 
ill treatment liniipeiied within two 
days of her deatli—so tliat the occa¬ 
sion of it must have been some fret- 
fulness in tlie ])oor child caused by 
her sufferings—naturally there A\^as a 
sense of nwa diffused through the 
family. I believe the story never 
reached my motlicr, and possibly it 
Avas exaggerated; but njion me the 
effect Avas terrific. 1 did not often 
see the peison charged Av'ith this 
cruelty; but, Avhen 1 did, iny eyes 
sought the ground; nor could I have 
borne to look her in the face—not 
through anger; and as to vindictive 
thoughts, hoAv could these lodge in a 
powerless infai*t ‘i' The feeling Avhich 
fell upon me Avas a shuddering uaao, 
as upon a first glimpse of the truth 
that 1 was in a wmrM of evil and strife. 
Though born in a large town, I had 
passed the Avholc of ray childhood, 
except for the few earliest weeks, in 
a rural seclusion. With three inno¬ 
cent little sisters for playmates, sleep¬ 
ing always amongst tliem, and shut 
up for ever in a silent garden from all 
knowledge of poverty, or oppression, 
or outrage, 1 had not suspected until 
this moment the true complexion of 
the world in which myself and my 
sisters were living. Henceforward 
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the character of my thoughts must 
have changed greatly; for so repre- 
eeniative are sonic acts, tliat one single 
case of the class is sufficient to throw 
open before you the whole theatre 
of possibilities in that direction. I 
never heard that the woman, accused 
of this cruelty, took it at all to heart, 
even after the event, whicli so imme¬ 
diately succeeded, had reflected upon 
it a more painful cmjihasis. On the 
other hand, I knew of a case, ^ind wi4 
pause to mention it, where a mere 
semblance and shadow of such cruelty, 
under similar circumstances, inflicted 
the grief of self-reproach through the 
remainder of life. A boy, interesting 
in his appearance, as also from his 
remarkable docilit 3 % was attacked, on 
a cold day of spring, by a complaint 
of the trachea—not precisely croup, 
but like it. He was three years old, 
and had been ill perhaps for four days; 
but at intervals had been in liigli spi¬ 
rits, atid capable of i»laying. This 
sunsliinc, ’ gleaming through dark 
clouds, had continued e.ven on the 
fourth day; and from nine to eleven 
o’clock at night, he had showed more 
animated •pleasure than ever. An old 
servant, Jiearing of his illness, had 
called to see him ; and her mode of 
talking with him had excited all the 
joyousness of his nature. About mid¬ 
night his mother, fancying that his 
feet flit cold, was muffling them up 
in flannels ; and, as he seemed to resist 
her a little, she struck lightly on the 
sole of one foot as a mode of admon¬ 
ishing him to be quiet. He did not 
repeat hia motion ; and in less than a 
jnimite his mother had him in her 
arms with his face looking upwards. 
“ What is the meaning,” she exclaim¬ 
ed, in sudden affright, “of this strange 
repose settling upon^his features?” 
She called loudl 3 '^ to a' servant in an¬ 
other room; but before the scivant 


could reach her, the child had drawn 
two inspirations—deep, yet gentle— 
and had died in his mother’s arms. 
Upon this the poor afflicted lady made 
the discovery that those struggles, 
which she had supposed to be expres¬ 
sions of resistance to herself, were the 
; struggles of departing life. It fol¬ 
lowed, or seemed to follow, that with 
; these final struggles had blended an 
I expression, on her part, of displea¬ 
sure. Doubtless the child bad not 
distinctly perceived it; but the mother 
could never look back to the incident 
without self-reproach. And seven 
years after, when her own death liap- 
peiicd, no progress had been made in 
reconciling her thoughts to that which 
only the depth of love could have 
viewed as any offence. 

So passed away from earth one out 
of those sisters tliat made up my nur¬ 
sery playmates; and so did my ac¬ 
quaintance (if such it could be called) 
commence with mortality. Yet, in 
fact, I knew little more of mortality 
than that Jane had disappeared. Slio 
had gone away; but, perhaps, she 
would come back. Happy interval 
of heaven-born ignorance! Gracious 
immunity of infancy from sorrow dis- 
proportioned to its strength! I was 
sad for Jane’s absence. But still in 
my heart I trusted that she would 
come ngain. Summer and winter 
came again — crocuses and roses; 
why not little Jane? 

Thus easily was healed, then, the 
first wound in my infant heart. Not 
so the second. For thou, dear, noble 
Elizabeth, around whose ample brow, 
as often as thy sweet countenance 
rises upon the darkness, I fancy a 
tiara of light or a gleaming aureola in 
token of thy premature intellectual 
grandeur—thou whose head, for its 
superb developments, was the asto¬ 
nishment of science*—thou next, but 


* “ The aBtoiiishment of science .—Her medical attendants were Dr Percival, 
a well-known literary physician, who had been a correspondent of Condorcet, 
D’Alemberb &o., and Mr Charles White, a very distinguished surgeon. It was he 
who pronoimced her head to the. finest in its structure and development of any 
that he had over seen—an assertion which, to my own knowledge, he repeated in 
^ter years, and with enthusiasm. That he had s6me acquaintance with the sub¬ 
ject ^»ay be presumed from this, that he wrote and published a Workmen the human 
skull, supported by many measurements which he had made of heads selected from 
all varieties of the human species. Meantime, as 1 would be loth that any trait of 
vbat mm;ht seem vanity should creep intolthis record, I will candidly admit that 
she died of hydrocephalus; and it has bees often supposed that the premature ex¬ 
pansion of the intellect in cases of that class, is altogether morbid—forced on, in 
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after an interval of liappy years, tliou 
also wert summoned away from our 
nursery; and the night wiiicb, for mo, 
gathered upon that event, ran after 
my steps far into life; and perha])S at 
this day J resemble little for good or 
for ill that which else I should have 
been. Pillar of fire, that didst go 
before me to guide and to quicken— 
pillar of darkness, when thy counte¬ 
nance was turned away to God, that 
didst too truly shed the shadow of 
death over my young heart—in what 
scales should J weigh thee ? Was the 
blessing greater from thy hea\ciily 
presence, or the blight wdiich followed 
thy departure? Can a man weigh off 
and value the glories of dawn against 
the darkness of hurricane ? Or, if he 
could, how is it that, wdien a memor¬ 
able htve lias been follow ed by a me¬ 
morable bcroavemenl, even suppose 
that God Avoiild replace the siidererin 
a point of time antei’ior to the entire 
experience, and oifer to cancel the 
wo(*, but so that the sweet face vvliich 
had caiuvcd the woe should also be 
obiiteraied—velieinently would every 
man shrink from the exchange! In 
the Paraf/isfi host^ this strong in¬ 
stinct of man—to prefer the htai- 
venly, mixed and i»olhitcd with the 
earthly, to a level experience oflcrhig 
neither one nor the other—is divinely 
commemorated. What w'orlds of pa¬ 
thos are in that speiich of Adam’s— 
“If (rod should make another hAe,” 
<^’C.—that is, if God should replace 
him in his primitive state, and should 
r.oiidesccnd tei^bring again a second 
Eve, one that would listen to no temii- 


tation—still that original partner of 
his earliest solitude— 

Creature in whom exceircr\ 
Whatever can to sight or thought be 1 
form’d, J 

Holy, divine, good, amiable, or sweet ”—' 

even now% when she appeared in 
league with an eternity of w^oe, and 
ministering to his ruin, could not bo 
displac(*d for him by any better or 
bni)pier Eve. “Loss of tlico!” he 
cxclaiiTis in tliis anguish of trial— 

" Loss of thee 

Would never from iny heart; no, no, I ' 
feel 

The link of nature draw me; flesh of 
flesh. 

Bone of my bone thou art; and from 
fhy state 

Jline never shall he parted, bliss or 
woe.’"* 

Hut w'hat was it that drew my 
henrt, by gravitation so strong, to my 
sister? Could a cliild, little above six 
3 ’ears of age, place any sj>ecial value 
np(ui her intelhM'tual forwardness? 
Serene and capacious as her mind 
a]jpeare(l to me iqion after review, 
was that a charm for stealing away 
the heart of an infant? ■Oh, no! 1 
tliiiik of it 7iow with interest, b<icaiisc 
it lends, in a stranger’s ear, some jus- 
tificatioji to the excess of iny fondness. 
But then it was lost upon me; or, if 
not lost, W'as but dimly ]»c;rccived. 
lladst thou been an idiot, my sister, 
not the loss I must have loved thee— 
having that capacious heart overflow¬ 
ing, even as mine overflow'cd, wdth 
tenderness, and stung, even as iniuo 


fact, by the mere stimulation of the disease. I would, however, suggest, as a 
possibility, the very inverse order of relation between the disease and the intellec¬ 
tual manife.stations. Not the disease may always have caused the preterna¬ 
tural growth of the intellect, but, on the contrary, Ihis^rowth coming on sponta¬ 
neously, and outrunuiug the capacities of the physical structure, may have caused 
tlie disease. 

* Amongst the oversights in the Paradise Losty some of which have not yet 
been perceived, it is certainly'owe—that, by placing in siicli overpowering light of 
pathos the sublime sacrifice of Adam to his love for his frail companion, he has 
too much lowered the guilt of his disobedience to God. All that MUton can say 
afterwards, does not, and cannot, obscure the beauty of that action : reviewing it 
calmly, we condemn—but taking the impassioned station of A'dam at the moment 
of temptation, we approve in our hearts. This was certainly an oversight; but it 
was one very difficult to redress, I remember, amongst the many exquisite 
thoughts of John Paul,’ (Richter,) one which strikes me as peculiarly touching 
upon this subject. He suggest.s—not as any grave theological comment, but as 
the wandering fancy of a poetic heart—that, had Adam conquered the anguish of 
separation as a pure sacrifice of obedience to G od, Ins reward would have been 
the pardon and reconciliation of Eve, together with her restoration to innocence. 
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was stung, the necessity of being 
loved. Tnis it wua which crowned 
thee with beauty— 

r « Love, the holy sense, 

f Best gift of God, in thee was most m- 
^ tense. ” 

That lamp lighted in Paradise was 
hindlcd for me which shone so stea¬ 
dily in thee; and never but to thee 
only, never again since thy departure, 
latter thefeclingswliich |)Ossess- 
ed me. For 1 was the shiest of chil¬ 
dren ; and a natural sense of personal 
dignity held me back at all stages of 
life, from exposing the leiist ray of 
feelings which I Avas not encouraged 
whoUfj to reveal. 

^ It would be ])ainfnl, and it is need¬ 
less, to pursue the course of that sick¬ 
ness whicli carried otf my leader and 
companion. She (according to my 
recoilection at tins moment) was just 
as much above eight years as I above 
six. And perhaps tliis natural pic- 
cedency In authority of judgment, and 
the lender humility with whicli she 
declined to assert it, had been amongst 
the fascinations of lier prcsciiec. It 
was upon a Sunday evening, or so 
people fancied, that the spark ot latal 
fire fell upon that train of predi-^posi- 
tions to a braiu-coniplaiut which had 
hitherto slumbered within her. She 
had been permitted to drink tea at the 
house of a labouring man, the father 
of an old female servant. The sun 
had set when she returned hi the 
com pany of th is servan t th roii gli 
meadows reeking with. exhalations 
after a fervent day. Fi'om tliat time 
slie sickened. Happily a child in 
such circumstances feels no anxieties. 
Looking upon medical men as iieoplc 
whose natural commission it is to heal 
diseases, since it is their natural func¬ 
tion to profess it, kiiowiiig them only 
as ex-ojfino privileged to make war 
upon pain and sickness—I never hud 
n misgiving about tlie result. I grieved 
indeed that my sister should lie in 
bed: I grieved still more sometimes 
to hear her moan. But all this ap- 
' peered to me no more tha-n a night of 
trouble on which the dawn would 
soon arise. Oh! moment of darkness 


and delirium, when a nurse awakened 
me from that delusion, and lauiiehcd 
God’s thunderbolt at my lieart in the 
assurance, that ni}' sister Jnuat die. 
Kightly it is said ot utter, utter misery, 
that it “ cannot be/eAwe/w/itvYi/.’'* It¬ 
self, us a remeinbrahle tiling, is swal¬ 
lowed up in its own chaos. Merc 
anarchy and confusion of mind tell 
upon me. Leaf and blind I was, 
as 1 reeled under tlie revelation. I 
wish not to recal the circumstances of 
th.it time, when w/y ugony wds at its 
height, and hers in another sense was 
appioaehing. Enough to say—that 
all was soon over ; and the morning 
of that day had at last arrived which 
looked down upon her innocent face, 
sleeping the sleep from which there 
is no awaking, and upon mo sorrow¬ 
ing the sorrow for which there is no 
consolation. 

^ On the day after my sister’s 
death, whilst the sweet temple of her 
brain was yet nuviuhited by human 
scrutiny, 1 formed my own scheme for 
seeing her once more. Not for the 
world would 1 have made this known, 
nor liave suffered a witness to accom¬ 
pany me. 1 had never heaid of feel¬ 
ings that take the name of senti- 
mental,” nor dreamed of such a 
])ossibility. But grief even in a 
cliild hates the light, and slirinka 
from human eyes. The house was 
large; there were two staircases; 
and by one of these I kne\v that about 
noon, wlicn all would be quiet, I 
could steal up into lier cliainber. I 
imagine that it was exactly high noon 
when 1 reached the chamber door; 
it was locked ; but the key was not 
taken away. Entering, I closed the 
door so softly, that, although it opened 
upon a hall which ascemled through 
ail the stories, no echo ran along the 
silent walls. Then turning round, I 
sought my sister’s face. But the bed 
had been moved; and the back was 
now turned. Nothing met my eyes 
but one large window wide open, 
through wliicli the sun of midsinumer 
at noonday was showering down 
torrents of splendour. The weather 
was dry, the sky was cloudless, the 
blue depths seemed the express types 


• “ I stood in unimaginable trance 
And agony, which cannot be rpitiember’d.** 

-Speech ft/AlJiadra in Coleridge's Remorse* 
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of infinity; and it was not possible 
for eye to behold or for heart to con¬ 
ceive any symbols more pathetic of 
life and the glory of life. 

Let me i>:iuse for one instant in 
ap]n*oacliing u remembrance so ail'cct- 
ing and revolutionary for iny own 
niiud, and one wliich (if any earthly 
remembrance) will survive tor me in 
thc^iour of death,—to remind some 
reamirs, and to inform others, that ui 
the original Opium Confessions I en¬ 
deavoured to explain the reason* why 
death, catens jtaribuSy is more pro¬ 
foundly aficctiug ill summer than 
in other parts of the year; so far at 
least as it is liable to any moditica- 
tion at all from accidents of scenery 
or season. The reason, as 1 thei'C 
suggested, lies in the antagonism be¬ 
tween the troi)ieal redundancy of life 
in summer and the dark sterilities of 
the grave. The summer we sec, the 
grave we haunt with our thoughts ; 
the glory is around us, tlie darkness 
is within us. Ami, the two coming 
into collision, each exalts the other 
into stronger relief. Hut in my case , 
there was even a subtler reason why 
the summer had this intense ])ower of 
vivifying the spectacle or the thoughts^ 
of death. And, recollecting it, often 
I have been struck with the important 
truth—that far riiorc of our deepest 
thoughts and feelings pass to us 
through perplexed combinations of 
concrete objects, jiass to us as involutes 
(if I may coip thatword) in comjioimd 
experiences incajiablc of being disen¬ 
tangled, than ever rcacU us iHvecihjy 
and in their ow n abstract shapes. It 
had happened that amongst our nur¬ 
sery collection of books was the Bible 
illustrated with many pictures. And 
in long dark evenings, as my three 
sisters with myself sate by the firelight 
round the ^/i/nrc/of our nursery, no book 
was so much in request amongst us. 
It ruled us and swayed us as myste¬ 
riously as«nusic. One 3 minig nurse, 
whom wc all levied, before any candle 
was lighted, would often strain her 
eyes to read it for us ; and sometimes, 
according to her simple powers, would 
endeavour to explain what we found 
obscure. We, the children, were all 
constitutionalh' touched with pensive¬ 
ness ; the fitful gloom and sudden 


lambencies of the room by fire-light, 
suited our cv'cning state of feelings ; 
and they suited also the divine revela¬ 
tions of power and niys(ent)ns beauty 
which awed us. Above all, the story 
of a just man,—man and yet not man, 
real above all things and yet shadowi- 
above all things, who had siifi'ered 
the passion of death in Palestine, slept 
iqmn our minds like early' dawn upon 
the waters. The nurse knew and 
cxj)lained to us the chief difierenecs 
in Orientj^l climates; and all* these 
differences (as it hai>pens) expiess 
tlu'mseives in the, great varieties of 
summer. The cloudless simliglits of 
Sy ria—tliosc seemed to argue ever¬ 
lasting summer ; tlie disciples pluck¬ 
ing the ears of corn—that must be 
summer; but, above all, the very 
mnne of l^ilm Sundays (a fi\stival in 
the J'higlisli church,) noubled me like 
an antluMM. “ Smulav!” what was 
That was the day of ])caee which 
.mas(jued anollier pt^ace deeper than 
tlui heart of man can comiueh('nd. 

Palms!’’—what v\evc they? Thai 
was an equivocal word : palms, in the 
sense of trojdiies, expressed the pomps 
of life : ])nlms, as ai)iodiict of nature, 
expressed the pomps of summer. Yet 
still even this explanation does not 
suffice: it was not merely by the 
peace and by tlie summer, by the 
deep somul of rest bidow all rest, and 
of ascending glory-,—that J had been 
haunted. It was also because Jeni- 
saleni stood near to those deep images 
both in time and in place. I'he great 
cv(‘nt of fb'rusalem was at hand when 
Palm Sunday came ; and the scene of 
that Sunday was near in jilace to Je¬ 
rusalem. Yet wliat thou was Jeru¬ 
salem? Did I fancy it to be the 
omphalos (navel) of tlic.earth ? That 
jiretension ha^ once lieon made for 
Jerusalem, and once for Dol])hi; and 
both pretensions had become ridicu¬ 
lous, as the figure of the planet became 
known. Yes ; but if not of the earth, 
for earth’s tenant Jerust^lem \va.s the 
omphalos of mortality. Yet how ? 
there on the contrary it was, as we in¬ 
fants understood, that mortality had 
been trampled under foot. True ; but 
for that very reason there it was that 
mortality had opened its very gloomi¬ 
est crater. There it was indeed that 


* Some readers will question the fad, and seek no reason. But did they ever 
suffer grief at any season of the year ? 
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the human had risen on wings from the' 
grave ; but for tliat reason there also 
it was that the divine had been swal¬ 
lowed up by the abyss: the lesser star 
could not rise, before the greater would 
submit to eclipse. Summer, therefore, 
had connected itself with death not 
merely as a mode of antagonism, but 
also through intricate relations to Scrip¬ 
tural scenery and events. 

Out of this digression,, which was 
almost necessary for the purpose of 
shoudiig how inextricably my feelings 
and images of death were tntaugled 
with tiiose of summer, I return to the 
bedchamber of my sister. From the 
gorgeous sunlight I turned round to 
the corpse. Tlierc lay the sweet 
childislr figure, there the ajigcl face: 
and, as people usually fancy, it was 
said in the house that no features had 
suffered any change. Had they not? 
The forehead indeed, the serene and 
noble forehead, that might be the same; 
but the frozen eyelids, the darkness., 
that seemed to steal from^ beneath 
them, the marble lips, thc^stiffeniiig 
hands, laid palm to palm, as if re¬ 
peating the supplications of closing 
anguish, «could thes^ bo mistaken for 
life ? Had it been so, wliercfore did 
I not spring to those heavenly lips 
with tears and never-ending kisses? 
But so it was not, I stood checked 
for a moment; awe, not fear, fell upon 
mo; a]id, whilst I stood, a solemn 
wind began to blow—the most mourn¬ 
ful that ear ever heard. Mournful 1 
that is saying nothing. It was a wind 
that had swept the fields of mortali¬ 
ty for a hundred centuries. Many 
tiu»cs since, upon a summer day, 
when the sun is about the hot¬ 
test, I have remarked the same wind 
arising and uttering the same hollow, 
solemn,Memnonian, fcut saintlyswcll: 
it is in this world the one sole audible 
symbol of eternity. And three times 
hi my life I have happened to hear 
the same sound in the same circum¬ 
stances, viz, when standing between 
an open window and a dead body on 
a summer day. 

Instantly, when my ear caught this 
vast ^olian intonation, wbei^ my eye 
filled with the golden fulness of life, 


the pomps and glory of the heavens 
outside, and turning when it settled 
upon the frost which overspread my 
sister’s face, instantly a trance fell 
upon me. A vault seemed to open in 
the zenith of the far blue sky, a shaft 
which ran up for ever. I in spirit rose 
as if on billows that also ran up the 
shaft for ever; and the billoWs seemed 
to pursue the throne of God ; but that 
also ran before us and fled away con¬ 
tinually. The flight and the pursuit 
seemed to go on for ever and ever. 
Frost, gathering frost, some Sarsar 
wdnd of death, seemed to repel me ; 1 
slept—for how long I cannot say; 
slowly I recovered niy .sclf-i)ossession, 
and found inysdf standing, as before, 
close to my sister’s bed. 

Oh* flight of tlie solitary child to 
the solitary God—flight from the 
ruined corpse to the throne that could 
not ho ruined !—how rich wert thou 
in truth for after years. 'Rapture of 
grief, that, being too mighty for a child 
to sustain, fouudest a Iiapp}^ oblivion 
in a heaven-born sleep, and within 
that sleep didst conceal a dream, whose 
meanings in after years, when slowly 
I decipliercd, suddenly there flashed 
upon me new light; and even by the 
grief of a child, as I will show you 
reader hereafter, were confounded the 
falsehoods of ))hilosophers.t 

In tlie Opium Confei^&ions [touched 
a little upon the extraordiuary power 
connected'with opium (after long use) 
of amplifying the dimensions of time. 
Space also it ampUties by degrees that 
arc sometimes terrific. But time it 
is upon which the exalting and mul¬ 
tiplying power of opium chiefly spends 
its operation. Time becomes infi¬ 
nitely elastic, stretching out to such 
Immeasurable and vanishing termini, 
that it seems ridiculous to compute 
the-sense of it on waking by expres¬ 
sions commensurate to human life. 
As in stany fields one computes by 
diameters of the earth’s ^rbit, or of 
Jupiter’s, so in valuing the virtual time 
lived during some dreams, the mea¬ 
surement by generations is ridiculous 
—by millennia ie ridiculous: by icons, 
I should say, if aeons were more de¬ 
terminate, would be also ridiculous. 


* f^auH sgoff p.ou(itf. —Plotinus. 

t The thoughts referred to will be given in final notes ; as at th's point they 
seemed too much to interrupt the course of the narrative. 
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On this single occasion, however, in different stages, he is not one; the 
mj life,''the very inverse phenomenon ’ unity of man in this respect is coex- 
occiiiTcd. But why speak of it in tensive only with the particular stage 

to which the passion belongs. Some 


connexion with oi)ium ? Could a 
child of six years old have been under 
that influence V No, but simply be¬ 
cause it so exactly reversed the oper¬ 
ation of opium. Instead of a short 
interval expanding into a vast one, 
upon this occasion a long one had 
contracted into a minute. I have 
reason to believe that a very long one 
had elapsed during this wandering or 
snsj)ensioii of my i>erfect mind. "When 
I returned to myself, there was a foot 
(or 1 fancied so) on the stairs. I 
Avas alarmed For I believed that, 
if any body should detect me, moans 
would be taken to prevent my coming 
again. Hastily, llierefore, 1 kissed 
flic lips that 1 should kiss no more, 
and slnflk like a guilty thing with 
stealthy stejis from the room. Thus 
perished tlie vision. loAxliest amongst 
all the shows which earth lias reveal¬ 
ed to me; thus mutilated was the part¬ 
ing which should have lasted for ever; 
thus tainted AAith fear was the farewell 
sacred to love and grief, to perfect love 
and perfect gi'ief. 

Ob, Ahasucrus, everlasting Jew!* 
fable or not a fable, thou avIicii iiist 
starting on thy endless pilgrimage of 
woe, thou when first flying tlirougli the 
gales of Jerusalem, and vainly yearn¬ 
ing to leave the pursuing curse behind 
thee, couldst not more certainly have 
read thy doom of sorrow in the misgiv¬ 
ings of thy troubled brain tlian I a\ hen 
passing for ever from my sister’s room. 
T’lie worm was at my heart: and, con¬ 
fining myself to that stage of life, 1 
may say—the Avorm that could not 
die. For if, when standing upon the 
threshold of manhood, I had ceased 
to feel its perpetual gnaAvings, that 
AV'as because a vast expansion of in¬ 
tellect, it was because iieAv hopes, new 
necessities, and the frenzy of youth¬ 
ful blood, had translated me into a 
neAV creature. Man is doubtless one 
by some subtle nexus that we cannot 
perceive, extending from the new¬ 
born infant to the superannuated dot¬ 
ard: but as regards many affections 
and passions incident to his nature at 


pussions, as that of sexual love, are 
celestial by one half of their origin, 
animal and earthy by the other half. 
These Avill not survive their own ap¬ 
propriate stage. But love, Avhich is 
altogether holy, like that between two 
children, Avill revisit undoubtedly by 
gUmi)ses the silence and the darkness 
of old age ; and I repeat ray belief— 
that, unless bodily torment should 
forbid it, that final experience in my 
sister’s bedroom, or some other in 
AA'liich her innocence was concerned, 
Avill rise again for inc to illuminate 
the hour of death. 

On the day folloAving this which I 
liavc recorded, came a body of medi¬ 
cal men to examine the brain, and the 
Iiarticular nature of the coin])laint, for 
in some of its symptoms it had shown 
perplexing anomalies. Such is the 
sanctity of death, and especially of 
death alighting on an innocent child, 
that even gossiping peojile. dp not gos¬ 
sip on such a subject. Conscquoiitly, 
I knew nothing of the jnirpose which 
drew together these surgeons, nor 
suspected any tiling of the cruel 
changes Avhich might have been 
AATOuglit in my sister’s head. Long 
after this I saw a similar case ; I sur¬ 
veyed tile corjise (it Avas that of a 
beautiful boy, eighteen years old, avIio 
had died of the same comjdaint) one 
hour after the surgeons had laid the 
skull in ruins; but flic dishonours of 
this scrutiny Avere liidden by band¬ 
ages, and had not disturbed the re¬ 
pose of the countenance. So it might 
have been here: but, if it AV'ere not so, 
tlieu I was happy in being spared the 
shock, from having that marble image 
of peace, icy and rigid as it was, un¬ 
settled by disfiguring images. Some 
hours after the strangens had with¬ 
drawn, I crept again to the room, but 
the door Avas iioav locked—the key 
Avas taken away—and 1 was shut out 
for ever. 

Then came the funeral, I, as a 
point of dcconim, was carried thither. 
1 was put into a carriage with some 


♦ " Everlasting Jew I ”—der emge Jude —which is the common German expres¬ 
sion for The Wandering Jew, and sublimer even than our own. 
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gentlemen whom I did not know. 
They w^erc kind to me; but naturally 
they talked of things disconnected 
with tlic occasion, and their conver- 
satiou was a torment. At tlie church, 
1 was told to hold a white handker¬ 
chief to my eyes. Empty hypocrisy! 
What need had he of masques or 
mockeries, whose heart died within 
Iiim at every word that was nlterod? 
During tliat paid of tlic service which 
passed within the cliurch, I made an 
elfort to attend, but I sank back con¬ 
tinually into my own solitary dark¬ 
ness, and I heard little conschm.sly, 
except some fugitive strains from the 
siiblinic cluqitcr of St Paul, wliich in 
England is always read at burials. 
And luax! I iiotie.e a pr(»fouud error of 
our present illustrious Laureate. 
When I heard those dreadful words— 
for dreadlul they were to me—“ It is 
sown in coiriiptkm, it is raised in iii- 
corriqitiou; it is sown in dishonour, 
it is raised in glory;” such was the 
recoil of my feelings, that I coulil even 
have shriek<‘d out a protesting—‘‘ Oh, 
no, no!” if 1 had not been restrained 
by the publicity of the occasion. In 
after years, reflecting upon this revolt 
of my feelings, which, being the voice 
of nature in a child, must be as true 
as any mere opinion of a child might 
probably be fai^e, I saw at once the 
iinsonndiiess of a passage in The />- 
curaion. The book is not here, but 
the substance I remember perfectly. 
Mr AVordsworth argues, that if it 
were not for the unsteady faith wliich 
people fix upon the beatific condition 
after death of tho.so whom they de¬ 
plore, nobody could be found so sel¬ 
fish, as even secretl 3 ’' to wish for the 
restoration to earth of a beloved ob¬ 
ject. A mother, for wstaiicc, could 
never dream of yearning for her child, 
aiid secretly calliiig it back by her 
silent aspirations from the arms of 
God, if she were but reconciled to the 
belief that really it was in those arms. 
But this I utterly deny. To take my 
own case, when I heard those dread¬ 
ful words of St Paul applied to my 
bister —viz. that she should be raised 
a spiritual body—nobody can suppose 
that solfisUuess, or any otlicr feeling 
than that of agonizing love, caused 
tho rebellion of my heart against 
them. I know already' that she was 
to come again in beauty aud power. 


I did not now learn this for the first 
time. And that thought, doubtless, 
made my sorrow sublimer; but also 
it made it deeper. For here lay the 
sting of it, viz. in the fatal words— 
“ VVe shall be chamjed?'* How was 
f the unity of iny interest in her to bo 
preserved, if she were to be altered, 
and no longer to reflect in her sweet 
countenance the traces that wore 
sculptured on my heart? Let a ma¬ 
gician ask any w’^oman whether she 
will jH'nnit liim to improve her cliild, 
to raise it even from deformity to per¬ 
fect beauty, if that must be done at 
the cost of its identity, and there is 
no loving mother but would reject his 
proposal with horror. Or, to take a 
case that has actually happened, if a 
mother were robbed of her child at 
two j'cars old by gipsies, and the 
same child w'crc restored to« her at 
twenty, a fine young man, but divid¬ 
ed by a bleep as it were of death from 
all remembrances that could restore 
the broken links of their once-teiuler 
connexion, would she not feel her 
grief unhealed, aud her heart defraud- 
eil? Uudoublediy she w'ould. All 
of us ask not of God for a better thing 
than that we have lost; w'c ask for 
the same, even with its faults and its 
frailties, it is true that the sorrow- 
"ing |>ej’son will also bo changed even¬ 
tually, but that must be by death. 
And a prospect so remote as that, and 
so alien from our present nature, can¬ 
not console us in an affliction which is 
not remote but present—which is not 
spiritual but human. 

l^astly came the magnificent service 
whicii the English church performs 
at the side of the grave. There is 
exposed once again, and for thfi last 
time, the coffin. All eyes survey tho 
record of name, of sex, of age, and 
the day of departure fioiii earth—re¬ 
cords how useless! and dropped into 
darlfticss as if messages addressed to 
worms. Almost at the very last 
conies the symbolic ritual, tearing and 
shattering the heart with volleying 
discliarges, peal after peal, from the 
final artillery of woe. The coflln is 
lowered into its home; it has disap¬ 
peared from the eye. The sacristan 
stands ready with his shovel of earth 
and stones. The priest’s voice is 
heard once more —earth to earthy and 
the iU*ead rattle ascends from the lid 
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of tlie cofiin ; ashes to ashes ^ and ag^ain 
the killing sound is heard; dust to dust^ 
and tlie farewell volloj announces 
that the grave—the codiii—the face 
are sealed up i‘or ever and ever. 

Oh, grief! thou art classed amongst 
the depressing {)assioiis. And true it 
is, tliat thou humblest to the dust, 
but also thou cxaltest to the clouds. 
Thou shakest as with ague, but also 
thou steadiest like frost. Thou sick- 
cnest the heart, but also thou hcalost 
its iutirinities. Among the very fore¬ 
most of mine was morbid seuMbility 
to shame. And ton years afterwards, 
I used to reproach n»yself with this 
infirmity, by supposing the case, that, 
if it Avere thrown upon me to seek aid 
for a perishing fid low-creature, and 
that 1 could obtain that aid only by 
facing a vast company of critical or 
eni'cring faces, I might pcHuips shrink 
basely from tlie duty. It is true, that 
no such ease hatl CAcr actually occur¬ 
red, so that it wUvS a mere roi.tance of 
casuistry to tax myself with cowardice 
so shocking. i?iit to feel a doubt, \m\h 
to feel condemnation; and (he ciiine 
which might have been, Avas in my 
eyes the crime Avhich had been. Noav, 
however, all was changed; and for 
any thing Avliich regarded my sister’s 
memory, in one Ikmu J received a new 
heart. Ouee in Westmoreland I saw 
a case resembling it. 1 saw a e\AC 
suddenly put oil and abjure heroun 
nature, in a service of fine—yes, 
slough it as coinidctely, as ever ser¬ 
pent sloughed his skin. Her Iamb 
had fallen into a deep trench, from 
whkdi all escape AV'as hoi)eless A\'illi- 
out the aid of man. And to a man 
she advanced boldl}% bleating cla- 
morousl}', until lie folloAved her and 
rescued her beloved. Not less was 
the change in myself. Fifty thousand 
sneering faces avouUI not have trou¬ 
bled me in any office of tenderness to 
my sister’s memory. Ten legions 
would not have reiKdIed me from seek¬ 
ing her, if there was a chance that 
she could bo found. Mockery! it avjis 
lost upon me. Laugh at me, as one 
or two people did! 1 valued not their 
laughter. And Avhen 1 was told in¬ 
sultingly to cease “ my girlish tears,” 
that word ‘‘ girlish'' had no sting for 
me, except as a verbal eciio to the 
one eternal thought of my heart-—that 
a girl was the sweetest thing I, in my 


short life, had known—that a girl it 
AA as Avho had crowned the earth A\ith 
beauty, and had opened to my thirst 
fountains of pure celestial love, fiom 
Avhich, ill this world, ] was to drink 
no more. 

Jnteresting it is to observe how 
certainly all deep feelings agree in 
this, that tliey seek for solitude, and 
are nursed by solitude. Det^p grief, 
deep love, hoAv naturally “do these 
ally themselves with religious*feeling; 
and all three, love,-grief, religion, are 
haunters of soiitai*j' jilaces. Love, 
gi’ief, the passion of reverie, or the 
ni^'stciy of devotion—Avhat were these 
Avitliout solitude ? All day long, A\dien 
it was not impossible for me to do so, 

I sought the moat silent ixnd seques¬ 
tered nooks in the grounds about the 
lunise, or in the neighbouring fields. 
'J'lic aAvful stillness occasionally of 
summer noons, Avhen no winds were, 
abroad, the ap])caling silence of grey 
or misty afternoons-—these were fas¬ 
cinations as of witchcraft. Into the 
woods or the desert air I ga/a‘d as if 
some comfort lay hid in them, 1 
A^earied the heavens with my inquest 
of beseeching looks. 1 tormented tlie 
blue dei)ths Avith obstmate scrutiny, 
swec|)ing them with my eyes and 
searching them for ever after one an¬ 
gelic face that might jH'ihaps have 
l»erraission to reveal itself for a mo- 
nu'iit. The faculty of sliaping images 
in the distance out of sliglit elements, 
and gi'oiiping them after the yearnings, 
of the heart, aided by a slight defect 
in my e^es, grew upon me at this 
time. And 1 recal at the present 
moment one instance of that sort, 
Avliich may show Iioav merely shadows, 
or a gleam of brightness, or nothing 
at all, could ^uniish a suflicient basis 
for this creative faculty. On Sunday 
mornings 1 Avas always taken •to 
church: it was a cUurcli on the old 
and natural model of England, hav¬ 
ing aisles, giilleries, organ, all things 
ancient and venerable, and tlie pro¬ 
portions majestic. Here, whilst the 
congi-egatioii knelt through the long 
Litany, as often as we came to that 
passage, so beautiful amongst many 
that are so, whei c God is supplicated on 
behalf of all sick persons and young 
children,” and that he would ‘"show his 
pity upon all prisoners and captives” 
—I wept in secret, and raising my 
streaming eyes to the windows of the 
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galleries, saw, on days when the sun music mould my feelings. The hint 
shining, a spectacle as affecting as from the Litany, the fragment from 
. everprophet can have beheld. Thosidea the clouds, those and the storied win- 
of the windows were rich with storied dows were sufficient.' But not the 
glass; through the deep purples and less the blare of the tumultuous organ 
crimsons streamed the golden light; wrought its own separate creations, 
emblazonries of heavenly illumination And oftentimes in anthems, when the 
mingling with the earthly emblazon- mighty instrument threw its vast 
ries of what is grandest in man. columns of sound, fierce yet melodi- 
There w'pre the ^^postles that had ous, over the voices of the choir- 
trampled upon earth, and the glories when it rose high in arches, as might 
of earth, out of celestial love to man. seem, surmounting and overriding 
Tliere were thej martyrs that had the strife of the vocal parts, and 
.borne witness to the truth through gathering by strong coercion tlie total 
flames, through torments, and through storm into unity—sometimes I seemed 
armies of fierce insulting faces. There towalktrininphantlyuponthoseclouds 
were the saints who, under intolera- which so recently 1 had looked up to 
bio pangs, had glorified God by meek as mementos of prostrate sorrow, and 
submission tohiswill. And allthe time, even as ministers of sorrow in its cre- 
wbilst this tumult of Sublime memo- ations; yes, sometimes under the 
rials held on as the deep cliords from transfigurations of music 1 felt * of 
an accompaniment in the bass, I saw grief itself as a, fiery chariot for 
• through the wide central field of the mounting victoriously above the 
.wriiidow, where the glass ivas iineo- causes of grief, 
loured, white fleecy clouds sailing I point so often to the feelings, the 
over the azure de])ths of the sky; ideas, or the ceremonies of religion, 
were it but .T^'fragmcnt or a hint of because there never yet was profound 
such a cloud,’ ijljanicdiately under the grief nor profound philosopliy which 
flasli of nt/ sOirow-haunted eye, it did not inosculate at many points 
grew and shalped l^^f into a vision with profound religion. But I request 
of beds with white Tawny cui'taina; the reader to understand, that of all 
and in the bods lay sick children, things I was not, and could not have 
dying children, that were tossing in been, a child trained to talk of reli- 
nnguish, and weeping clamorously for gion, least of all to talk of it contro- 
death. God, for some mysterious versially or polemically. Dreadful is 
reason, could not suddenly release the })icture, which in books wo soine- 
thciq^from their pain ; but ho suffered times find, of children discussing the 
-the beds, as it seemed, to rise slowly docti'incs of Christianity, and even 
through the clouds ; sloA^ly the bods teaching their seniors the boundaries 
ascended into the chambers of the and distinctions between doctrine and 
air; slow'ly, also, his arms descended doctrine. And it has often struck mo 
from theheavens, that he andhlsyonng with amazement, that the two things 
children whom in Judea, once and for which God made most beautiful 
ever, he had blessed, though they among his w’orks, viz. infancy and 
must pass slowlj" througli the dreadful pure religion, should, by the folly of 
chasm of separation, might y^i meet man, (in yoking them together on 
thd sooner. Tliesc visions wore nclf- erroneous principles,) neutralize each 
sustained. These visions necdcd^^iot other’s beauty, or even form a com- 
that any sound should speak to n^ or bination positively hateful. The reli- 

* “ / /f'lt ”—The reader must not forget, in reading this and other passages, 
that, though a child’s feelings are spoken of, it is not the child who speaks. I 
decipher what the child only felt in cipher. And so far is this distinction or this 
expluiiJition from pointing to any thing metaphysical or doubtful, that a man must 
be gross,ly unobservant who is not aware of what I am here noticing, not as a 
peculiarity of this child or that, but as a necessity of all children. Whatsoever 
in a man’s mind blossoms and expands to his own consciousness in mature life, 
must have pre-existed in germ during his infancy. I, for instance, did not, as a 
child, consciously road in my own deep feelings these ideas. No, not at all; nor 
was it possible for a child to do so. I the child had the feelings, I the man deci¬ 
pher them. In the child lay the handwriting mysterious to him ; in me the inter¬ 
pretation and the comment. 
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their young. is 1:au solitude of those *who, with 

God speaks to childicn also in secr^ giiefs, ftaviInoi^o to pity them, 
dreams, and by the oracles that Imk Dee]f U tlie* solitude of tfioso who, 
m darkness. But in solitude, apove fighting with doubts or dniknesa, 
all things, •when made voc^l by^thc Vtve* nOTe*to counsel them. Bui 
truths and services of national deeper than the deepest of *111650 Soli- 
church, God holds ‘^communiou un- tu<lc5 is that ^hidi bioods over child- 
distuibed” with children. ^Ktude, hood, bringing bcfoio it at intorvala 
though silent as light, hi, lige Ugbt, the mial solitude which watches foi 
the mightiest of agencies { itor''goliy It, and ms waiting for it-Within the 
tude is essential to tman. All men. *ghtes»of death. Keader, 1 tell you s 
come into this ww Id jafone-MaH leave truth, and hereaftpr I will convince 
it alone. B\ca a little child has a you of this truih, that fo^' a Gr^itfti 
dread, whlspciing* consciousness, that chM solitude was nothing, but a 
if ho should bo summoned to travclj|J*Chri8tian child It has becom^ the 
into God’s presence, no gentle nurs^ power of God and the mystery oi 
will bo allowed to lead him by the God. Oh, mighty and essefltial soli- 
hand, nor motiier to carry hiih in her tiido, that wast, and art, and art to 
arms, nor little sL^terto share his trC*- be—thou, kindling under the torch of 
pidations King and pi lest, wan lor Chiistian revelations, art now traaa- 
and maiden, philosopher and child, figured for ever, and hast passed ftom 
all must walk those mighty galleries a blank negalion into a secrot bforo- 
alone. The solitude, therefore, which glyphic fiom God, shadowing in the 
in this world appals of fascinates a hearts of infancy thejvcry aiouneiM 
child’s heait, is but the echo of a far of his truths I 
deeper solitude through which alretuly 


* 1 except, however, one case—the case of a child dying of orgaifio 
therefore as to die slowly, and aware of its own coimidon. ^meauie A 
^hild is solemnized, and sometimes, in a'partial sense, ini|nred^ill)mtfed, by tlU 
depth of its svf^enngs, and by the awfulness of its prospect. SuOh MHng 

pnt^oif the earthly mind in many things, may naturally put 0 ihA 
mind in all things. 1 therefore, speaking for myself only, acfenOikMge to have 
read with emotion a record of a little gi^lf who, knowing hersblf Ibrjipontiui td bo 
amongst the elect of death, became anxious even to sieknmbf he«ft fbr wbai 
she c^ed the cokverston of her father,^ Hoi' tUiai duty arid rcv< fence hAd IWn 
hw ailon ed up In filled e. * 


M>h. I.M! 






, [MtircJi* 


Mrt Pool^i w 


MRS mom's ENej-ISH^OMAH IS EaVPT." 


. I ^ V* «•' *" ‘ 

Aw “ Englishw^omaa *'iii "Egypt;” 
thanks to the Mediterranean steamei's 
and the bverland route to India, is no 
longer , so nnusual or astounding a 
speptade as it would appear to have 
heen ftve-and-twenty years ago, when 
that dilettante traveller, Monsieur le 
Comte de l^orbln, made a precipitate 
retreat from Thebes in consequence 
of the shodc sustained by his nerves, 
from encountering among the ruins 

uno femme-de-chambre Auglaise, cn 
petit spencer couleur de rose,” in #io 
person of the Countess of Belmore’s 
lady* 8 -maid; though the Qnartei'ly 
Reviewera, who in those days had no 
mercy for a Fi*cHch misstatement, 
even in the colour of a soubrette’s 
dtess, triumphantly declared the of- 
' fending garment to have been “ a 
qaale-bme pelisse and proceeded to 
demolish the hapless Count accord¬ 
ingly —ijinarterly iZmew, Vol. xxili. 
'p, 92 .) Since the period of this ren¬ 
contre, thh ill-omened blue eyes,* as 
well as blue pelisses, of our country¬ 
women, have been seen with suflBlcioiit 
frequency on the banks of tlic Nile to 
render the one, it is to be hoped, no 
longer an object of alarm to the na¬ 
tives, nor the latter to errant mem¬ 
bers of the Institute; but a naitative 
of the impressions produced on 
tlvatcd female mind by a residence 
among the modern inhabitants of the 
land of the pyrAnIds, was still a de- 
‘sidcratum. The “ Notes” (published 
in 1840 in the Asiatic Journo) of the 
late lamented Emma Roberts, than 
whom no one would have been better 
qualified to fill up thS void, though 
replete with Interest and information, 
81*0 merely those of a traveller hasten¬ 
ing through tbf country on her way to 
India; and, sicept tiie fugitive sket¬ 
ches of Mrs Datner, we can- 

xmt coll tp a siq^o one among 


alt the ladysfdurfsts, y^th whose tours 
and voyages the press has lately 
te^ed, who has . touched on this 
hitlierto xinbroken ground- In such a _ 
dearth of information, we may deem" 
ourselves doubly fortunate in finding 
the task undertaken by a lady pos¬ 
sessing,, snch peculiar advantages as 
must have been enjoyed by the sister 
of the well-known Orientalist, to whose 
pen Ave are indebted for perhaps the 
most comprehensive and accurate ac¬ 
count ever published of the habits and 
manners of any nation, and under 
.whose immediate superiiitendouco, as 
we are informed, the Avork before us 
was prepared. 

The title of tbo ** Englislnvoman in 
Cairo,” would perhaps have more 
appropriately designated the character 
of Mrs Poole’s volumes than that 
which she has adopted; since her op¬ 
portunities of personal observation, 
after her arrival in the ^lapital from 
Alexandria, were bounded by the en¬ 
virons of the city, her cxcuraions from 
which do not ap]>ear to have extend 
ed further than the pyramids. A con¬ 
siderable portion of the first volume 
is occupied by an abstract of Egyp¬ 
tian history from the time of the Arab 
conquest, an account of the tbundatloii 
of Cairo, an agricultural and general 
calendar for each month of the year, 
and various m^ttera connected Avith 
the physical features, statistics,' &c., 
of the country. These dissertations 
form a sort of supplement to the 
work of her brother, from whose 
MS. notes they are avowedly taken; 
being introduced (as Mrs Poole, 
with much ^nuiveti^ confesses^ “ in 
the hope of obtaining a more favour¬ 
able reception for her letters, for the 
sake of the more solid matter Avlth 
which they are interspei'sed; ” but 
though they certainly convey much 




3 % ^^^Ushmman in —Letters from Cairo, written during a residence 

|B 42 , tS 43 , and 1844 , with E. W. Lane, Esq., author of the Mod&^i Egyptians. 
^hiaSittTsa, 

♦ Blue eyes are regarded in the East as 50 unlucky, that the epithet “bbie- 
** commonly appUedj^ a term of abuse—(see Lanes Thousdnd 
j^hUt chap. XV. note 9 .x we find from Miss Pardoo, that a similar preindiee 
. prevaUs mnong the Osmanlis. 
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valuable additiondl iiifoVmatiou to the 
readers of the “ Modem Egyptians,” 
they are scarcely “ germane to the 
matter,” as interpolations in the work 
of a lady. The authoress can very 
well afford to rest her claim to popu¬ 
larity on her own merits; and wo pre¬ 
fer to follow her, in her own peculiar 
sphere, into those mysterious recesses 
of an Oriental establishment, whither 
no male footstep can ever penetrate. 

* IRIra Toole is probably the first Eng¬ 
lish lady who has been admitted, not 
merely as a paasmg visitor, but as a 
privileged frienA^ into the iian^enis of 
those of the highest rank in the Egy^i- 
tian capital. We find her threading 
the narrow and crowded tlioroughfares 
of, Cairo, borne aloft on the “ high 
ass,”* (the usual mode of conveyance 
for morning calls;) and are intro¬ 
duced to tlic wives and daughters of 
the viceroy, and even (in the harcem 
of llabeeb Effcndi) to ladies of the 
imperial house of Othman, in the ease 
aud disinvoltura of their domestic 
circles, amid that atmosphere of (lake 
far niente aud gracefid etiquette, in 
which the hours of an Oriental i>rin- 
cess appofy to be habitually passed. 
With the exception of Lady Mary 
Wortlcy Montague’s piquant sketches 
of tlie Turkish hareems and their in¬ 
mates, and the singular narrative of 
her personal experience of life in an 
Indian zenana, by Mrs Mrer Hassan 
we know no fcinalo writer who 
lias enjoyed such opportimitioa for the 
delineation of the scenes of domestic 
privacy of the East, and who has so 
well availed herself of them, as the 
sister of Mansoor Effcndi^ in tlie pages 
before us. 

The narrative opens with the land¬ 
ing of the authoress and her compa¬ 
nions at Alexandria ,in July 1842; 
but that city, with its double harbour, 
its quays crowded with a motley as¬ 
semblage of eVery nation and language 
In Europe and the Levant, and the 


monument of antii^iuity in its envi¬ 
rons, has been too often described to 
present much opportunity for novelty 
of remark. Passing over, therefoi'e, 
the details given of these well-known 
objects, we find the party, after a 
rapid passage along the Mahmoodiyeh 
canal in an iron track-boat, drawn by 
four hoi-ses, and a vexatious delay of 
two days at thejunctionpf the canal 
and the river, (during which the want 
of musqultto-curtaius gavc-them an 
ample foretaste of the qhantity and 
quality of the insect plagues of Egypt,) 
fairly embarked on the broad stream 
of the Nile. The voyage to Cairo 
was performed in a kanjeh^ or pas¬ 
sage-boat of the kmd usual on the 
river—a long, narrow craft, with two 
masts, bearing large triangular sails; 
aud Mrs Toole, in common with most 
travellers arriving for the first time in 
the East, tos greatly impressed by 
tlie sim])le devotion witli which the 
Rcyyis (or Arab captain) aud his 
crew <‘onimeuded themselves, on set¬ 
ting sail, to the pi'Otcction of Trovi- 
dciice, by reciting altogether, in a low 
'voice, the short prayer ol^tlio FaUicdi^ 
or opening cliapter of the Koran. 
“ The Bight of the Muslim engaged in 
his devotions is, 1 think, most iuter- 
CBtlug; the attitudes are particularly 
striking and impressive;' aud the so¬ 
lemn demeanour of the worshipper, 
who, even in the busy mai’ket-pla^, 
^pears wholly abstracted from the 
World, is very remarkable.The prac¬ 
tice of praying in a public place is so 
general in tlie East, and attracts so 
little notice ftom Muslims, that >ve 
must not regard it as the result of 
hyi)ocrisy or ostentation.” 

As the kanjeh lay to at night to 
avoid danger from sand-banks, the 
travellers were three days in reaching 
Cairo, and found little to interest 
them in the contemplation of the 
banks of the Nile, which at this season 
arc destitute of the brilllajii vei^dnte 


* A representation of ladies thus mounted^ is found in the AToc&fn 
tmi9^ Vol. i. p, 240, first edit. 

, t Observations on the Mnssulmans of India) by Mrs Meoc HftSsan AU> (Pai*- 
bury and Allen, 1832.) The autlioress of these volumes became, under what ctr- 
cumstanccs she does not inform us, the wife of a Moslem native of wealth aA 
rank in India, of whose hareem she had been twelve yean an innuite, witikodt once 
" having had reason, by her own account, to regret her appar^fty strange ^olce 
of a partner. , ■ • 
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which clothes them for some^ time 
after the inundation. On arriving at 
Boulak, the authoress for the first 
time shrouded herself in the cum¬ 
brous folds of a I'urkish riding-dress, 
an overwhelming covering of black 
silk, extending, in raj idea, in every 
direction;” and mounted on a don¬ 
key, she followed her janissary guide 
through the dilapidated subm-b, “ and 
at length we fairly entered Cairo. ... 
The first impression on entering this 
celebrated city is, that it has the ap¬ 
pearance of having been deserted for 
perhaps a ccntur}--, and suddenly re- 
peoplcd by persons, unable, from po¬ 
verty or some other cause, to repair 
it, and clear away its antiquated cob¬ 
webs.I wrote to you that the 

streets of Alexandria were narrow 
they are vnde compared to those of 
Cairo. The meshreeheyehs, or pro¬ 
jecting windows, facing each other 
'above the ground floor, literally touch 
in some instances, and iu mamj^ the 
opposite windows arc within reacli.... 
After passing through several of the 
streets, into which it appeared as 
though the dwellings had turned oul 
nearly all their inhabitants, we arrived 
at an agreeable house in the midst of 
ganleus, in which we are to take up 
■ our temporary residence.” 

. 3 ,^ plan of these gardens, how¬ 
ever, intersected by parallel walks, 
♦ith gutters on each side to convey 
water into the intermediate squares, 
was so much at variance with Mbs 
Poole’s English notions of horticul- 
tiii^c, that she was almost tempted to 
conclude, “ that a garden in Egypt 
was not worth cultivation—so much 
for national prejudice I” As it was 
indispensable for the health of the 
children that their residence should bo 
fixed in the outskirts of the city, some 
delay was experienced in finding a 
peimanent abode; but at the end of 
a month they considered themselves 
fortunate in exjgaging a house infi¬ 
nitely beyond the usual run,” in the 
most hmthy and ebeerfiil quarter, 
for which tlm xeut demanded by the 
landlady, (%"bo bore the picturesque 
name ofialah-Zar, or I^edof TuUps^) 


was only L.12 per annum. The ai-- 
rangement of the apartments was 
neaidy as described by Mr Lane iu 
ills account of the private houses in 
Cairo —(^Modern EgyptianSy i. p, 11:) 
on the ground-floor a court, open to 
the sky, round which were the rooms 
appropriated to the male inhabitants, 
while a gallery, running round the 
first' floor, conducted to the hareem, 
consisting • of two principal apart¬ 
ments, and three smallmai'ble paved* 
rooms, forming en suite an antecham¬ 
ber, a reclining changer, and a bath. 
Above are four rooms, the principal 
one opening to a delightful terrace, 
considerably above most of the sur¬ 
rounding houses, and on this we en¬ 
joy our breakfast and supper under 
the clearest sky in the world.” lint 
scarcely had tlie establishment been 
removed into this new residence, when 
it became evident that something was 
not right The two maid-servants, 
Amineh and Zeyneb, di8a|)pcaicd one 
after the other without giving w'arn- 
iu—strange noises were heard, which 
were at first ascribed to the wedding 
rejoicings of a neighbour, but an ex¬ 
planation was at last cUcited from 
rtbe doorkeeper. The house was 
haunted by an ’Efrect, (ghost or evil 
spirit,) in consequence of the murder 
i of a poor ti^adesman and two sIm'o 
girls by the pi-evious owner, who had 
bequeathed ifc to Lalah-Zar, with re¬ 
version (perhaps in hope of expiat¬ 
ing his crimes) to a mosque. One 
of the victims had- perished in the 
i bath, and like Praed’s * Abbess of 
St Ursida, w ho 

From evensong to matins, 

V In gallery and scullery, 

^ And kitchen and refectory, 

Still tramp'd it in her pattens,” 

the angiy spint stalked at night, ap¬ 
parently in heavy clogs like those 
worn in the bath, knocking at the 
doors, and uttering unearthly sounds, 
which allowed no sleep to the in¬ 
mates. lu'Tahi had poor Lfilah-Zar 
endeavoured to appease this unwel¬ 
come intruder, which had driven ten¬ 
ant after tenant fh)m the hou^e, 


• Knight's Quarterly Magazine, ii. 414^ & talented but shortlived periodical, 
chiefly by members of Ae University of Cft^Hdge, to which Fraed was a princi¬ 
pal contributor under the assumed signature of Peregiinc Oourlenay. 
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by distributing bread to the pdorat 
the tomb of the late owner; the on* 
noyanoe continued undiminisbed— 
pieces of charcoal were left at the 
doors, equivalent to the imprecation, 
“ May your faces be blafckened! ” 
and no female servant w'ould remain 
in the house, it being universally be¬ 
lieved that the touch of an ’Efi*eet 
renders a woman a demoniac. The 
Ramadan (during which it is held 
that all ’Efreets are chained up,) 
brought a temporary respite; and 
theyflattered themselves that they had 
succeeded in barring out the intruder; 
but with the conclusion of the fast the 
disturbances were resumed wdtli in¬ 
creased violence. At length a new 
doorkeeper, worn out with want of 
sleep, obtained permission to fire at the 
phantom, which he said lie saw every 
night in the gallery, alleging that 
’Efrects were always destroyed by the 
discharge of fire-arms. At midnight 
the house was startled by the report 
of a pistol, which it afterwards ap- 
jiearod bad been loaded, contrary to 
orders, with a brace of bullets: the 
voice of the doorkeeper was heard dy¬ 
ing, “There he lies, the accursed;” 
and sounds and cries Avere heard, 
which convinced them all that .some- 
body had been shot. “ It passed me 
in the gallery,” said the doorkeeper, 
“ Avhen I thus addressed it, ^ Shall 
we quit this house, or will you do so ? ’ 
‘ You shall quit it,’ he answered; and 
he threw dust into my.rlglit eye; tliis 
proved it Avas a devil. It stopped iu 
that corner, and I obseiwed it atten¬ 
tively. It was tall, and perfectly 
Avhite. Ilefore it moved again I dis¬ 
charged the pistol, and the accursed 
was struck down before me, and here 
are the remains.” So saying, he pick¬ 
ed up a small burnt mass, resembling 
more the solo of a shoo than any thing 
else, but perforated by fire in several 
places, and literally burnt to a cinder. 
This lie asserted (agreeably with a 
. popular opinion) was always the relic 
Avhen a devil was destroyed. 

The mysteiy remained unexplained, 
though wfe fear that most sober Franks 
(in spite of the corroboratiqp afforded 
to the doorkeepei'’8 theory by the 


high authority of the Thottsand xmd 
One Nights'^) will be-tempted to share 
Mrs Poolers scepticism as to the re¬ 
mains of a devil assuming the shape 
of the calcined sole of an old shoe: 
but after an interval of peace, they 
were eventually compelled, by a ro- 
ncAval of the attack, to abandon the 
haunted house—and those who suc¬ 
ceeded them fared even worse. Six 
families Avere driven out in as many 
Aveoks—their windows broken, and 
their china demolished by invisible 
hands, not only by night, but in broad 
day—“ and noAv,” says Mrs Poole, 
“ I have jdone Avith this subject, I 
have said much upon it; but I must 
be Iield excusable, as ‘ ’tis passing 
strange.’” 

The annoyance of this spectral war- 
fai’C, Avhich continued many months, 
had not prevented Mi*s Poole (in spite 
of the desagremens of flies; “ black 
thick-legged spiders^” and handmaid¬ 
ens, “ who scarcely ever wash them¬ 
selves except when they go to the 
bath, which is once in about ten days 
or a fortnight ”) from becoming gi*a- 
dually at home in her Egyptian resi¬ 
dence, and tolerably familiarized with 
the language and manners of the 
counti^. She had even adopted the 
native*^^ manner of eating; and had 
habituated herself to wear the Turkish 
dress with such ease, as to witness 
unsuaj)ected the splendid procession 
of the Mahmal^^ or emblem of ro 3 "alfy, 
which precedes the marcli of thepilgi’im 
caravan to Mekka—an occasion on 
which the boys of Cairo enjoy a kind 
of saturnalia, and are privileged to 
maltreat any t’hristian or Jew Avbo 
may be detected .near the route. Un¬ 
der the guidance of an elderly Muslim 
friend of her brother, she had also 
entered the^)rincipal mosques of Cairo, 
including that of the Hasancyn (the 
gi-andsons of the prophet, Hasan and 
Hoseyn) and the Zainc-el-Azhai', tho 
two most sacred edifices of Cairo. 
But the Azhar (splendid mosque) is 
not only the cathedral itfosque of the 
Egyptain capital, but the prindpal, 
and perhaps in the present day the 
only Moslem university. In the. n- 
woM^ or apartments, appropriated to 


* Lane’s Thoueand arw? One NighU, i. 176, ii. 346, • 

t A.roprescntation of the Mahmal is given in the M'odern Egyptiang^ ii. 1S3, 
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Students flrom differant countries, 
chiefly poor scholars supported by the 
funds of the mosque, “ after passing 
successively among natives of diflFer- 
ent divisions of Egypt, wo find our¬ 
selves in the company of people of 
Mekkeh and El-Mcdeeneh; then in 
the midst of Syrians; in another 
minute among Mnslims of Central 
Africa; next among Magliarbeh, (or 
natives of Northern Africa west of 
Egypt;) then with European and 
Asiatic Turks; and quitting these, we 
' are introduced to Pereians, and Mus¬ 
lims of Tftdia; wc may almost fancy 
ourselves transported throngii tbob* re¬ 
spective countries. No sight in Cairo 
interested mo more than the interior 
of ,tho Azhar; and tlie many and 
great obstacles which present them¬ 
selves when a Christian, and nforo 
especially a Christian lady, desires to 
obtain admission, into this celebrated 
mosque, make mo proud of having 
enjoyed the privilege of walking lei¬ 
surely through its extensive porticoes, 
and observing its heterogeneous stu¬ 
dents engaged in listening to tlie lec¬ 
tures of their professors." 

A far difffefent locale from the clois¬ 
ters of the Azhar, into which Mrs 
Poole was, perhaps, induced tq pene¬ 
trate by the example of Mrs Dawson 
Damer, was the warw/rm, or mad- 
hot»te, perhaps the oldest public esta¬ 
blishment of the kind in the world, 
as It was attached by the Baharito 
Sultan ,Kalaoon to the mosque wliich 
he founded in 1284. “ Our ears were 
assailed by the most discordant yells, 
as soon as we entered the passagb 
loading to the cells,” where the luna^ 
tics were chained like wild bcas^, 
the men in one court and the women 
in another. Each was confined in a 
separate coll with a small grated-win¬ 
dow, and with nothing but the bare 
floor to rest upon—while many, espe¬ 
cially of the -women, had not nn article 
of clothing—yet they appeared to be 
sufficiently ,auppliecl with food; and 
mildly treated by their guardians; 
“ and I think thia gentleness of man¬ 
ner in the was not assumed 

for the time, lor the lunatics did not 
aj5pcar> to fear them,’*—“ I was ill 
prepaMd for the sight of such miseiy, 
and was leaving the court, When I 
heard a voice exclaiming in a melan¬ 
choly tone of supplication, *Stay, O 


my mistress; give me five paras for to-* 
bacco before you go,’ I turned, and 
the entreaty was repeated by a very 
nice-looking old woman, who was very 
grateful when 1 assured her that she 
should h^e what she required; and 
the woman who was the superinten* 
dant ^avo her the trifle for me.” This 
est^ARshment was then, however, on 
the point of being broken up, as the 
patients were to be removed to an¬ 
other hospital, where they would bo 
placed under the care of tlio pasha’s 
Trench surgeon-general, Clot Bey, 

“ The Turkish is the onl}' European 
language,” says Mr Urqnhart in his 
eloquent but fanciful work, the Spirit 
of the Easty “ which possesses, in the 
word harejn, a synonyme for home, 
but it implies a great deal more. , . 
To picture a Turkisli woman, I would 
beg the reader, if possible, to fancy to 
himself a woman without vanity or 
affectation, perfectly simjde and natu¬ 
ral, and preserving the manners and 
the typo of her childhood in the full 
blossom and fructification of her pas¬ 
sions and her charms.” This Is in¬ 
deed the language of an enthusiast, 
ill whose eyes all is light which comes 
from the Ejist; bnt the winning grace 
and gentle courtesy of the Turco- 
Egyptian ladies of rank, as portrayed 
in Mrs Poole’s interesting sketdies of 
the domestic life of the hareems which 
she visited, go far to justify the cha¬ 
racter given of thorn by their eulogist. 
For her introduction to these, the ca?- 
clusive circles of Cairo, as well ns for 
the more than friendly reception whicli 
she there met with, Mrs Poole pro¬ 
fesses herself indebted “ to the kind¬ 
ness of Mrs Sieder, tlie lady of our 
excellent resident missionary, who 
has gained the confidence of the most 
distinguished hareems,” aided in no 
small dcgi-ee, we have reason to be¬ 
lieve, by the general estimation in 
whicli her brother was held among 
Ills Muslim acquaintance. In this 
novel species of social intercourse, 
Mrs Poole showed much tact, wear¬ 
ing the Turkish dress, which is admi¬ 
rably adapted to the clim^lte, in her 
visits to^ ladies of the middle class, 
as well as at home; “ but in visiting 
those who are considered the noble of 
the land, 1 resume, under my Eastern 
riding-costume, my English ^ dress. 
In the Turkish dress, the manner of 
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my salatatiou mast havo been more' 
suWUsive than I ahould have liked; 
while, as an Englishwoman, 1 am eii* 
tertained by the most distinguished^ 
not only as an equal, but, generally, 
as a superior,” Thus, at the hareem 
of Habeeb Eifcndi, the ex-governor 
of Cairo, she was received at the door 
of the first apartment, on dismount¬ 
ing from the “ high ass” on wliich all 
visits of ceremony must be paid, by 
the eldest daughter of the house, 
wlio herself disencumbered her of her 
riding-dress—an office left to slaves 
in families of rank, except in the case 
of a visitor of high distinction—and 
was thou placed by her on the divan 
at the righ’t hand of her mother, the 
first cousin of the late Sultan Mah- 
mood. The second daughter appeared 
soon after, and Mrs Poole proceeds to 
describe her dress. “ She wore on 
her head a dark handkerchief twisted 
round a tarboosh^ (red cap,) with a 
very splendid sprig of diamonds at¬ 
tached to the right side, and extend¬ 
ing partl}’^ over her forejiead. It was 
composed of very large brilliants, dis¬ 
posed in the form of three lutes in the 
centre, from each of which a branch 
extended, forming an oval shape at 
least five inches -in length. High on ^ 
the left side of her head, she wore a j 
knot or slide of diamonds, through | 
which was drawn a bunch of ringlets, 
which, from their position, appeared 
to be artificial; her tarboosh had the 
usual blue silk tassel, bnt divided and 
hanging on cither side. Her long vest 
and trousers were of a dark-flowored 
India fabric; she wore round her 
waist a large and rich Cashmere shawl; 
and her neck was decorated with many 
strings of very large pearls, confined 
at intervals with gold beads. She 
was in one respect strangely disfigured 
—her eyebrows being painted with 
kohl^ and united by the black pigment 
in a very broad and unbecoming man¬ 
ner. Many w'omcn of all classes here 
assume this disguise. Some apply the 
kohl to the eyebrows as well as the 
eyes, with great, dclicagy; but this 


lady had her eyebrows so remarkable, 
that her other features wei*e deprived 
of their natural expression and effect.” 

The same graceful kindness which 
had marked the reception, was con¬ 
tinued throughout the interview. After 
the usual ref^hments of sweetmeats 
and coffee had been handed round by 
the slaves, the eldest daughter, throw¬ 
ing her arm round the neck of their 
guest, (the Oriental equivalent for 
walking arm-in-arm,) conducted hei* 
through the various apartments of the 
house; and was preparing,* on her 
departure, to re-equip her with her 
riding-dress, when the younger sister 
remarked, “ You took them off: it is 
for me to put them on.” The fiiend* 
ship thus commenced with the amiable 
family of Ilabceb Effendi continued 
uninterrupted during Mrs Poole’s stay 
in Plgypt; and the Ijonours with which 
she was received wore almost embar¬ 
rassing—the chief lady, on her second 
visit, even resigning her own seat, and 
placing herself below her. The ladies 
of this hareem wore particularly well 
informed. They had heard of the pub¬ 
lication of Mrs Dawson Darner’s 
’“Tour,” and were very curious to 
laiow what had been said of thorn, 
expressing much gratification on hear¬ 
ing the terms in whiqh she had de¬ 
scribed them. Of the eldest daughter,* 
in particular, Mrs Poole speaks in 
language of the warmest pei*aonal re¬ 
gard :—“ I have not met with her 
equal in Eastern female society, in 
gentleness, sweetness, and good se^o; 
and, withal, she has decidedly a cidti- 
vated mind.” She made a copy in 
^colours of tlie portrait of the present 
Sultan in Mrs Darner’s book, “ which 
will doubtless excite great interest in 
every visiter; and, unless protected 
by a glass, it will perhaps, in the 
course of a rfew weeks, bo kissed en¬ 
tirely away, like a miniature portrait 
of a Turkish grandee of whic^ I wgs 
lately told.” The political rclatloBB 
of the Porto with England and Russia 
frequently became the Bubycct of coa- 
vei'sation; and on one occasion, when 


* Mrs Darner describes this lady, to whose amiability and aceompUshments she 
does ample justice, as a sort of Turkish who bad renounced mar¬ 

riage in order to devote herself to her mother*-^ circumstaiice which. If Oorreotly 
stated, would be almost unparalleled in the East. But Mrs Peole*a sUenee would 
rafher lead us to suppose that Mm Datter was miatakeB. . - . „ ; . 
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the conoes^on lately ^act^frota the 'old, sat on a cnsliion at his sister's feet, 
forte, allowing conreri^to Mam to . conversing with the visitor in Frenoh; 
return nnmolested to their original* his mother, and other ladies, sitting on 
faith—a concession of all othere most Mrs Foole'sleft hand. The day happen* 
galling to the Moslem pride—^was ed to be the fourth of the festival of the 
mxraght on the tapis, this lady re- Great Beiram, when it was custom- 
m^ked, “ with an earnestness of man- ary for those ladies who had the pri- 
ner which interested me and my friend vilege of the entree^ to pay their re- 
extremely—‘It is but the fulfilment spects to the princess. But to not 
of prophecy! When I was a little one ofthose who presented themselves 
child, I was taught that in this year at this levee, did/Nozleh Hanum 
great things would commence, which deign to address 4 word in acknow- 
would require three years for their ledgment of their salutation, as they 
completion! ’ Surely she drew a beau- silently advanced, with downcast eyes, 
tiful conclusion,” adds Mrs Poole, to kiss her hand or the hem of her 
“•and under circumstances of painful robe, and then as silently withdrew, 
feelings to one strictly attached to the without once raising their eyes to ber 
law^of her religion,” But the allu- face. “ This etiquette, I am inform- 
sion appears to have been a belief long cd, is not only observed during luSt 
cuiTent in the East, that a mysterious illness, but at all times: anA' here 1 
combination was involved in the num- ; felt peculiarly the advantage of being 
ber 1260, (the year of the Hejra which an Englishwoman; for she kept up 
has just closed,) portending “ the be- j with me a lively conversation, and 
ginning of the end ” of Islam, if not of . really treated me as an equal.” On 
the world; and of which this infringe- taking leave, a second cup of sherbet 
ment'of Moslem supremacy appeared 'Vas presented—“ This is always in¬ 
to be the first manifestation.^*^ . tended as a .distihguishing mark of 

The advantages of the English cos- ' honour. Several l^ies accompanied 
tume were strongly evinced on Mrs ■ us to the door; and the treasurer fol- 
Poole’s presentation, by her friend Mrs* lowed me with an embroidered hand- 
Siedlcr, to the haughty JSTezleh Hanum, kerchief from her highness. Do not 
the widowed daughter of Mohammed ' think me egotistical, because I do- 
Ali, in hcF apartments at the KasV- scribe thus minutely my reception ; 1 
ed-Dubarah, a palace in the midst of ticonsider it important in a description 
Ibrahim Pasha’s plantations on the \or manners, especially as the receiving 
banks of the Nile, which is the usual and paying visits is the cverj’day 
residence of the ladies of the Pasha’s ^ business of an Eastern lady.” 
family. Mrs Dawson Darner has- This was not, however, the first 
drawn a sufficiently unamiable picture occasion on which Mrs Poole had 
of this princess, whose cruelty to her visited the Kasr-ed-Dubirah, as she 
attendants she represents as emu^ had some months previously been 
lating tliat displayed in his public present, in company with her invalu- 
charac ter by her late husband, the able chaperon, Mrs Sieder, at an eu- 
Deftordar Mohammed Bey.f But tertainment there ^ven by the Pasha’s 
nothing but the patte de vdours was hareem; when she had formed the ac- 
seen by the English stranger, who, qnaintance of themothert ofMoham- 
thongh Nezlch Hanum was severely med AH Bey, and of another wife of 
indisposed at the time of her visit, the Pasha, “both young; the one a 
was, by her express command, shown dignified and handsome person, and 
into her bedroom, and received “ with the other especially gentle and very 
the sweetest smile imadnable;”> level}',” At the time, she supposed 
while the yonn^st son of the Pasha, that these were the only wives of his. 
Mohammed All Bey, a boy nine years highness; but, on a subsequent visit 


A bfeUef precisely similar prevailed throughout CHiristendom, pi;evious to the 
year 1260 of our own era: the reference being to the two tnysfic periods in tho 
eleventh chapter of the Apocalypse. 

t An ^ecdote of this personage is given in Mr Lane’a works, L* 153. ' 

4 It IS hareem etiquette to address mothers by the names of their children. 
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to the hai'eom ia the citadel, she was 
introdaced te a tlikd, the mother of a 
sou uamed Haleem Bey—and 
Shrewdly conjectured that the full 
number of four was not incomplete. 
These ladies, with the daughter of 
Mohammed Ali, the widow of Too- 
soou, (a deceased eon of the Pasha, 
whose'^on, Abbas, is the reputed suc¬ 
cessor to the pashalik,) and Abbas 
Pasha’s fostermother, were the only 
persons at table, with the ex:Bex>tion 
of the French guests—the widow of 
Toosoon Pasha, in virtue of her 
seniority, leading the way to the salle- 
a-mamjer^ and taking the place of 
honour at “ a veiy large round silver 
tray, covered with small silver dishes 
filled with various creams, jelHes, &c., 
and most tastefully garnished with 
exquisite flowers; in the centre was a 
foreipiavtcr of lamb, on pilav. The 
lamb was succeeded by stew ] the 
stew by vegetables; the vegetables 
by savoury cream, &c.; swe^t dishes, 
most delicately prepared, sufcceeded 
these ill rapid succession,: fifd each 
was removed, and its pVee filled, 
when perhaps only tasted, ^Ladies 
attended close to our divan pt^h fiy> 
whisks; behind them abdj& fhirty 
formed a semicircle of gailytA’cssed, 
and in many cases beautiful wpinen 
aiid gii‘ls; those near the door held 
large silver trays, on which the black 
slaves, who stood without, placed the 
dishes.” During the repast, Mrs 
Poole frequently received morsels 
from the hand of Toosoon Pasha’s 
widow—oue of the highest compli¬ 
ments according to Eastern manners 
—and, before takinglcavc, she received 
an invitation to a grand marriage 
festival, which was shortly to take 
place in the hareem. The nuptials 
were not, however, celebrated during 
lier stay in Egypt, the main difficulty 
being, as she was informed, the choice 
oj* a hrideyrooni! 

Though the costume of the Pasha’s 
ladies did not differ materially from 
that already described in the hareem of 
Ilabeeb Effendi, yet, as the Kasr-ed- 
Dubdrah may bo considered as the 
centre of Cairo fashion, it would bo 
unpardonable to omit some notice of 
Mrs Poole’s (^servations (somewhat 
abridged) on this all-important sub¬ 
ject.’ “The Turkish ladies wear the 
yelek (long vest) considerably longer 


than their iB&ght, forming a graceful 
train, whiolij in walking ol^r a mat 
or carpet, they hold in front over the 
arm. The chemise is of Silk gauze, 
fine onuslin, or a very beautiful thin 
crape, with glossy stripes, which is 
made of raw silk ih the hareems, and 
is cream colour: the sleeves are not 
confined at the wrist. The sMntiyan 
(trousers) are extremely full, and ge¬ 
nerally of a different material from 
the yelek; the former being Of idclT 
brocade, large-patterned muslin*or 
chintz, pr sometimes of plain satin or 
gros-de-Naples. The yelek^ on the 
contrary, is nVade of a material with 
a delicate pattern, generally a small 
stripe, whether of satin, India silk, or 
muslin. Ladies of distinction always 
wear Cashmere sluiwls round the 
waist, generally red; and those in 
Ka5r-c(l-Dubar.ali had a narrow edge 
of gold, with gold cords and tassels at 
the comers.” 'Fhe tarbopsh and dia¬ 
mond ornaments are worn as before 
described ; “ but the front hair is cut 
short, and combed towards the e 3 '^c- 
bvows, which is cxtinmicly unbecom¬ 
ing even to a beautiful face, except 
when it curls naturally. * The long 
liair is disposed iu numerous small 
jdaits, and looped wp on each side 
over the handkerchief. Tlie hair of 
the younger ladies and white slaves, 
In tlie Turkish hareems, is often worn 
hanging loosely on the shoulders; 
but no coiffyre is so j»rctty as that 
worn by the Arab ladies, whoso long 
hair, linnging down tlie back, ia ar¬ 
ranged in many small plaits, often 
lengthened by silk braid, and generally 
adorned with hundreds of small gold 
onianients, resembling oval strangles, 
which harmonize better with the 
Eastern costume than any other fa¬ 
shion.” » 

The hareems of the grandees are 
generally suvrouDded by lofty walls, 
as high or higher than the neighbour¬ 
ing houses; a vigilant howwab or 
doorkeeper is stationed at the outer 
portal; and within this the eunuchs 
guard the curtains, heavy with golden 
embroidery, which cover the doomay 
leading to the inteior; and woe to 
the intruder who should attempt to 
penetrate beyond the entrance! A 
closed door is never permitted in the 
hareem; but etiquette forbids the hus¬ 
band to enter when slippei’S laid be- 
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for« til 9 door«ray denofcdthat his wife at the pe^'Iod when those tales weiw 
is receiving visitors—a method of ox- -wtitten. “ Though torn from their 
elttsion which is said tm ho sometimes parents at an early age, they find and 
kept in operation for many days to- acknowledge fathers and mothers in 
gather. The scale of precedence thoseto whom they are sold; and^ex- 
among the inmates is regulated on a cepting in two cases, cheerfhlness has 
very differont system from that of appeared to reign among them’’—and 
European society. Mr Urquhart has the authoress was a witness of the deep 
correctly remarked that “ the precept, sympathy felt by the of the 

* Thou shalt leave thy father and wife of a Turkish grandee, who was 
mother, and cleave unto thy wife,’ confined in the state prison by order 
has not been transcribed from the of tlie Pasha. The principal eraploy- 
Gospel to the Koran: the wife in the meat of these fair prisoners, indepen- 
East is not the mistress of the house- dent of the preparation of sherbets 
hold; she is the daughter of her hus- and other household duties, consists 
band's mother,” to whom the appel- in embroidery, “ which is extremely 
latioii of hanumy or chief lady, belongs beautiful, as superior as it is unlike to 
of right to the end of her life; and, any fancy-work practised in England; 
even if the mother bo not living, the —taste of a very remarkable kind is 
sisters of the hus^nd take precedence displayed in its execution, similar iii 
of the wife, who is reganlod by them many respects to that exhibited in 
as a %joxtngtT siste^ The first wife, the most elaborate decorations of 
however, where there is more than Arabian architecture.” Few, even of 
one, can only lose her pre-eminence of the la<lies of rank, can read or write 
rank by the misfortune of being child- their own language—but there are 
less, in which case she gives place to some exceptions—the accomplished 
one who has become a mother; but, family of Ilabeeb Effendi lias already 
among the higher classes, ciicli wife been noticed; and Mrs Poole was ac- 
has her separate apartments and at- qnaiuted with another instance, iu 
tendants, dnd in some cases even in- which the daughters had learned, under 
habits a separate mansion—all, how- the tuition of a brother who had been 
ever, within the bounding walla of educated iu Europe, to road and nn- 
the hareem. dorstand not only the literature of 

“ In the great hareems, the hanum their own country, but the jxiets of 
generally has four principal attend- Italy. The surveillance exercised 
ants, two of whom arc elderly, and over the young white slaves “ can 
act simply as companiops; the third only bo compared to that which is 
Is the treasurer, and the fourth is ,the established in the convent. A devia- 
sub-treasurer. The next in rank aie tion from the strictest rules of mo- 
those who hand pipes and coffee, shcr- desty is followed by severe punisU- 
bot and sweetmeats; and each of ment, and often by the death of the 
these has lier own sot of subordinates. <lelinquent . . . but if they conduct 
Lastly rank the cooks and house themaelves well, they ai-e frequently 
slaves, who are mostly negresses.” married by their masters to persons 
The position of tliese w/nVe s/arrs, of high respectability; and the core- 
amoug whom IVIrs. Poele “ found the mony of tho marriage* of a slave in 
most lovel)'girls in the hareem, many the high hareems is conducted with 
of them fully justifying my precon- extreme magniheenfte. Those, how- 
cfiivcd ideas of the celebrated Georgi- ever, wdio from their personal charms 
an and Circassian women,” may, per- have become the favourites of their 
haps, be best understood by a refer- master, and particularly those who 
ence to the ihmUiar pages of the have borne lura a childf are seldom 
Thousand and One the ha- or nevor tlioa dismissed, and cannot 

reem scones in are probably legally be sold: having in this respect 

dra>vn from thos^^ dr Syria and Egypt tho advantage of the wife, who is 


* Marriagei^ slaves ftom the khalifs hareeia oeewr tnoT^ than once in the 
Thon«:and and One Nighte. 
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always liable to be divorced without 
caase assigned, and at a moment's 
notice/* 

r In the hareems of the middle and 
lower classes, the same system of 
strict seclusion cannot, of course, be 
maintained as in the case of the “ hid- 

• den jewels” (as they are called) of 
the grandees:—the women frequent 
the public baths, and are allowed to 
visit their neighbours "without re¬ 
straint ; but shopping is generally pro¬ 
hibited, for reasons which may bo 
gathered from the Thousand and One 
Nights: — and goods for sale are 
brought to the hareems by female 
brokei's. The system of blindfold 
marriages is universal; and except 
among the lowest class, it is scarcely 
possible that the bridegroom and bride 
should got a glimpse of each other 
bcfcft’o their cspou-vils-T-and the be¬ 
trothals ai‘e generally made at a ridi¬ 
culously early age. A lady gravely 
asked Mrs Poole whether one of her 
boys, thirteen years of age, was mar¬ 
ried—and she witnessed a marriage 
procession in which the almost infant 
bride, taking the whole affair as a 
good joke, thought jtroper to walk 
backwards before the canopy fanning 
her friends, instead of submitting to 
be fanned. The natural consequence 
of these early mamages is, that 
“ among the lower orders some hus¬ 
bands are sad tyi-ants; they marry 
such little 3 'oitng creatures, that they 
are more like children than wives, 
and their inexperience unjustly pro¬ 
vokes their liusbands.” An original 
sort of revenge was threatened in her 
hearing by a man irritated by the 
abusive language of a little girl, whose 
tongue was the plague of the neigh¬ 
bourhood—“ When I have a little 
more money, I will marry you, and 
punish you . every day/*' Mrs Poole 
indeed expresses her conviction, re¬ 
luctantly forced upon her, that in 
the middle and lower classes,* both 
wives and female slaves are often 
treated with the utmost bnitality; 
and she mentions two instances in 


her own neighbourhood, in which tbo 
death of women of the letter class 
was caused by the cruelty of their 
masters. In both these cases, how¬ 
ever, tlie men woreCopts—-a people of 
whom (in spite of the eflbrts of the 
English Missionary Society to make 
them something more than nominal 
Christians) she was assured, by one 
who knew them well, “ that their 
moral state is far worse than that of 
the Muslims, and that in the conduct 
of t)io latter there is much more Cliris- 
tianity than is exhibited in that of 
the former,” f An anecdote, casually 
introduced, enables us to judge of the 
education which children receive on 
tills point. On a visit to the wife of 
the keeper of the tombs of Moham¬ 
med Ali’s family, a boy just able to 
walk was brought in, when “ the chief 
lady called for a stick, that puss, who 
was quietly crossing the carpet, might 
be beaten for his amusement. I in¬ 
terceded for the cat, when she replied 
mysteriously, ‘ I like her very^ much 
—I will not hurt her.’ Accoi-dingly 
she raised Iicr aim with considerable 
effort, and let it fall gently. She next 
desired one of her slaves to kneel, 
which the girl did most gracefully*, 
and bent her head with ap ah* of 
mock submission to receive ih^kurbdj^ 
and the same farce was repeated. 
Though neither slave nor cat was a 
sufferer, .tfee effect must have been 
equally bad on the ipind of the child. 
Alas 1 for the slaves and cats when 
ho is big enough to make them feel 1 ’* 
The diildren, however, occasionally 
fare no better than the slaves; and 
Mr Lane was not seldom obliged, by 
the screams of the sufferers, to inter¬ 
fere to atop the cruelty practised in 
his neighbourhood, whan “ the answer 
usually returned was of the most civil 
kind, assuring us, wiCli many saluta¬ 
tions, that for our sokes the offender 
shall b8 forgiven.” On one occasion 
an old woman, to punish her little 
grandson for a trifling theft, had em¬ 
ployed the services of a profesaional 
beater^ who had tied the cbUd-0 Jegs 


* The higher classes are not fVeo from this reproach, if we are to believe the 
story told by Mrs Darner, that Noaleh Hanum punished a female Blave who had 
offended her by the daily amputation of a joint of one of hpr fingers 1 
f A Spanish proverb of former days, defines Gaatllian &Uh and Moorish 
works ” as the ingredients of a good Christiau. 
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ftnd arms, and was boating him with 
a ponderous stick, while his grand¬ 
mother cried, “ again I” and only de¬ 
sisted on a peremptory remonstrance 
from Mr Lane; yet the same woman 
disturbed the neighbourhood with her 
lamentations every alternate Mon¬ 
day for the loss of heiv son, the 
little boy’s father! It is perhaps hard¬ 
ly fair to cite instances of brutality 
like tills, to which our own police- 
offices afford abundance of parajlels, 
as examples of the national manners 
of Egypt; and Mrs Poole does full 
justice to the spirit of mutual aid which 
prevails among the poor in all Moslem 
countries, and teaches them “ to bear 
each other’s burdens.” The women, 
especially those of the higher class, 
ai'c admitted to be the “ most affec¬ 
tionate of mothers.” They are so pos¬ 
sessed, hoAvever, by terror of the 
“ evil eye,” which they firmly believe 
may be cast on their children by an 
admiring word or glance, that the 
smallest allusion to them is hazard¬ 
ous* Mrs Poole was much amused 
by the agitation of an Arab lady, in 
conversation with whom she had con- 
gi'atulated herself that the strength of 
her eldest boy’s constitution had pre¬ 
served liini from the ill effects of the 
heat. In an instant she vociferated, 
‘ Bless the Prophet! bless llie Pro¬ 
phet ! ’ and coloured deeply.” And it 
■was with difficulty that Mrs Poole 
could cairn her, or convince her that 
the English apprehended no danger 
fi*om the expression of their satisfac¬ 
tion in tiio welfare of those they love. 

It is not easy for even the most cx- 
perhneed to avoid contretemps of this 
iind ill the East, where even the ordi¬ 
nary observances of life seem to have 
been aiTangedKm a system diametri¬ 
cally opposite to our oWu; and some 
aimsing anecdotes arc given of the 
gmcheries unconsciously com Aitled by 
raw tourists from Europe. «At the 
house of an Egyptian grandee, an 
European gentleman, on receiving the 
sherbet after pipes "and coffee, which 
was banded first as a stranger, 
“ looked at it for a moment, and then 
at the gaily-enibrolderod napkin hung 
over ttie arm of the slave who pre- 
SCTtcd it; and following the impulse 
^von, I conclude, by his preconcep¬ 
tions of Eastern habits of cleanliness, 
dipped liis lingers in the sweet bev'cr- 


ago, and wiped them on the napkin I” 
A less pardonable breach of etiquette, 
tt& it proceeded not from ignorance 
but want of good-breeding, was com¬ 
mitted by two Franks, who, arranged 
in a motley mixture of European and 
Oriental costume, made their way into 
the Pasha’s palace at Shiibra, and, 
after rambling from room to room 
without meeting any one, at length 
entered tlio bedroom of the Pasha, 
wlio was nearly undressed 1 “Though 
taken by siu*prisc, his Turkish cool¬ 
ness did not forsake him; calling for 
his dragoman, he said, ‘Ask those 
gentlemen where they bought their 
tarbooshes?’ ‘At Constantinople.’ 
‘And Mere,’ rejoined the Pasha, ‘I 
suppose they leanied their manners. 
Tell them so.’ Judging from this i*e- 
tort that their presence was not agree¬ 
able, tiio Franks^aluted the vicctoy, 
and withdrew,” 

As wc profess to deal with Mrs 
Poole solely in her own peculiar pro¬ 
vince, as a delineator of female man¬ 
ners and female society in Egypt, wc 
shall pass with brief notice her visit 
to the Pyramids, the account of which 
contains much valuable infonnation, 
supplied (as she avows,) from the 
notes of her brother. The excursion, 
though at a short distance from Cairo, 
is not altogether unattended with dan¬ 
ger, especially to ladies, from the at¬ 
tacks of the Bedawees; as appears 
from theh’emarks of some young men, 
the sons of a Bedawee sheykh at some 
distance, who had ridden over, as they 
admitted, in the hope of seeing the 
faces of the ladies of the pai'ty,, and 
were much disappointed at finding 
them veiled. T'hcy had been much 
struck by the charms of a beautiful 
American whom they had seen a few 
weeks before; and one of them ex¬ 
claimed, iir speaking of her—“But 
the sword! the sword! if wc dared to 
use it, we would kill that man,” al¬ 
luding to the lady’s companion, whe¬ 
ther her husband or brother, “ and 
take her for ourselves.”—“’Tis well 
for prettty M^oincn travelling in the 
East, that these lawless Arabs are 
kept under a degreeof subjection by the 
present government,” says Mrs Poole; 
and the anecdote affords an indication 
that, when the reins of administration 
are released by tlie death of the pre¬ 
sent Pasha, the overland route to 
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India may not be quite so secure as 
it is at present. 

♦ But there is another, a modem 
wonder of Cabo, which, of late years, 
has almost equally divided with the 
Pyramids the attention of Frank tra¬ 
vellers. We allude to the sheykh 
Abdel-Kadir el-Maiighrabi, in whose 
enchanted mirror of iuk, poured into 
the palm of an unsophisticated Arab 
boy, men from all parts of the earth 
were compelled to appear bcfoi'e the 
tent of the Sultan, with its seven mys¬ 
tic flags, and submit to a description 
of their persons and dress, which would 
have satisfied the vigilance of the 
Russian police. The oracular saga¬ 
city of the Quarterlf/ Review was un¬ 
able to solve the mystery; and even 
Mr Lane, in his Modem Egyptians^ 
hesitates whether to doubt or believe; 
but the bubble (aswc learn from Mrs 
Poole) has at last burst; and the two 
familiar spii'its, Turshoon and Tiiry- 
ooshoon, stand revealed in the late 
Osman Eftciuli, interpreter to the 
British consulate. Since the dcatii of 
this respectable personage, Avho usually 
acted as master of the ceremonies at 
his performances, the good fortune of 
the sheykh has totally deserted him, 
as he himself inadvertently admitted 
to Mr Lane, wiien lie not long since 
accompanied two English travellers 
to witness the exhibition, which 
proved an entire failure; and since 
that time hi^ attempts have been even 
more signally unsuccessful. What¬ 
ever , may have been the means 
employed, there Ls no longer any 
doubt that Osman Effcndi, who sat 
quiet and demure in a comer, wifhout 
word or sign, W'us the prime agent in 
the deception; and with him the re¬ 
putation of the last representative of 
Pharaoh’s magicians has vaiushed for 
ever, like the visions in his own magic 
mirror. 

The series of Mrs Poole’s letters 
closes abruptly in April 1844, with 
the relation of one of licr visits to the 
friendly haveem of Ilabeeb Effendi; 
and no intimation is given either of 


the cause of the sudden cessation, or 
whether a second-'series may be here¬ 
after especte# We hope that this 
may be the case; for, independent of 
the interest attaching to the subject, 
and the difficulty of finding another 
equally qualified by opportunity and 
powers of observation to do it justice, 
the time must inevitably soon bo past 
when it will be possible to depict the 
habitudes and mannei's of the Arab 
population in their integrity. Cairo 
is at present, with the single except 
tiou perhaps of Damascus, the most 
purely Arab city in the East; but 
the ruthless reforms of the Pasha, 
and the constant passage of the 
Franks on this new high-road to In* 
dia, will erelong divest it of its dis¬ 
tinguishing characteristics, and give it 
as hybrid aii aspect as that of the 
Frank intruders intothePasha’seham- 
bcr. An English hotel has already 
started up; and Mrs Poole informs 
us, that “by a proclamation of the 
Pasha, the houses are to be white¬ 
washed within and without; those 
W'ho iuliabit mined houses are to re¬ 
pair or sell them; and uninhabited 
dwellings are to be pulled down, for 
the purpose of forming squares and 
gardens; meshreebeyehs (projecting 
first-floor windows) are forbidden; 
and nmiahaJts (the seats in front of 
shops) are to be removed. Cairo, 
therefore, will no longer 1^^ an Arab 
city, and will no longer possess those 
peculiarities which render it so pic¬ 
turesque and attractive. The deep 
shade in the narrow streets, increased 
by the projecting windows; the pic¬ 
turesque tradesmen, sitting with one 
friend or more before Lis shop, enjoy¬ 
ing the space afforded by his raasta- 
bali—these ^will be'no more; and 
while I cannot but acknowledge the 
great necessity for repairing the city, 
and removing the ruins wnich threaten 
the destruction of passengers, I should 
have liked those features retained 
which are essentially characteristic* 
which help, as it were, to group the 
people, and which form such admi¬ 
rable accessories to jiictui'es,” 
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FBACTICAL AGRICULTURE—STEPHENb' BOOK OF THB FARM, &C. 


The growing demand for informa¬ 
tion among the agricultural classes, 
s^es the appeai-auoo of new books of 
a really trustworthy kind of greater 
national value at the present time 
than at any fonner period. Besides, 
as our knowledge is rapidly advan¬ 
cing, good books upon pmctical agri¬ 
culture are becoming more difficult 
to write. They require from their 
authors a larger acquaintance with 
the newer branches of elementary 
science than many practical men can 
be expected as yet to possess. These 
considerations induce us to advert for 
the second time to the work now be¬ 
fore us. We drew the attention of 
our readers to the first volume when 
it made its appearance; two other vo¬ 
lumes completing the work having 
since been published, we feel ourselves 
under a kind of obligation to follow 
the author cursorily through the re¬ 
mainder of his book. 

The Book of the Farm might be 
called The Practical Farmer's Library^ 
since it contains full information upon 
almost every practical subject upon 
which the intelligent young farmer is 
likely to require assistance or advice. 
The scientific branch alone is not 
systematically discussed, though here 
and there useful scientific points are 
' treated of and explained. Bat this 
was not to be expected in a I'eally 
practical work; and the author, upon 
thus branch, very properly rcifers his 
readers to the published works of 
Professor Johnston.* • 

The feature that struck ns most in 
the perusal of the first volume, was the 
remarkably wide range of minutely 
practical Infq^mation which the author 
possesses and embodies in his book. 
He describes every practical opera¬ 
tion as if he had not only assisted at 
it on some former ocea,Bion, but as if 
he were actually perforpuug it while 
he is descril^ttg it with his pen. 
This gives a truthfutnesa afid self- 


evident accuracy to his descriptions, 
which nra rarely to be met with in 
agricultural works, and which could 
not be expected from one who was 
not really familiar with the points of 
W'hich he treats. Ho seems even to 
enjoy cveiy labour he describes, to 
cuter into the spirit of every opera¬ 
tion to be performed—into the lieart 
and fun of the thing as it were. He 
becomes an actual participator in the 
fact—a particeps criminis. 

No matter whether it is the curry¬ 
ing or the skinning of his horse—the 
shoeing or the riding—taking him to 
the field or to the tanner, Mr Ste¬ 
phens is equally ready and willing fbr 
all. lie tells you with the same glee, 
how to shelter your sheep on the hill 
side, and how to cut their tliroats 
after the most approved fashion ; how 
to lay on fat on your short-horns— 
what are the marks of their being 
ripe for the batcher—and how you can 
kill them in the most Christian way. 
He pets his sheep-dog and praises 
him, tells you how kindly you should 
treat him, what constant encourage¬ 
ment you should give to so faithful a 
servant, at what ago. he should be 
hanged, and how you can make most 
of his skin. He instructs you to tend 
your young lambs, he helps yon to 
seiect'a pet from the flock; he goes 
with yon afterwards to the barn, helps 
you to kill and skin it, teaches you to 
score and cross it in the most ap¬ 
proved style, cuts it up for you like 
an anatomist, selects the best joint 
for your own cook; sits down with 
you afterwards at your own table and 
carves it, and after bo has helped you 
all to your general satisfaction, he is 
still connoisseur enough to keep the 
best bit of all for his own plate. 

. Besides this living spirit, which^per- 
vades all the descriptions of methods 
and operations, another excellence we 
have remarked in these volumes is 
the kind of opinions'given i^n prae- 


Lect-ures on Affncultural Ch&mietry and Qeoloyy, 1 vol. 8vo. 
Blements of AyHciUturcd Chimistry and Geology, 4th Edition. 
Catechism of Agricnlu^rctl Chemistry and Geology, 7th Edition. 
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tical points, in inference to >vhich a 
di£fei'6nce of sentiment prevails among 
practical men. They are in genersd 
mfe opinions—leaning always to the 
prudent side in caAs of doubtful 
practice. If they appear, therefore, 
in some cases, not to come up to the 
notions of those iovei-s of change, who 
would improve agricultui*e as engi¬ 
neers make railroads—without regard 
to their cost or to the interest of the 
capital expended—they will appear 
to all sound men to bo so much the 
better fitted to guide the-rising far^ 
mers of the present day. These 
young men muai possess more know¬ 
ledge than their fathers, if they are 
to continue upon the land; but they 
will also soon disappear from the 
land, notwithstanding their know¬ 
ledge, if a balance of profit at the end 
of the year be not considered an in¬ 
dispensable clement their system 
of husbandry. 

The book, as o formerly stated, is 
divided into four parts, embracing in 
succession tlio proper operations to 
be performed in tlie four seasons, com¬ 
mencing with those of the winter. 

To the greater part of the winter 
operations, as described and explained 
by Air Stephens, we adverted in our 
former notice: there remains one 
topic, however, to which, from its 
great national importance, wc must 
still turn for a little. 

Among the various improvements 
which, in the dead season of the yeai*, 
the famer may undertake u'iih profit 
to himself and advantage to his farm, 
is that of draining. Of this kind of im¬ 
provement almost every farm in the 
country is more or less susceptible. 
But how should it be done, at what 
depth, and with what material? As 
to the depth, the young farmer who 
wishes to do his w'ork well, will 
neither imitate nor rely too much 
on the practice of the district he 
comes from, or in which his own 
farm may happen to be situated. If 
so, he will, in Ayrshire—by the 
advice of the wise-acres in that 
county—put iu his drains only 
twenty inches, or two feet, in depth; 
in Berwickshire he will sink them 
to three feet; and in Sussex be may 
be carried along with the rising 
tide to put none in shallower than 
four feet. • He will not tnist, we say, 


wholly to example. He will say to 
himself rather, what is the object I " 
have in view, and what implements 
have 1 to effect it ? 

In draining be has one leading, one 
master object, we may call it, to at¬ 
tend to. *Hc has to deepen his soil, 
that the roots of his crops may descend 
further—may draw their food from 
greater depths, and from a larger body 
of earth. The more completely he can 
effect this, the better wiU his work be 
done. 

How deep will his crops send down 
their roots? In favourable circum¬ 
stances his wheat and clover, and 
even his turnips, will descend to a 
depth of three feet. His operations, 
then, would be in some degree perfect, 
if he could so open, and drain, and 
doctor his land as to enable and in¬ 
duce the roots of his crops to go down * 
so far as this. 

But they will never, or rarely at 
least, descend lower than the level of 
the water in the bottom of bis drains. 
He cannot, therefoi*e, hope to make 
his soil available for the growth of his 
crops to a greater depth than that to 
which his drains descend. Three feet 
then, he will say, appears to bo a 
reasonable depth for a perfect di*ahi. 

Again, drained laud must be opened 
beneath by the subsoil plough, or by 
the fork, if the rains, and roots, and 
air, are to descend, and the full ^ne- 
fits are to be derived from the drains. 
With our existing implements—espe¬ 
cially with the fork—the soil may be 
stirred tu a depth of twenty-six inches. 
The top of the drain, therefore, should 
bo at least this depth under the sur¬ 
face ; and this, again, brings the whole 
depth of a perfect drain to within a 
few inches of throe feet as before. 

Then as to^the material, it seems 
advisable to nso either stones or tiles, 
according as the one or the other is 
the cheaper, provided always that the 
stones are properly broken, and care¬ 
fully put in. The tide seems now to 
be running in favour of smaller tiles 
than have hitherto been generally, 
used in Scotland, and even of pipe- * 
tiles of a-very small diameter. Our 
friend Mr Smith of Beanston has 
taken out a patent focr a pipe-tile, with 
projecting fiugmrs at the ends, which 
dovetail into each other, so as to 
unite the tiles together, and at the 
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timB > to koep them io thoir 
places. Should these pipes be found 
'generally efficient,'the cost ol drain¬ 
ing will be considerably diminished, 
While the small space they occupy 
■will afford greater facilities for deep¬ 
ening the soil. 

But the economical considerations 
connected with draining, are as im¬ 
portant as the practical methods to be 
wlopted, both to the cultivator of the 
soil and to the country at large. We 
shall advert only to one of these. 

In what light ought the expeidi- 
tnre of money iu draining to be re¬ 
garded by the practical man ? 

He ought to consider it only as a 
mercantile speculation, by which he 
may or may not make a profit, ac¬ 
cording to the degree of prudence 
with which it is undertaken. He 
has the usufruct of his farm for a 
certain number of yeai-a, with lib(!rty 
to crop it in sL certain way. By this 
he hopes to make a certain sum of 
money. But it is capable of improve¬ 
ment by draining, and he has liberty 
to drain if he likes. “ AVell,” he says 
to himself, “ I make a certain sum by 
farming my laud as it is ; 1 liavc here 
fifty pounds of ready money, could I 
make more profit if I were to lay this 
money out in draining it V—would it 
be a good speculation ? ” He calcu¬ 
lates the cost of draining and the 
probable return of profit, and the re- 
- sult is apparently that he can make 
more profit by this use of his mone)'^ 
than by any other way in which he 
could employ it. This being the re¬ 
sult, the prudent man embarks in this 
safe speculation. Ho does not bury 
his money in his land; he does not 
give it away to the land to the loss of 
his family; he only lends it for a 
season, and for the ^benefit of his 
family. He has made his calcula¬ 
tions badly, and bas only his own 
arithmetic to blame, if he does not get 
all his capital back from the land, 
with a handsome profit in addition, 
some years before bis lease has ex¬ 
pired. » 

Many tenants tbiak the interest of 
the landlord stvouid enter into their 
calctdatious, and some cherish or ex¬ 
cite in their own minds ill feelings to¬ 
wards their landlords at the idea of 
leaving their drains in the land when 
they ijait, and tju* land itself in ])ettor 


condition than when they entered 
upon their farms. But^'^ tbls feeling 
arises altogether from a want of fami¬ 
liarity on their part with the ordinary 
feelings of meftantile men and the 
transactions of mercantile business. 
The farmei'^s sole aim is to promote his 
own interest. If that interest is to be 
promoted by draining, let him do it im¬ 
mediately, and with all his heart; his 
own profit will not be anvhit the loss 
that the landlord comes in for a little 
profit too when the lease has expired. 
Tlie builder who takes a thirty or 
forty years’ lease of a bit of land in 
the neighbourhood of Loudon, is not 
deterred from planting houses upon 
it, by the reflection that at the end of 
liisjease the houses will become the 
property of his landlord. Long be¬ 
fore that time has expired, he hopes 
to have his principal and his profit 
both safe in his pocket. If he docs 
not cherish these hopes, he is cither a 
fool or a rogue. 

On one other point donnetted with 
draining, wc are anxious to quote Mr 
Stephens’ own words. In reply to 
the question, is your land drained? 
wo have so often received the answer 
—“ Oh, sir, my land is dry, it does 
not require draining"—that wo re¬ 
quest the serious attention of such of 
our readei'S as are interested in the 
improvement of land, to the following 
passage;— 

"Land, however, though it does not 
contain such a superabundance of water 
as to obstruct arable culture, may ne¬ 
vertheless, by its inherent wetness, pre¬ 
vent or retard the luxuriant growth of 
useful plants, as much as decidedly wet 
land. The truth is, that deficiency of 
crops on apparently dry land is fre¬ 
quently attributed to unslulful husband¬ 
ry, when it really arises from the 
baleful infiucnco of concealed stagnant 
water j and the want of skill h shown, 
not 80 much in the management of the 
arable culture of the land, as in neglect¬ 
ing to remove the true cause of the de¬ 
ficiency of the crop, namely, the con¬ 
cealed stagnant water. Indeed, my 
opinion is— and its conviction hks been 
forced upon me by dint of long and ex¬ 
tensive observation of the state of the 
agricultural soil over a largo portion of 
the country—that this is tlie true cazute 
of meet of the bod farminff io be Wrt, 
and that not one farm is tt) Iw found 
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throughout the kingdom that would not 
be much the better for draining. Enter¬ 
taining this opinion^ you will not be sur- 
^ prised at my urging upon you to prac¬ 
tise draining, or at my lingering at some 
length on the subject, that I may ex¬ 
hibit to you the various modes of doing 
it, according to the peculiar circum¬ 
stances in which your farm may be 
placed.”—(Vol. i. p. 483,) 

With the substance of these remarks 
we entirely agree. Wo would only 
not put the point so broadly as to 
imply, that the want of draining was 
the only cause of the bad farming we 
see. We have, however, been over 
large tracts of Scotland, and wo arc 
quite sure that whole counties might 
be made to yield the double of their 
present produce by an efficient drain¬ 
age, and proper subsequent manage¬ 
ment. 

We pass over the very succinct and 
methodical description of the pro¬ 
cesses of thresiling, winnowing, &c., 
and can note only one point out of tlio 
great mass of very interesting matter 
Mr Stephens has brought together, iii 
regard to the composi^on, qualities, 
and uses of the different kinds of 
gi'ain. Tlio point to which we shall 
advert is the composition of oatmeal. 
Every country is naturally prejudiced 
' in favour of its national food. We 
Britons look with real or affected 
disgust on the black rye-bread of the 
northern nations; and yet on this 
food the people thrive, are strong, 
healthy, and vigorous. The bread, 
too, is sweet to the taste. It is only 
disagi'eeablo associations, therefore— 
connected in our minds with the dark¬ 
ness of the colour—that make us con¬ 
sider it disagi’eeable or unwholesome. 
In like manner, our Irish bi-ethrcn 
arc strong, vigorous, and merry, on 
their potato diet. Why should we con¬ 
demn it as the lowest kind of diet, or 
pity those who arc content to live 
almost wholly upon it? It is true 
that, from its being the main staff of 
Irish life, great distress ensues when a 
failure takes place in the potato crop. 
But such would be the consequence of 
a general failure in any kind of crop 
on which they might happen chiefly 
to rely. The cure for such seasons 
of suffering, therefore, is not to bo 
sought so much in bringing about a 
chaugo of as in introducing a 
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better system of husbandry—an im¬ 
proved system of drainage especially 
—by which a general failure of any 
crop will bo rendered a more rare 
occuiTcnce. The spread of railroads 
will soon render it comparatively easy 
to transport even the bulky potato 
fronr one county to another, and thus 
to prevent the recuri*ence of famine 
prices. 

But in South Britain the oatmeal of 
the Scottish pcasantiy—the national 
food—is looked upon with as mncli 
j#ejudic(^, and those who live upon it 
with as much pity, as the black bread- 
eaters of Germany and Sweden, or 
the potato-diggers of Bcland. But 
the health and strength of tlic Scot¬ 
tish pcasantiy, wlio live entirely upon 
oatmeal, is proverbial. On this sub¬ 
ject, in speaking of the Scottish 
ploughmen, where the bothy system 
is practised—that is, where the single 
men all live togethei- in a room or 
bothy provided for them, which serves 
them both for sleeping and cooking— 
Mr Stephens has the following cha¬ 
racteristic passage:— 

^^The oatmeal is usually cooked in 
ono way, as brose, as it is called, which 
is a different sort of pottage to porridge. 
A pot of water is put on the fire to boil, 
a task which the men take in turns ; a 
handful or two of oatmeal is taken out 
of the small chest with which each man 
provides himself, and put into a wooden 
bowl, which also is the ploughman’s 
property ; and on a hollow being made 
in the meal, and sprinkled with salt, the 
boiling water is poured over the meal, 
and the mixture receiving a little stir¬ 
ring with a horn spoon, and the allow¬ 
ance of milk poured over it, the broso 
is ready to be eaten ; and as every man 
makes his own broso, and knows his own 
appetite, he makes just as much broso 
as he can cons«mc. The bowl is scrap¬ 
ed clean with the spoon, and the spoon 
licked clean with the tongue, and the 
dish is then placed in the meal-chest for 
a similar purpose on the succeeding oc¬ 
casion. Hm fare is simple, and is as 
simply made; but it must be wholesome, 
and capable of supplying the loss of 
substance occasioned by hard labour; 
for' I believe that no class of men can 
endure more bodilg fatigue, for ten 
hours every day, than those ploughmen 
of Scotland who subsist on this brose 
thrice a-day.”—(Vol, ii. p, 384.) 

The quantity of oatmeal allowed to 
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the ploaghmah—(w hts toU food—X^ 
two pecks, or 17^ lbs. in aweck, exactly 
2^ lbs. a-day—or J Ib. for each meal 
-—and yet it often happens that a 
hard-worked ploughman cannot con¬ 
sume the whole of this allowance. 
Speaking again of oatmeal porridge^ 
Mr Stephens says, “there are few 
more wholesome meals than oatmeal 
porridge, or upon which a hai’dor 
day’s work can be wrought. Chil¬ 
dren of all ranks in Scotland are 
brought up on this diet, verifying the 
line of Burns, 

“ ‘ The halespme parritch^ cliief of 
Scotia’s food-’ ” 

As southern prejudices have a ten¬ 
dency to make their way northward, 
and, ill the face of old experience at 
home, are leading many to undervalue 
the oatmeal, on which we trust bur 
peasantry will long rely as their sta¬ 
ple food, it is interesting to find that, 
on this point, science has at length 
come to the aid of reason and expe¬ 
rience. Chemistry has already told us 
many remarkable things in regard to 
the vegetable food we cat—that it con¬ 
tains, for example, a certain per cent- 
age of the actual fat and lean wc con- 
Bume in our beef, or mutton, or pork— 
and, therefore, that lie who lives upon 
vegetable food may be as strong as the 
man who lives upon animal food, be¬ 
cause both in reality feed ui)on the 
same things in a somewhat dilFereut 
form, Now it appears, from analysis, 
that wheatea ilom* contains on an 
average not more than ten per cent of 
actual dry beef—of that which forms 
tho living muscle of the animal that 
feeds upon it—with three per cent of 
fat, and fifty of starch. And because 
of this chemical composition, our 
southern neighbours think wheatcu 
fiour the most nourishing, the most 
refined, and the most civilized of all 
food. 

But Professor Johnston, in the re¬ 
cent edition of his Ejements,* tells 
us, that, from experiments made in 
the laboratory of the Agiicultural 
CUcruibti'y Association of Scotland, 
it turns out that oats are far richer 
in all the three things above named 


than the best wheat flouf grown in 
any part of England—that they con¬ 
tain eighteen or twenty per cent of 
that which fonns muscle, five to eight 
of fat, and sixty-five of starch. The 
account, therefore, between shelled 
oats (groats) and fine wheaten flour 
stands thus. One hundred pounds of 
each contain— 

W'heat. Oats. 

Muscular matter^ • 10 lbs. 18 lbs. 

h at, • • . 

Starch, • • nO ••• 65 ••• 


63 lbs. 80 lbs. 

What do you say to these numbers, 
Mr Cockney?—You won’t pity us, 
Scotch oatmoal-eaters, any more, we 
guess. Experience and science are 
both on oui’ side. What makes your 
race-horses the best in the world, may 
be expected to make our jjeasantry 
the best too. Wc oftcr you, there¬ 
fore, a fair bet. Yon shall take ten 
English ploughmen, and feed them 
upon two pounds anda-half of wheaten 
flour a-day, andwc shall take as many 
Scotch ploughmen, and feed them 
upon the saHio ■weight of oatmeal 
a-day —if they can cat so much^ for 
that is doubtful—and wc shall back 
our men against yours for any sum 
you like. They shall Avalk, run, w'ork. 
—or fight you, if you like it—and they 
shall thrash you to your heart’s con¬ 
tent. We should like to convince you 
that Scotch parritch has some real 
solid metal in it. 

We back the oatcake and the por¬ 
ridge against all the Avheaten messes 
in the world. Wc defy your home¬ 
made bread, your baker’s bread, your 
household bread, your leaven bread, 
and your brown Georges—^your fancy 
bread and your'raisin bread—your 
baps, rolls, scones, mufiins, crumpets, 
and cookies—your bricks, biscuits, 
bakes, and rusks—your Bath buns 
and your sally luns—your tea-cakes, 
and saffron-cakes, and slim-cakes, and 
plank-cakes, and pan-cakes, and soda- 
cakes, and currant-calics, and sponge¬ 
cakes, and seed-cakes, and girdle- 
cakes, and singing-hinnies — your 
short-bread and your currant-buns— 
and if there bo any other names by 


* ElmimU of Ayviculinml Chemistry and Geology, 4th Edition^ p. 239. 
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which you designate your whcateu 
abominations, we defy and detest them 
all. Wc swear by the oatcake and 
4he porridge, the substantial ban¬ 
nock and tho brose—long i4ay Scot¬ 
land produce them, and Scotchmen 
liye and fight upon them ! \ 

“ The first great event in spring on 
a farm of mixed husbandry,” saya 
Mr Stephens, “is the calving of tho 
cows.” lie then describes tho symp¬ 
toms, tho preparations, and tho treat¬ 
ment of the cow and the calf, the dis¬ 
eases to ivliich tlicy are respectively 
' liable, and the treatment to which they 
ought to bo subjected, in his usual 
clear, methodical, and remarkably 
complctcmannor. Wohavebceustruck 
with tlie kind tone which pervades 
the whole of this chai)ter, the gentle 
treatment he proscribes in all cases— 
indicating at once a practical ac(piain- 
tance with the details of these opera¬ 
tions, and a love also for the (juict 
and patient animals of which he is 
treating. 

\V^e should have quoted, had +iio 
passages not been too long, his de¬ 
scription of the different modes adopt¬ 
ed, appai'ently with ccjual protit, by 
the veal mnuufiicturcrs for the Lou¬ 
don and (Jlasgow markets respective¬ 
ly. Wc should like to know the 
comparative jirotit of tl»c French 
mode of feeding calves for the Paris 
market, o?t cream and biscuits. In his 
next edition, we liope Mr Stephens 
will instruct us ujion this point also. 

It is one of the merits of this book, 
and in our estimation a veiy high one, 
that method, order, and economy of 
time and labour are invariably vccom- 
niendcd and insisted upon, in every 
process and at every season. But 
these points aj-o especially insisted 
upon ill his chapter on the adm7it(ajes 
of having field-work always in a for¬ 
ward state. The following extract is 
long, but it contains such admirable 
advice, that wc insert it for the sake 
of those ^tho may never see the book 
itself, or have an opportunity of buy¬ 
ing it. 

After describing how every favour¬ 
able day should be taken in preparing 
the land for wheat, beans, oats, po¬ 
tatoes, turnips, tares, or naked fal¬ 
low, in their respective order, he con¬ 
tinues :— 

^^And when every one of all those 


objects has been promoted, and there 
is found little or nothing to do till the 
burst of Bpring-work comes, both 
horses and men may enjoy a day’s rest 
now and then, without incurring the risk 
of throwing work back; but before 
such recreations are indulged in, it 
should be ascertained that all the imple¬ 
ments, great and small, have been re¬ 
paired for work—the plough-irons all 
new laid—tho harrow-tines new laid 
and sharpened, and fastened ftrmly into 
tho bulls of the harrows—the harness 
all tight and strong—the sacks new 
patched and mended, that no seed-corn 
bo spilt upon the road—the secd-corn 
thrashed, measured up, and sacked, and 
■what is last wanted put into tho gra¬ 
nary—tho horses new shod, that no 
casting or breaking of a single shoe 
may throw a pair of horses out of work 
for even one single hour—in short, to 
have every thing jmepared to start for ^ 
work when tho first notice of spring 
shall be licralded in the sky. 

** But .suppose the contrary of all this 
to happen; suppose that the plough- 
irons and liarrovv-tinos have to be laid 
and sharpened, when perhaps to-morrow 
they may be wanted in the field—a 
stack to be thrashed for seed-corn or 
for horse’s corn in the midst of the 
sowing of a field—suppose, too, that 
only a week’s work has been lost, in 
winter, of a single pair of horses, and 
the consequence is, that six acres of 
land liavo to be ploughed when they 
should be so^vn, that is, a loss of a whole 
day of six pair of horses, or of two days 
of three pair—suppose all these incon¬ 
veniences to happen in the busy season, 
and the provoluiigrofiection occurs that 
the loss incurred now was occasioned by 
trifling offputs in winter, Comparo the 
value of these trifles with risk of 
finding you unprepared for sowing 
beans or spring-wheat. Suppose, once 
more, that instead of having turnips in 
store for the cattle, when the oat-secd 
is begun in tho fields, and that, instead 
of being able to prosecute that indispen¬ 
sable piece of work without interrup¬ 
tion, you are obliged to send away a 
portion of the draughts to bring in turnips, 
■which must he brought in, and brought 
in, too, from hand to mouth, it being 
impossible, in tho circumstances, to 
store them. In short, suppose that the 
season of incessant labour arrives and 
finds you unprepared to go along witli 
it,—and what are the consequences ? 
Every creature about you, man, wo¬ 
man; and bea£t|aro ilien toiled beyond 
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endurance every day, not to keep up 
work, which is a lightsome task, but to 
make up work, which is a toilsome task, 
but which you said you could easily do, 
when you were idling your time in a 
season you consider of little value; and, 
after all, this toil is bestowed in vain to 
obtcdn the end you wish, namely, to 
prepare your crop in due season. You 
who are inexperienced in the evils of 
procrastination may fancy this to be an 
overdrawn picture—even an impossible 
case; but unfortunately for that suppo¬ 
sition, it is drawn from the life. 1 have 
seen every incident occur which 1 have 
mentioned, both as to work being in a 
forward and in a backward state.’*— 
(Vol. ii. pp. 482, 483.) 

This one extract will alone illus¬ 
trate the opinion we have already ex¬ 
pressed, in regftrd to the soundness 
and safety of the advice on practical 
subjects, which our author ventures 
to give. 

Wc pass over a hundred pages 
devoted to ploughing and sowing, and 
the sclection^f seed. On the last of 
wliich points our inclination would 
load us to dwell—especially in refer¬ 
ence to the steeping of seeds, a sub¬ 
ject which at present engages so much 
attention, and upon which so much 
nonsense and mercantile puffing has 
been recently expended. But our 
limits restrain us. 

Whether it is that our own predi¬ 
lections incline us more to those parts 
of his book, or that Mr Stephens 
writes these better—with heart and 
kindliness he certainly does write*— 
we scarcely know, but we certainly 
lik^ all his chapter upon animals. T/te 
lambing of ewes is the subject of chap¬ 
ter fifty-four. 

In all lines of life there are the 
skilfiil and the unskil&l, and the 
former arc always the fewer in num¬ 


ber. In reference to shephei'ds, Mr 
Stephens says:— 

No better proof need be adduced of 
tho fewness of skilfttl shepherds, than 
the loss which every breeder of sheep 
sustains every year, especially in bad 
weather. 1 knew a shepherd who p(^- 
sessed unwearied attention, but was de¬ 
ficient in skill, and being over-anxious, 
always assisted the ewes in lambing be¬ 
fore the proper time; and as he kept 
the ewes in too high condition, the con¬ 
sequence was, that every year ho lost a 
number of both ewes and lambs ; and in 
one season of bad weather tlio loss 
amounted to the large number of 
twenty-six ewes, and I forget of how 
many lambs, in a flock of only ten score 
of ewes. 1 knew anotlier shepherd u ho 
was far from being solicitous about his 
charge, though certainly not careless of 
it, yet his skill was so undoubted, that 
he chiefly depended upon it, and his 
success was so eminent, that the loss of 
a ewo or lamb under his charge was 
matter of surprise^ Of these two shep¬ 
herds—^tho attentive and tlio skilful—it 
would appear that the skilful is the 
safer, and of course the more valuable, 
though it must be owned, that it is bet¬ 
ter to prewnt evils by skilful attention, 
than to ctire them by attentive skill; 
yet it is only by the union of both these 
qualities that a perfect shepherd can bo 
formed.”—(Vol. ii. p. 600.) 

Perliaps some of our readers arc 
acquainted with Price on Sheeps a 
book in wUicIi the treatment of tho 
Leicester sheep is esjiccially de¬ 
scribed. After commenting upon 
what this author says of the losses 
experienced in lambnig-time by 
the southern breeders, Mi* Stophens 
pays the following deserved compli¬ 
ment to the intelligent shepherds of 
Scotland:— 

‘‘I would not have noticed these 


* Yet we are sometimes led to doubt if our author be really so kind-hearted as 
he would have us to believe. The following passage, for example, would lead us 
to believe that be Is really savage at heart, and that his humanity is little better 
than affectation. The contrast between the two passages which we have put in 
italics is very samakng. He is speaking of the weeding of pigeons. 

“ Every bird that is caught should be examined and recognized, and every one 
exmbhing signs of old ago should be destroyed, by pushing the joint of tlie thumb 
with force into the back of the head, and severing the cervical vertebrae, or apply- 
tngthe teetkfoT that purpose; but should these modes be disliked or impracticabie, 
ikan toHvve the poor devoted animals by abortive attempts, lot their heads 
be cut oft at once by a sharp table-knife/’—(Vol. ii. p. 253.) 
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egrogioas blundera, said by Mr Price to 
bo committed by shepherds in a low 
country like Romney Marshy in Kent, 

• so prominently, had not Mr Youatt 
adopted the sentiments of Mr Price in 
the very particulars quoted above, in 
his excellent treatise on the history and 
diseases of sheep. Were a shepherd of 
a Leicester dock in Scotland made 
aware that he was suspected of such 
ignorance of the nature of sheep, ho 
ivould be quite ashamed ; and so would 
shepherds even of the hill country, who 
cannot have so intimate a knowledge of 
every individual of their flock, usually 
occupying a wide range of mountain 
land, as tlaeir brethren of the profession 
tending flocks within much more limited 
bounds.’*—(Vol. ii. p. 602.) 

Among the iiibrc immediate symp¬ 
toms of lambing, there are two which 
have struck us as very interesting. 
Wc have put them in italics in the 
following quotation:— 

“ The more immediate symptoms of 
lambing are when tho ewe stretches 
herself frequently ; separating her.>elf 
from her companions; exhibiting rest¬ 
lessness by not remaining in one place 
for any length of time; lying down and 
rising up again, as if dissatisiied with the 
place ; pawing the ground with a fore¬ 
foot ; bleating a$ if in quest of a lamb ; 
and appearing fond of the lambs of 
other —(Vol. ii. p. 603.) 

In regard to pet lambs—such as arc 
brought up by hand because their 
mothers have died, and it lias been 
impossible to mother them upon other 
ewes — the following observation 
shows their innocent simplicity:— 

** When the same person feeds the 
Iambs, and this should be the dairy¬ 
maid, the lambs soon become attached 
to her, and would follow her every 
where : but to prevent their bleating, 
and to mako them contented, an apron 
or a piece of cloth, hung on a stake or 
bush in tho paddock, will keep them 
together,”—(Vol. ii. p. 611.) 

■ After treating of the various risks 
which ewes and lambs are subject to, 
the flual result for which a skilful 
shepherd should look, is thus stated:— 

“ He should not be satisfied with his 
exertions unless he has preserved one- 
half the number of ewes with twin- 
lambs, nor should he congratulate him¬ 
self if he has lost a single ewe in lamb¬ 
ing. I am aware these results cannot 


always be commanded; but 1 believe an 
attentive and skilful shepherd will not 
be satisfled for all his toil, night and day, 
for three weeks, if he has not attained 
these results. The ewes may have 
lambed twins to greater number than 
the half, and yet many pairs may have 
been broken to supply tho deficiencies 
occasioned by the deaths of singlo 
lambs. * * * In regard to Che¬ 

viots, it is considered a favourable re¬ 
sult to rear a lamb for each ewe; and 
with blackfaced ewes, eighteen lambs 
out of the score of ewes is perhaps one 
as favourable. Cheviots yield a few 
pairs, blackfaced very few. The for¬ 
mer sometimes require assistance in 
lambing, the latter seldom.”—(Vol. ii. 
pp. 614, 615.) 

An entire chapter is given to the 
training and working of the shepkerdi's 
dog. Like master like man, says the 
old adage—like shepherd like dog, 
says Mr Stephens:— 

The natural temper of the shepherd 
may bo learned from the way in which 
he w^orks his dog among sheep. When 
you observe an aged dog making a 
great noise, bustling about in an impa¬ 
tient manner, running fiercely at a 
sheep and turning him quickly, biting 
at his ears and legs, you may conclude, 
without hesitation, that the shepherd 
who owns him is a man of hasty tem¬ 
per.”—(Vol. ii. p. 625.) 

But a well-trained dog has the fol¬ 
lowing qualifications:— 

Dogs, when thus gently and cau¬ 
tiously trained, become very sagacious, 
and wdll visit every part of a field where 
sheep are most apt to stray, and whero 
danger is most to be apprehended to 
befall them, such as a weak part of a 
fence, deep ditches, or deep furrows 
into which sheep may possibly fall and 
lie await or awkward, that is, lie on the 
broad of their back and unable to get 
up, and they will assist to raise them up 
by seizing the wool at ono side and 
pulling the sheep over upon its feet. 
Experienced dogs will not meddle with 
ewes having jiambs at foot, nor with 
tups, being quite aware of their dispo¬ 
sition to offer resistance. They also 
know full well when foxes are on the 
move, and give evident symptoms of 
uneasiness on their approach to the 
lambing ground. They also hear foot¬ 
steps of strange persons and animals at 
a considerable distance at night, and 
announce their approach by unequivo- 
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cal signs of dbplcasure, short of grumb¬ 
ling and barking, as if aware tliat those 
noisy signs would betray their own 
presence. A shepherd's dog is so iti~ 
coTTUptihle that ke cauuot he bribedt and 
will ftot pertnit even a knovin friend 
to touch him when entrusted with any 

f tiece of duty. * * ^ * 

t is supposed that the bitch is jiiore 
acute than the dog, though the dog will 
bear tlie greater fatigue. Of the two, 
I believe, that the quietly disposed 
shepherd prefers a bitch, and is careful 
in working her as little as he can ^vhcTl 
in pup. 1 may mention, that the shep¬ 
herd’s dog claims exemptiop from taxa¬ 
tion ; and I believe that a woll-trained 
one costs at least L.3.”—(Vol. ii. pp. 
626, 627.) 

Nothing is said of the mutual at¬ 
tachment of the shepherd and his dog. 
Of this uttacliinent wc can never help 
thinking—when the subject of dogs is 
introduced—since wc saw the look^ of 
mingled agony and consternation which 
showed itself on the face of one of our 
shephei'd boys, when a horse had kicked 
and apparently killed it, and the joy 
with wliich he hugged it, while it lick¬ 
ed his hands and face as it rccoA'crcd. 

Nothing strikes an American so 
much on coining to England—kindred 
thougli lie be, not only in blood and 
language, but also in customs—no¬ 
thing at least strikes him more than 
the beautiful tliorn hedges with 
which our fields are at once divided, 
sheltered, and adonicd. And yet 
how much they are mismanaged— 
their perfection, usefulness, and du¬ 
rability lessened—by injudicious, in 
immy cases by ignorant and barba¬ 
rous, treatment 1 A most useful chap¬ 
ter is devoted to this subject, from 
Avhich we shall make one or two ex¬ 
tracts. First, of SAvi^chiug young 
hedges:— 

Hedgers have a strong predilection 
to use the switching-bill. They will, 
without compunction, switch a young 
hedge at the end of the ^st year of its 
existence. No hedge ought to be 
touched with a knife until it has attain¬ 
ed at least two years; because the great 
object to he atttdned by a new hedge 
3s tho enlargemenl of its roots, that they 
may search about freely for its support j 
and the only way it has of acquiring 
large roots is through its branches and 
leaves, which are the chief means of 


supporting the healthy functions of 
pl^ts, or of even preserving them in 
life. Even beyond the ago mentioned 
above, the pruning-knife should be very 
sparingly used, until the young hedge 
has acquired the height suificvent for a 
fence; and not freely then, but only to 
remove superfluities of growth, and pre¬ 
serve equality in the size of the plants. 

* * * St tS iS 

Let the plant have peace to grow 
till it has acquired a considerable degree 
of natural strength—to acquire whiclv 
state it will take a longer or shorter 
time .according to the circumstances in 
which it is placed—acquiring it in the 
shortest time in deep sandy loam, the 
most useful of all soils, and taking the 
longest in poor thin clay on a tilly sub¬ 
soil—^Ict it, I say, have peace to grow, 
and lef it be afterwards judiciously 
pruned, and I avIU give you the assu¬ 
rance of experience, that you will pos¬ 
sess an excellent fence and a beautiful 
hedge in a much shorter time than tho 
usual practice of hedgers will warrant.” 
—(Vol. ii, p, 604.) , 

Upon cutting down hedges the fol- 
loAving remarks are excellent;— 

'^Hedges are wofully mismanaged in 
the cutting in many parts of the coun¬ 
try. Without further consideration 
than saving the expense of a paling to 
guard a now-cut-down Jiedgc, or in ig- 
noran(»(* of the method of making a 
dead-hedge from tho refuse of the old, 
the stems of an old hedge are often cut 
over about three and a half feet high, 
to continue as a fence. The consequence 
is just what might be anticipated from 
a knowledge of the habits of the thorn, 
namely, a thick growth of young twigs 
where the hedge was cut over, the ulti¬ 
mate eifect of which is, a young hedge 
.standing at three and a half feet above 
the ground upon bare stakes. The wise 
plan, therefore, to preserve tho value 
of the old hedge is to cut it near the 
ground, and form a dead-hedge of tho 
part cut off.”—(Vol. ii. pp. 6()9, 670.) 

We have seen hedges occasionally 
dying out by degrees on the road-sides, 
where the banks AVore cut close to tho 
roots of the tlxorn plants. Tho fol- 
loAving acute obsen’^ation Avill in some 
cases, no doubt, account for it:— 

** I observe that some farmers remove 
the hedge-bank behind a thorn-hedge, 
to make compost of; but such a prac¬ 
tice is highly injurious to the hedge. 
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even after it is grown up, by exposing 
its roots, which chiefly lie under the 
bank, to cold and frost. If a hedge is 
cut down whose bank has been treated 
in this manner, and no means are used to 
protect the root!s when exposed on the 
removal of the branches, it is possible 
that a few nights of severe black frost 
may kill every root that lies nearest tho 
surface. I have no doubt that particu¬ 
lar plants of old hedges are killed in 
this manner, without the cause being 
suspected by tho farmer.”—(Vol. ii, p. 
r>7G.) 

Tho ijl.aiiting of potatoes, as -wo 
should expect in a practical work of 
this land, is treated of in coTisiderablo 
detail and with much judgment. Upon 
seed-potatoes, which have these last 
two or three years at tracted so mrndi 
attention, we have the following pas¬ 
sage ;— 

" T have no doubt, in my own mind, 
that wore seed-potatoes securely pitted 
until they were about to be planted,—not 
over-ripened before they were taken out 
of tho ground,—the sets cut from tho 
crispest tubers and from the w'axy end, 
—the dung fermented by a turning of 
th(» dunghill in proper time,—led out to 
the field, quickly spread, the sets as 
quickly dropped on it, and the drills 
quickly split in the manner represented 
in fig. 411, and described in (2411,) 
there would be little heard of tlic failure 
even in the driest season,—at the same 
time, tho precaution of obtaining seed 
frequently from an elevated and late 
district compared to where the seed is 
to bo planted, should not bo neglected,” 
—(Vol. iii. pp. 072, 073.) 

The.'io recommcndiitioiis ore correct, 
we bt'lievc, and judicious as far tts 
they go; other things, however, are 
within the iK)wcrs of the skilful fanner; 
but, to all, we would especially recom¬ 
mend a more careful construction of 
their potato-pits. This subject is 
again treatecl of in Vol. iii. p, 1121. 
The raising of seed-potatoes should be 
made more an object of special care 
than has hitherto been the case; for 
we doubt if the euro recently pro¬ 
pounded as infallible on the faith of 
one or two successful experiments— 
that of leaving the potatoes covered up 
daring winter in tho field where they 
grew—will be in all cases followed by 
the wished-for results. We hope, 
however, that many will try it. 

Of horses we could have wished to 


say something had our space permit¬ 
ted ; but we can only refer to what is 
said of the rearing and intelligence of 
the horse towards tho beginning of the 
second volume, and to the chapter on 
breaking in young draught horses^ in 
p. 691 of tho same volume. 

We come now to the third volume, 
which commences the operations of 
summer—a season which brings with 
it new cares, especially to the dairy 
fanner, and where the turnip husband¬ 
ly prevails. Ft is true that, in summer, 
when all his seeds arc in the ground, 
the farmer has a little leisure during 
wliicli he may leave his farm, but even 
then any excursion ho makes ought 
not to b(! for mere jdeasure. A true 
farmer will have his eyes about him 
wherc^'cr he travels, and will carefully 
study the merits of the rural customs of 
every district he goes to. There is’ 
iniicli truth iii tlic following re¬ 
marks : — 

" Summer is the onTy season in which 
the farmer lias liberty to leave homo 
without incurring the blame of neglect¬ 
ing his business, and even then the 
time which ho has to spare is very 
limited. I’here is only about a fortnight 
between finislung tho fallow, the turnip 
and potato culture, and hay-making, 
and tho commencement of harvest, in 
which the farmer has leisure to travel. 
This limitation of time is to be regret¬ 
ted, because it is proper that he should 
fake a journey every year, and see how 
tiirm operations are conducted in other 
parts of the kingdom. An excursion of 
this nature is seldom undertaken by a 
farmer, wlio is generally a roan capable 
of observation, without acquiring some 
hints which may induce the adoption of 
a practice that seems good, or the rejec¬ 
tion of one which Is bad. Such a jour¬ 
ney exhibits mankind in various aspects, 
and elevates ^Jic mind above local pre¬ 
judices ; and as husbandry is a progres¬ 
sive art, a ramble of a week or two 
through different parts of the country, 
cannot fail to enlighten the mind of the 
most experienced farmer much beyond 
any thing he can observe by always re¬ 
maining at home.”—(Vol. iii. p. 742.) 

In his excellent chapter on the sow¬ 
ing of tuniips, he quotes several in¬ 
stances of tho successful prepsuration 
of land in the autumn—breaking up, 
han-owing, cross-ploughing, drilling, 
and dunging—for the turnip crop, and 
he adds the following opinion :— 
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** Were such modes of culture adopt¬ 
ed AH tiie south of England, 1 have no 
doubt certain and abundant crops of 
turnips would be raised, in spite of 
droughts ^d insects; and thb slovenly 
practice of broad-cast culture would 
then give way to the more scientific 
mode of the drill system.”—(Vol. iii. p. 
747,) 

In the following passage he notices 
a curiotis bat generally received fact 
regarding the clFcct of different quan¬ 
tities of bones; but we quote chiefly 
on account of another observation at 
its close, which may be interesting to 
our southern readers:— 

I have tried to raise turnips with 
different quantities of bone-dust, vary¬ 
ing from twelve, sixteen, twenty, and 
twenty-four bushels to the imperial aero, 
and have found the crop improved up 
to sixteen bushels; but any quantity be¬ 
yond that, even to twenty-four bushels, 
produced no greRer effect on the tur¬ 
nips in the same hold, and on the same 
sort of soil, than sixteen bushels. Nay, 
moro than this, my late agricultural 
preceptor, Mr George Brown, when he 
farmed lietton Steads in Northumber¬ 
land, raised as good crops of turnips as 
sixteen bushels of bone-dust, with only 
eight bushels of bone-dust, combined 
with an indefinite quantity of sifted dry 
ooal-ashcs; and yet eight bushels of 
bone-dust, or an indefinite quantity of 
coal-ashes applied separately, produced 
a very poor crop of turnips. It is 
therefore unnecessary, in so far as the 
crop of turnips is concerned, to sow 
more tlian sixteen bushels of bone-dust 
alone, or eight bushels with coal-ashes, 
or perhaps street-manure. Both coal- 
ashes and street-manure, when proposed 
to be used with bone-dust, should bo 
kept dry under cover, and sifted free of 
large lumps. * ♦ * 

“ The very best mode of using bone- 
dust in small quantity, both for increas¬ 
ing the fertility of the soil and rearing 
a good crop, is to sow tlie seed along 
with it in drills already manured with 
farm-yard dung. The bone-dust se¬ 
cures a good and quick braird of the 
plant, and the dung supports it power¬ 
fully afterwards. Thte plan I would 
recotwend to be pursued, particularly 
in Eng^d, on the land prepared for 
turnips in autumn; and were it practised, 
we need not despair of raising heavy 
crops turnips, especially Swedes, on 
the BtlSengest soils, and most certainly 


they would be obtained after thorongh- 
draimng.”—(Vol. iil. pp. 748, 761.) 

To the drop-drUl as a means of hus¬ 
banding manure, too little attention 
has hitherto been paid in Scotland, 
We strongly recommend, therefore, to 
the attention of the Scottish farmer, 
the following brief quotation :— 

" The saving of manure, in the first 
instance, by the use of the drop-drill, 
appears to be considerable, since it has 
been frequently asserted that ten or 
twelve bushels of bone-dust per acre, 
will produce a braird equal, if not supe¬ 
rior, to sixteen or eighteen bushels put 
in by the continuous mode. The sub¬ 
ject is, therefore, of great importance, 
and calls for close observation; for if 
the drop system is really so important, 
it cannot bo too widely adopted.”—Vol. 
iii. p. 806. 

AVc regi'ct the necessity of passing 
over the remainder of this chapter on 
turnips. We merely extract the follow¬ 
ing mode of preventing the destructive 
attack of the tuniip-fly, because, 
though the method has been heard of 
by many, it has been tried by com¬ 
paratively few. Mr Stephens recom- 
mends 

To put the seeds for some time be¬ 
fore they are sown amongst flour of 
sulphur, and sow the sulphur amongst 
them. The late Mr Airth informed me, 
that when he farmed the Mains of Dun, 
Forfarshire, his young turnip crops were 
often very much affected, and even de¬ 
stroyed, by these insects; but that, after 
he used the sulphur, he never suffered 
loss, though his neighbours did who would 
not use the same precaution, and that 
for as long as be possessed the farm 
afterwards, namely, fifteen years.”— 
(Vol. iii. p. 772.) 

It is also with regi*et that we pass 
over the making of butter and cheese, 
the chapter upon which we commend 
to the attention of our dairy farmers. ' 
The subjects of hay-making, liming 
and forming water meadows, we also 
pass; but we stop a moment at his 
chapter upon flax and hemp. 

The culture of flax is now very 
much advocated both in Great Britain 
and Ireland; and we fearvery errone¬ 
ous notions are entertained and pro- 

n ed regarding both the profit it 
cly to yield to the fanner, and 
the effect it is fitted to produce upon 
the land. The following passage is 



1845.] 

not entirely free fW>m objection, but it 
contains a great deal of truth and 
much common sense:— 

a 

It has been proposed of late, with a 
considerable degree of earnestness, to 
encourage the growth of flax in Britain. 
The attempt was made some years ago 
and failed; but in the present instance 
it is recommended with the view of 
raising flax-seed for feeding cattle in 
sufficient quantity to render us indepon* 
dent of foreign oil-cake, of which, no 
doubt, large quantities are annually fm- 
ported, but to what extent I have not 
been able to ascertain. The object of 
the suggestion is laudable, but the end, 

■ 1 fear, unattainable ; for if good seed is 
raised to make good oil-cake, or com¬ 
pounds with oil, the Jlax will be coarse, 
and flax of inferior quality will never 
pay so well as corn: and it should never 
bo lost sight of, in considering this ques¬ 
tion, that to raise flax must bring it into 
competition with white crops, and not 
green crops, because to raise it as a 
green crop would be to deteriorate its 
quality by bringing it into immediate 
contact with manure ; and, on the other 
hand, if it is raised without manure as a 
f^^w'-crop, it must deteriorate the soil 
iiMrorially—no species of crop being 
more scourging to the soil than flax, not 
even a crop of turnip-seed. There is, 
tiierefore, this dilemma in the matter— 
the quality of the flax or of the seed 
must be sacrificed. The seed separate¬ 
ly will not pay the expense of culture. 
Seed is produced from six to twelve 
bushels per acre. Taking the highest at 
twelve bushels, that is, one and adialf 
quarter, and taking it also for granted 
that it all will be fit for sowing, and 
w'orth the highest current price of COs. 
per quarter, the gross return would 
only be LA, 10s. per acre. The flax- 
crop varies in weight of rough dried 
fibre, according to season and soil, from 
throe to ten cwt. per acre ; and taking 
the high produce, five cw't. per acre of 
dressed flax, at the highest price of L.G 
per tou, the yield will be L.31, from 
which have to be deducted the expenses 
of beetling, scutching, and heckling, and 
M'aste and loss of straw for manure, and 
the profit will not exceed L.8 per acre ; 
but though Much a profit would certainly 
repay the expenses of cultivation, yet it 
presents the most favourable view that 
can be taken, even with the sacrifice of 
the entire loss of seed—the loss, in fact, 
of the greatest inducement for renewing 
the culture of the plant. In Ireland the 
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case, I Ibeliere, will be the same, though 
much of the soil of that country, being 
mossy, is more favourable to the growth 
of flax than that of England or Scot¬ 
land ; yet even there it will be found im¬ 
practicable to raise good flax and good 
seed from the same piece of ground at 
the same time; and if the seed is not 
good, the oil-cake will bo bad.”— (Vol. 
iii. p. 104G.) 

Among the arguments in favour of 
the extensive culture of flax, now 
urged by so many, we ai'c sorry^to 
see a scientific one lately put forth 
by our friend Dr Kane of Dublin, and 
which has been much vaunted and 
relied upon by himself, and by those 
for whose benefit the o])iuion was pro¬ 
pounded. The i)roposal is, it will be 
recoil cctcd,^o carry off the stalk of 
the flax crop, and to convert the seed 
into manure. This is the same thing 
as carrying off tlic straw of a corn 
crop, and eating or otlwwisc convert¬ 
ing the grain into nifflurc upon the 
farm. Every one knows that carry¬ 
ing off the straw will exhaust the land, 
as \viU also carrying off the stalk of 
the lint. But, says Dr Kane, I have 
analysed the steeped and dressed flax, 
and find that it contains very little of 
what the plant peculiarly draws from 
the soil. This is left for the most 
part ill the pond in w hich the flax is , 
steeped, or at the mill where the flax 
is dressed. Therefore, to carry off the 
flax is not necessarily to exhaust the 
soil. Yon have only to collect the 
shows of the flax mill, and pump out 
the w^ater from the steeping hole, and 
apply both to the land, and yon restore 
to it all that the crop has taken off. 

Now there is a fallacy in supposing 
that all that is taken fl'om the land 
would in this way be restored—one 
which the ad^^ocatcs of this non-ex¬ 
hausting view are of course not anxi¬ 
ous to discover; but, supposing the 
result and conclusions correct, what 
are they worth iii practice? It is only 
a little bit of fireside fai*miug. What 
practical good has come out of it ? Put 
all the steeping water upon the land! 
Have any of the members of the flax 
societies tried this ? Then let them 
tell us how it is to be done—what it 
cost—what was the result and the 
profit of the application. Tliey use 
this prescription as an ai'gunieut to 
induce men to introduce an exhaust- 
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lag culture, and they take no f means 
to introduce first a general emplo;^- 
ment of those means by which it is 
said that the naturally exhausting 
effect of the cnltes may be pre¬ 
vented, What 'our friend Dr Kano 
has said and done is iu perfect good 
faith ; the form which his opinions 
have assumed upon paper, has arisen 
solely from the want of a sufficient 
knowledge of the usages and capa¬ 
bilities of sound and profitable practi¬ 
cal husbandry. If we cannot per¬ 
suade onr farmers to collect and apply 
to the land the liquid manure of their 
farm-yards, when can we hope to per¬ 
suade them to empty their flax-ponds 
for the* purpose of watering their 
fields? Can wc ever hope soon to 
persuade them to preserve and use up 
the thousands of tons of shoics that 
are now yearly sent down the streams 
by which our flax mills arc sot in 
motion ? 

Wc arc far iflihi saying that flax or 
any other crop may not be grown 
without necessarily exhausting the 
soil—chemistry, we know, will by- 
and-by put all this within our power; 
but we arc very much of Mr Ste¬ 
phens’ opinion, that our English and 
Irish flax societies do not as yet 
chiarly sec their way to that end, and 
that unintentionally they will lead 
•many to inflict a permanent injury 
upon their land, without any adeqtiatc 
compensation to themselves, their 
^landlords, or the country. 

We had marked the early cutting 
of com in harvest as a subject of ge¬ 
neral iniportanc(^ to practical men, 
and that of the smearing of shoe]), so 
Literestiug especijilly to our nortiicrri 
agriculturists ; and wc wished to con¬ 
firm ]\lr Stephens’ recommendations 
upon those points by some observations 
of our own ; but wc aiw compelled to 
leave the chapter which treats upon 
them to the private consideration of 
our readers. 

We quote the following passage 
from the chapter on Jertdizmg the soil 
hy meayis of manure^ as containing 
wmch good conihion souse:— 

Dung is applied at the commence¬ 
ment of every rotation of crops with the 
fallow grpcn-crops, and with bare fal¬ 
low ; and when applied at any other 
lime, it is near the termination of a long 
rotation. A rule for the quantity of 


farm-yard dung to be applied according 
to the length of the rotation, os given 
by Dr Coventry, is, that five tons per 
acre are required every year to sustain 
the fertility of soil; and, therefore, land 
which is dunged every four years in a 
rotation of four courses, should receive 
with the fallow-crop twenty tons per 
acre; in a five-course shift, twonly-fivo 
tons ; in a six-course shift, thirty tons, 
and so on. These (Quantities consti¬ 
tute, no doubt, a stNficient manuring to 
ordinary crops; but it appears to me to 
be reversing the order of propriety, to 
give land under the severest shift—a 
four-course one—the smallest modicum 
of manure, when it should receive the 
largest; for there is surely truth in the 
observation, that land grazed with stock 
becomes ameliorated in condition—ac¬ 
tually increased in fertility. A six- 
course shift, therefore, having three 
years of grazing, should reejuire less 
instead of more manure even at a time 
than a foiir-course one on land of simi¬ 
lar quality.* ~(Vol. iii. pp. 1230,1231.) 

'Jlic chapter ou the points of stock 
—cattle, sheep, pigs, and horses— 
W'ould of itself have aftbrded us mate¬ 
rials for mi interesting article. Bj*q|^ 
ing and crossing of stock, both^Bft 
necessary to bo well uiulerstood by 
those who Avouhl breed for are 
also ably discussed by our »author; 
and it is only want of s]tiiee which 
prev{'ufs us fi’om quoting from this 
cha])ter. 

But there are some kiiffis of live 
cattle ■which of themselves In-ecd too 
fast even lor Mr Stephens ; and these 
lie as anxiously instructs his readers 
how to exterminate. Among these 
are rats, in regard to the destruction 
of which tlie following passage will 
interest our readers;— 

“ Of all the modes I ever witnessed 
rat.s being killed, none equalled that of 
a Yorkshireraan, of the name of John 
Featherston, by means of steel-traps. He 
had twenty-one small steel-traps, which 
he kept clean and bright. Ho soon traced 
the tracks of rats along the floor to a 
corner, or on the tops of walls, leading 
commonly by the comers of apartments 
to the partition wall, which they sur¬ 
mounted between it and the slates; the 
very place which I have recommended 
the filling up, to break off such com¬ 
munications, After he had discovered 
the different runs of the animals, ho 
made a number of small firm btindles of 
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straw> which he placed against the bot« 
tom of a wall where the run was on a 
floor, and upon its top where the run 
«^as to the roof. He used seven traps 
at one place at a time, and a sufficient 
number of bundles of straw was used to 
conceal that number of traps at each 
place, employing the entire number of 
traps in three places, at a little .i ;t anco 
from each other, and in different apart¬ 
ments. The traps were set, but not 
allowed to spring at first, and baited 
with oatmeal, scented with oil of rho¬ 
dium, and placed in a row, with a little 
chaff over them, in the run behind tlie 
bundles of straw. The traps were bait¬ 
ed for two days, the baits being replen¬ 
ished as soon as it was discovered, by 
inspection, that a bait disappeared. On 
the third day the traps were baited as 
before, but tho restriction was removed 
from the spring, and then began tlie 
capture. In all the three days, people 
were prevented as much as possible from 
frequenting the apartments in which the 
traps were placed, and dugs were en¬ 
tirely excluded. Removing the chock 
from the spring, from one set of trr.ps 
after another, ai*med witli a short stout 
bUek, and furuisliod with a bag slung 
his shoulder, Veathorston put lum- 
on the alert, and the moment he 
hoard tho click of a trap he ran to it, 
removed tho bundle of straw, knocked 
the rat on the head if ali^ o, threw it out 
of th<» trap, sot it again, replaced tho 
bundle again, put the rat into tho bag, 
and was ^ain on the watch from one 
place to another. In the course of the 
third day, from morning to the after¬ 
noon, he had collected 885 rats in tho 
bag, and allowing all the traps to have 
done equal execution, each had caught 
more than eighteen rats in the course of 
a single day. lie bargaino<l for Id. a 
rat and his food, and in three days ho 
earned his food and L.l, 12s. Id.—such 
was his expertuess. It was not sup¬ 
posed that all tho rats were cleared off 
by this capture; but they received such 
a thinning, as to be comparatively harm¬ 
less for years after. Featherston’s 
first business, on tho day following tho 
capture, was to clean each trap bright 
before setting out on his journey; for 
he seemed to place greater reliance on 
the clean state of his traps than on any 
other circumstance—that the suspicion 
of tlie rats, I suppose, of tho danger of 
the traps might thereby be allayed. 
The brown rat burrows in fields, and 
commits ravages on growing crops, 
wliethcr of corn or turnips. I have 


seen itiatiy burrows of them in Ireland, 
and assisted at routing them with spade 
and terrier, but have never heard of 
their having taken to the fields in Scot¬ 
land.’* 

Farm book-keeping is a subject too 
little attended to by our practical men, 
la our own neighbourhood we know 
that keeping books is the exception— 
keeping none is tlie rule. The smaller 
fanners know the state of their affairs 
only by the money they have in 
their liands at certain seasons oftho 
year. But, as better systems of hus¬ 
bandry spread, this lax method of 
carrying on business must be discard¬ 
ed. llusbaiidry is becoming inoro 
and more an experimental art. New 
trials must now be made, year after 
year, by those who would hope to 
live and thrive; and it is only those 
who keep regular accounts of the out¬ 
lay upon <!ach trial, and the income 
from it. who can kn(3# what methods 
and manures they ought to adopt, and 
what to reject from a system of profit¬ 
able husbandry. 

Upon this subject Mr Stephens is 
entirely of our opinion, and lie gives 
very copious (‘-xamplea of tho way in 
•which books ought to bo kept. 

Such is a liasty sketch of the con¬ 
tents of the book, ill so far as tho farm¬ 
ing part of it is concerned. The way 
ill which tlievvork is illustrated by (i08 
woodcuts and 33 plates, by eminent 
artists, is as creditable to tho pub¬ 
lishers as tho matter of the book is to 
the author. 

To the full and accurate descriptions 
ofngricultural implements—to theillns- 
tratiun of which many of these wood- 
cuts and plates arc devoted—wo feel 
ourselves wholly unable to do justice. 
That they ar« all from tho pen and 
pencil of Mr Slight, will, to those 
wlio know him, bo a better recom¬ 
mendation than words of ours. 

There is onlyone other test to which, 
in criticising the v'ork before us, we 
are entitled to put it. It contains 
much useful matter, but is it likely, is 
it fitted, to answer tho end which tho 
author had in view? His object, he 
says, was to put into the hands of 
young men desirous of learning prac¬ 
tical farming, a manual from which, 
being upon a farm^ they would be able 
to learn all that was necessary to fit 
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them for the several successive sta¬ 
tions to which the industrious son 
even of a Wra-labourer may fairly 
hope to rise. This we think he has 
accomplished, and in that graphic and 
living way which has all along led us 
into the persuasion that Mr Stephens 
must himself have “played many 
parts,” and entered into the feeling 
and spirit of them all. 

When he speaks of the shepherd and 
his dog, and of driving stock to market, 
he seems to look back with much satis¬ 
faction, almost with regret, to the time 
when he himself sei^xd as a drover, and 
took his cattle to the South OA'er the 
cold Northumbrian moors. He delights 
to linger by the way, and tells you 
where you will still get the best giU 
on your road, and how it will be safest 
for you to make the last glass you 
take into toddy, before you go to bed. 
We think he must often have taken 
up his night’s^uarters at Tommy 
llobson’s on tW^Rced AVater, on Ids 
travels by AVatling Street to the Stag- 
shaw Bank Fair. 

Then he changes the scene for us. 
He is a ploughman for the time. He 
tells how ho managed his horses, 
guided Ids plough, turned over his 
furrows, mended his harness, and how 
three times a-day ho fed heartily and 
well upon his oatmeal brose, and was 
healthy and strong in limb, hapi)y in 
mind, and free from care. We ques¬ 
tion if he is heartier or happier now. 

Next w 0 *find him writing like one 
who has been promoted to the rank of 
grieve or farm-steward. He has as¬ 
sumed the tone and look of a man who 
i-esponsibility upon his shoulders 
—who has graver duties to pei*fonn, 
and fi’om whom more is expected. Ho 
tells us how he manages his men, ap¬ 
portions their houj-s of labour, and 
distributes to each hid appropriate 
quantity and time of work. The scene 
shifts, and we sec him in the market 
selling his corn. He wants three¬ 
pence a bushel more, and he will hold 
out till ho gets it. His sample is g(k)d, 
for his land has been well managed, 
and his grain well cleaned; he knows 
what his article is worth, as things are 
going in the market, and he will be an 
old com-iucrchaut who takes him in. 

Or ho has stock to sell, and there 
he goes into the whisky shop to finish 
his bargain. You heard him ask ten 


shillings more than ho meant to take? 
That was because he knew the buyer 
was a higgler, and would have left 
him at once had he refused to come 
doAvn in his price. Now they are 
gravely discussing the point over the 
gill-stoup. They are within half-a- 
crown now. Another gill will close 
the bargain. It is finished; the buyer 
is pleased; and our grieve is five 
shillings richer than if the bargain had 
been dosed briefly and in the open 
air. 

He is not a bad writer for a practical 
man who enables you, in a book upon 
farming, to call up successive transac¬ 
tions in a manner so vivid as this. 

Next, he wishes to become a farmer 
on his own account, and he looks 
about for a farm that will suit him. 
On this subject he has an excellent 
chapter in his third volume. He 
has been faithful to his mastei', and 
now he acts honourably towards his 
equals:— 

“ Here ” he says, "let me mention^ 
at the outset, that it is considered 
amongst farmers a dishonourable act to 
look at a farm, until you are, in the 
place, assured that it is in the mar^^B 
To do so, until you certainly know tnire 
the tenant in possession is to leave it, or, 
at any rate, until it is advertised in the 
public prints, or otherwise declared to 
be in tho market, whether the possessing 
tenant wishes to take it again or not, is 
an unfeeling act, and regard^ as equi¬ 
valent to telling him that you wish to 
take the farm over his head. Such an 
act would bo as unbecoming as to in¬ 
trude yourself into a house in town, 
which you think would suit you, to look 
at its internal arrangement, before you 
are aware the possessing tenant is leav. 
ing it, by the usual announcement of tho 
ticket,”—(Vol. iii. p. 1304.) 

But having obtained possession of a 
farm, he enquires, can I now make 
money for myself—quickly but hon¬ 
ourably—in a way tliat will be at 
once creditable to myself, beneficial to 
my landlord, and of advantage to my 
country? 

Two points Mr Stephens insists up¬ 
on as indispensable to the ma^ng of 
money in this creditable way. The 
tenant must keep his laud clean, and he 
must farm it higlu . Those who make 
most money in each district—their 
natural pnidence being alike—are 
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those who are kindest to the land. 
Use me well, sa3n3 the soil every where, 
and I will use you well in return. 

' lu other parts of his work he rises 
to the station of a land-steward. 
Ho discusses, in a cleai* and judicious 
manner, large agricultural questions 
—he writes with the gravity and 
thoughtfulness of one whose busi¬ 
ness it is to superintend and regulate 
extensive improvements, and to look 
after the proceedings and modes of 
farming of a large body of tenantry. 
Tills, indeed, we hope and trust will 
be the case with many of those who 
carefully road, Icara, and inwardly di¬ 
gest the lessons and precepts of his 
book; for in whatever capacity it may 
be their lot to minister to the welfare 
and progress of agriculture, they will 
hnd aid and assistance and counsel 
from the Book of the Farm. 

It is, indeed, in veiy many cases of 
much importance that a better in¬ 
structed raccof men should be entrusted 
with the immediate management of the 
larger estates of tiie comitiy. Wc liave 
met with many skilful and intelligent 

S bers of this class, many able to iin- 
aiid, and advise, and superintend 
nost enlightened improvements, 
and to conduct them to a prosperous 
and economical issue. But the mass 
of these men in our island is not up 
to the knowledge of the time; too 
many of them arc almost entirely 
ignorant (WF the most elementary prin¬ 
ciples of agriculture. How, indeed, 
can it be otherwise, when a landholder 
is contented to place this delicate 
management in the hands of liis re¬ 
tired butler, or liis failing groom, or 
even of his solicitor or attorney, who 
has been bred up to a totally different 
profession ? If law and medicine re¬ 
quire separate scliools and training, so 
do fanning and the management of 
estates, if they are to be farmed to 
a profit, or managed with economy 
and skill. 

But the purpose of our does 
not end with the mere practical man. 
It professes, and is fitted, to Instruct 
the proprietor too. How much have 
the landlords yet to learn? Which 
of them has over, at school or college, 
had an opportunity of obtaining any 
instruction in regard to what was to 
be the occupation and support of liis 
after life! Some do indeed, when 


they settle on their estates, apply 
themselves, by reading and otherwise, 
to m^e up their deficiencies, and to 
fit themselves for the new and useful 
sphere in which they arc called to 
move. But in broad England, how 
few are the landlords who know the 
principles on which their land ought 
to be cultivated—who feel an enlight¬ 
ened interest in the prosperity and 
real advancement of agriculture—^who 
understand how to set a useful, and 
prudent, and enlightened example to 
their tenantry J If knowledge such 
as that contained in the book before 
us require to be diffused among tlie 
humble walks of agricultural life, it is 
no less necessary, we are assured, 
among tliose who frequent its highest 
places. 

But a spirit not only of improve¬ 
ment, but of eager searchiug after 
knowledge, has sprung up among the 
entire agricultural bqdy« From our 
own experience we say this; for we 
have seen with delight the eager eyes 
of listening audiences, for wliole hours, 
fixed upon a single speaker, who Avmf 
attempting zealously and simply, to 
instruct them. And it is those of the 
agricultural body who already know 
most, among whom this eagerness is 
obscived to be most intense. They 
liave tasted of the value of the new 
lights which recent science especially 
lias thrown upon agricultural prac¬ 
tice, and they are eager for the ac¬ 
quisition of more. • 

We arc proud to say, that the fii^st 
decided proof of this desire for liiglicr 
knowledge has been manifested among 
the farmers and proprietors of Scot¬ 
land. The Agricultural Chemistrg As¬ 
sociation of Scotland is their work. 
Through this association they have 
professedly attached chemistry and 
geology and physiology to the car of ‘ 
I)ractical agriculture; and under the 
guidance of these sciences, the art of 
culture will not long lag behind her 
sister arts, for which these sciences 
have already done so much. We have 
before ns a list of the membere of this 
patriotic association. In this list we 
find the names of nearly every man in 
Scotland who is at all known to agri¬ 
cultural fame. If there be a few whose 
names wc miss, the reason probably 
is, that they hardly yet know much of 
its existence; for it has only jnst 
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finished its first year of active life. 
The new list of another year will con* 
tain the names of all who are really 
alive to the wants and capabilities of 
onr national agriculture. 

We are sincerely desirous for the 
credit' and advancement of Scottish 
agriculture. We are, therefore, anxi¬ 
ous that no means should bo left un- 
tned to keep up the perhaps artificially 
high character which the natural in- 
telligcnco and shrewdness of the Scot¬ 
tish nation has gained for tlio prac¬ 
tical farmers of the country. Granting, 
what wo have ourselves seen, that 
there is much good fiirming and well- 
farmed land to the north of the Tweed, 
we cannot deny there is also much 
neglected land and much unskilful til¬ 
lage. Though much has been im¬ 
proved in this end of the island, there 
is far more still almost in a state of 
nature. Hitherto the high-roads of 
the country have gone through such 
pleasant places as Ho between tlie 
Pease bridge and Edinburgli; but the 
railroads now projected will lay open 
the waste and neglected tracts of 
country to southern eyes, and the 
agricultural reputation of Scotland 
may suffer a rude shock in English 
estimation. We arc not the less good 


patriots while we agree.with Mi' Stei- 
phens, that there is a* greater breadth 
of skilfully farmed land in England 
than in Gotland, and that the genu 
of all, or nearly all, om* improvements, 
lias been drawn from the South. Give 
England her due, and Scotland has 
still much to be proud of in picking 
up a germ here and a germ there, and 
unfolding and developing these geims 
under her own colder sky, and, almost 
against nature, conquering for herself 
fruitful fields and a high agricultural 
reputation. 

But England and Ireland having 
awoke to new exertions in improving 
their soil, we in the North must open 
ouf eyes too. We must, if possible, 
keep the name we have acquired. If 
our practice is faulty, let us amend it 
—if our science is defective, let us 
enlarge it. “ Science with practice,” 
is the well-conceived motto of the 
Royal Agricultural Society of Eng¬ 
land ; such a motto, wo hope, all 
Scottish farmers will adopt. Let them 
conjoin the science of the books of 
Johnston with the practice of that of 
Stc]du‘us, and they may still hopc^a 
a body, to occupy tlic foremost rl|p 
among the agriculturists of Europe. 


STANZAS. 

With every joy wc haste to meet, 

In hopefulness or pride, 

There comes, with step as sure and fleet, 

A shadow by its side; 

And ever tlms that spectre chill 
V/ith each fair bliss has sped, 

And when the gladden’d pulse sliould thrill, 
Tiic stricken heart lies dead! , 

The poet’s brow the wreath entwines— 
Wiiat weight falls on the breast! 

Upon the sword where glory shines, 

The stains of life-blood rest. 

Lo, whejxi the rosiest sunbeam glows, 

There lies eternal snow ! 

And Fame its brightest halo throw'8, 

Where death lies cold below. 


J. D. 
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LORD Malmesbury’s diaries and correspondence. 


In a late number of this Magazine 
we tQok occasion, under a different 
title, to notice the two first volumes 
of this highly interesting work. We 
have seen how Lord Malmesbuiy con¬ 
ducted himself, in his diplomatic capa¬ 
city, at the different courts of Europe 
ui»dcr the widen regime. It is diffi¬ 
cult for the men of this generation— 
whose historic era, traditionary or 
remembered, commences with tlie out¬ 
break of the French lie volution—to 
realize in imagination the exhausted, 
broken, and unhealtliy state of Europe 
during the middle, and towards the 
end, of the last ceiiturj^. Balance of 
power there was none. The leading 
continental states, when not in acttial 
arms, looked upon each other with 
eyes of the most bitter jealousy. 
When they did combine, it w'as for 
some unholy puri>oec, sucli as the par¬ 
tition of Boland; and no sooner had 
they brought down their quarry, than, 
like the l^nnzhnechta of old—to use no 
n^rc brutal simile—they began to 
bandy words and blows for thcii’ rela¬ 
tive proportions of the spoil, flood 
faith was a thing unknown either to 
prince or to minister. To trick an 
ally was considered almost as merito¬ 
rious a deed as to undermine or defeat 
an enemy. In short it would be dif¬ 
ficult, perhaps impossible, to point 
out any period when public morality 
W'as at so low and pitiable an ebb. 

In some respects the older conti¬ 
nental states—Cleaving France, for the 
present, out of the question—'weivlcss 
to blame than the newer powers, who 
were then struggling forward with the 
keenness of fresh competitors, and 
claiming a recognition of importance 
wliich had never been accorded them 
before. In tlie first class wc would 
rank Austria, Holland, and Sweden; 
in the second, Russia and Prussia. 
The Muscovite, une(pialled in extent 
of ten’itorial possession—exhibiting 
much of barbaric splendour with but 
little of real civilization—sought to ex¬ 
tend his unwieldy power stiU further, 


and to gain *a position within the 
heart of Eiu’ope by extending his con¬ 
quests towards the west. Prussia, 
circumscribed in territoiy, organized 
herself as a military state. To this 
one end all other considerations were, 
in the first instance, sacrificed; but 
when it was attained, she withdrew 
the mask, and exhibited herself in,her 
real character—the most unscrupulous 
of neighboims, the most fickle aud per¬ 
fidious of allies. Environed with small 
and defenceless states, she never lost 
an opportunity of aggrandizing herself 
at their expense, no matter what 
amount of mutual treaties liad inter¬ 
vened. Even defeat she could turn 
to her account, by pmehasing peace 
with an enemy upon sucli terms as 
surrendered half of a neighbouring 
territoiy to the invader, and secured 
the remainder to herself, liven when 
her interest called upon her to unite 
wdth other European powers against a 
common foe, she refused to act upon 
her own resources, and, unless subsi¬ 
dized, remained sullen and inactive 
at liomo. In this situation was the 
Continent at the outbreak of the 
French Revolution. 

The success of the Republican arms 
in France during the yeai- 1793, of 
-wliich the capture of Toulon was the 
crowning point, naturally treated in 
the minds of the Biitish ministry the 
liveliest a|)preheusion and alarm. 
England alone, of all the European 
states, was in a sound and healthy 
conditioii. Her finances were unim¬ 
paired, her resources largo, her credit 
almost imboundcd. William Pitt, the 
gi'catest minister whom this country 
has ever known, was then at the helm 
of public affaii's. The nation—though 
some individuals had not escaped the 
taint—was opposed to the principles 
of the French Republic, and disgusted 
with its attendant atrocities. Our 
insular position, and our acknow¬ 
ledged supremacy of the seas, were 
sufficient safeguards against a direct 
attack ; but the immediate danger 
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CwrtiaMit. Amidst all 
strife of faction 'and demporacy, 
was progressing towards con-’ 
Bumonr t^d of armies—^undis- 
eipUned, perhaps, and ill-appointed, 
^but officered by men of ai^donbted ta¬ 
lent, and inspired by an enthusiasm 
which carried all before them—crowd- 


^^use nm tbe 

of wFmslaii ti*eaanii 7 , itiwts 
said, rend^ed it abso&tely inipracti- 
eable for thd king to maintain lu the 
fldd, tm^ut subsidy^* the' ootit^gent 
of troops which he. had solemnly 
bound Mmself to famish for thd^genc- 
ral defence of the Continent.«It no¬ 


ing towards the eastern frontier of 
France, and hanging there like a thun¬ 
dercloud, portentous of coming devas¬ 
tation. ^ What was there to meet this 
tide of threatened invasion ? Nothing 
save a heptarchy of tottering states, 
weak in themselves, without concert, 
and without coalition—discontent 
amongst the lower orders, dissatisfac¬ 
tion with the things that had been^ 
and on evi^nt leaning towanls the 
things that might be —the new doc¬ 
trines and the new revelation. For 
it is well to remark, that whatever any 
state might have gained by treachery 
or violence, did demoralize, but cer¬ 
tainly did not better the social condi¬ 
tion of the people. The wind had set 
in from the west, and was carrying 
across Europe, even to the boundary 
of the Borysthenes, sparks and flakes 
of fire from the great conflagration of 
France. There was no lack of fuel to 


where appears that any exertion was 
made to recruit thoPiiilslan flnances. 
By the partition of Folknd, that State 
had acquir^ the acoessioh of 'a largo 
and most valuable territory, Avortli 
something surely by way of mortgage, 
or if not, at least a ready magazine 
of supplies. But all tlds'availod no¬ 
thing. Prussia professed herself 
ready to take whatever subsidy Eng¬ 
land, or any other power, might fur¬ 
nish towai*ds the maintenance of her 
troops—otherwise they wore not to 
reckon longer upon her co-operation 
and support. This proposition was 
made broadly, shamelessly, and with¬ 
out any diplomatic circumlocution. 
“ Jacobi, Prussian minister, (at Lon¬ 
don,) gave in a kind of memorial, ex¬ 
pressive of his Prussian Majesty’s 
intention not to grant the succours we 
had asked for, and declining all |eno- 
ral interference in the wai*, vnthout 


maintain an extended combustion, 
and those whose duty it was to quench 
it, were unprepared or unwilling for 
the task. 

The lesult of the operations of the 
allied forces upon and within the 
frontier ef France, is well known. 


being largely So much for de¬ 

fensive treaties! 

At this crisis, the British ministry 
r—fully impressed with the paramount 
importance of isolating, in so far ns 
might bh, the repijblican contagion 
within the confines of France, and 


After some success, the solo consc- preventing it from spreading further 
qnence of which was to increase the —requested Lord Malmesbury, as the 
jealousy which already subsisted be- fittest and most experienced diplo- 
tWeen the Austrian and the Prussian, matist whose services they could 


the Republican army sncce^ed in 
driving back the enemy, ana esta¬ 
blishing themselves upon the Rhino. 
It was at this moment^ when the dan¬ 
ger was at its height and all Ger¬ 
many, besides Holland and the 
Netherlands, was exposed to the ter¬ 
rors of Invasion, that Frederick Wil¬ 
liam of Prjissia, actuated by a policy 
at once base and-suicidal, announced 
his intention of withdrawing his 
troops from tiie mAs of the confe¬ 
deracy, in totoj violation of the defen- 
elvo treaty of XT87, It is somewhat 
difflcidt now, notwithstanding all that 
baa been written on the subject, to 
got at the real grounds of this dis¬ 
graceful proceeding. The principal 


command, to proceed on a special 
mission to the court of Beilin, and 
attempt by eveiy means in his power 
to recall the king from his false and 
unnatural position. So great seemed 
the necessity of accommodation, that 
England was inclined to accede, per¬ 
haps too much, to the demands of her 
ally, rather than allow the war upon 
which so much depended to be so 
meanly and pitifully abandoned. The 
following exti'act from Lord Gren¬ 
ville's instructlond will show the 
spirit which actuated oqi* ministry. 

H the aBeged distress of the king of 
Prussia's treasury is wholly fdgned^ 
it will in that case bo evi^nt, that 
the defenninatiou of the king of Prua- 
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sla ns taken rather to break his alli¬ 
ance with the mai'itime powers, and 
to risk tlie dangers which may result 
jfrom the final establishment of the 
Jacobin principles in France, than 
to contribute to the iiuloinnificatioii 
which Austria has hi view. In 
that case, till attempts at other ar- 
rangeuieuts must be useless, and no¬ 
thing will remaiii to be done, except 
to insist on the succours being furnish¬ 
ed ; and, in case of non-conipliancc 
with that de-mand, to prepare the de¬ 
claration necessary to be given in for 
the purpose of annulling the defensive 
treaty. If, on the other hand, the 
pccnniaiy dithculties which are stated 
Juwe a real existence^ the disj)Osition to 
co-operate farther in the W’ar may 
still exist; and, in that case, some 
advantage might be derived from the 
adoption of sucli arrangements as 
might enable his majesty to contribute 
towards removing those dilliculties, 
and securing the king of rrussia’s co¬ 
operation ill the war, but without dc- 
])arting from the jiust claims resulting 
from the existing treaty.” The icci- 
procal feelings of Austria and Prussia 
arc thus significantly noticed in an¬ 
other part of the same document. 
“ With respect to Austria, 1 must ob¬ 
serve to 3 'our lonlshij), that the 
utmost jealousy prevails between the 
two courts of \'ieima and Herlin ; that 
the former has certainly been deceived 
by the extent given to the late acepu- 
sitions of Prussia in Poland; and 
that the latter is umpu'Slionubly desi¬ 
rous of checking, at least by indirect 
means, the plans of indemnity wliich 
the emperor is now pursuing towards 
France.” With Hoi land a?jd Austria, 
Lord Malmesbury was ordered, hi all 
his negotiations with tiic Prussian 
court, to keep iiimself in intimate con¬ 
cert ; in fact, it seems to have been 
expected, tliat if these powers -went 
cordially along with England, Prussia 
durst not adopt a step which would 
have exposed her to summary chas¬ 
tisement. It might have been well 
if such a threat liad been intimated 
directly; but England had not yet 
learned to appreciate her oavu un¬ 
bounded resources, and to rely with 
confidence upon herself. Afterwards, 
as at Copenhagen and elsewlierc, she 
adopted the true method of dealing 
with a false ally, or a suspected 
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neutral. At the beginning of the war, 
she transacted with other states on 
the belief that they were actuated 
by the same honourable feelings as 
herself—that they regarded treaties 
as inviolable—that they were ready, 
for the general good, to sacrifice some¬ 
thing of private interest. It is need¬ 
less to say how often and how cruelly 
she was deceived I 

Before setting out on his mission. 
Lord Malmesbury had a personal in¬ 
terview with George III., and Re¬ 
ceived from him, verbally, some pri¬ 
vate iustioictions, which are most 
worthy of preservation. Far too little 
justice has been done to the mauly 
intellect of that king. Stubborn he 
may have been, and wedded to opin¬ 
ions which, ill this age at least, may 
not be favourably regarded by the 
million; but this, at least, we can 
fearlessly say—that every thought, 
every sentiment, every action of his 
life, bore the impress of a high and 
noble mind—that lie was an Kngllsli- 
mau in the best sense of the word, 
bold, and resolute, and sincere; and 
those who value the free and just 
constitution of this country and its 
greatness, have cause to bless Pro¬ 
vidence that so faithful a sovereign 
occiii)icd the throne during a period of 
anarchy wdiicli tlireatened to revolu¬ 
tionize the world, to uproot the Chris¬ 
tian faith, and to engulf Europe, per¬ 
haps irrevocably, in the horrors of a 
Keign of Terror. How clear and king- 
likc is the following language! “A few 
clear worils are better, ])erhaps, than 
long instructions. I believe that the 
king of Prussia is aii honest man at 
the bottom, although a weak one. 
You must first represent to him, that 
if he allows his moral character the 
same latitude in his explanation of 
the force of treaties, as he has allow¬ 
ed it in other still more sacred ties,” 
(referring to his marriage,) “ all good 
faith is at an end, and no engagement 
can be binding. You must then slate 
to him how much his honour is en¬ 
gaged in joining in this business, in 
not giving up a cause in which he had 
begun so nobly. Then you should 
apply to his interest, that the event 
of the war must either fail or succeed; 
that if he withdrew himself from the 
number of coalesced powers, in either 
case ]^o would suffer from leaving 
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them. In the first case, (the fate of 
the war,) he perhaps would be the 
first to feel tlie consequences of suffer¬ 
ing this Tartarian horde to overrun 
Europe. In tlie second, if we suc¬ 
ceed, he certainly might be sure, 
that not having contributed Ins 
• share to the success would put 
him, in respect to the other powers, 
in a situation of consideration and 
want of consequence, and that he 
would not be constilted or referred to 
in tlie general system of Europe, when 
that became a matter of discussion. 
That if you lixil in referring liini to 
these throe great ])oints, his inteyrily^ 
his honour^ and his interest^ it will be 
certain nothing can be done; and al¬ 
though I have the greatest confidence 
in your skill and abilities, yet I shall 
rest assured in that ease that no skill 
nor any ability would be equal to 
success.” 

Thus instructed and accredited, 
Lord IMalinesbury set off for Berlin 
by way of Holland, lie found ilie 
Dutch in considerable anxiety at the 
state of the campaign, and ready to 
co-opovatc Avith England in any mea¬ 
sure for maintaining the alliance in¬ 
tact. At Frankfort, the monetary 

market of (lermanA\ he ascertained 

^ * 

that the amount of treasure still left 
in the Prussian treasury A\as esti¬ 
mated at forty-one or forty-tAvo niil- 
lioiis of dollars; so that the plea of 
poverty advanced upon the part of tlic 
king Avas CA'idently false. Immediately 
on Jiis arrival at Berlin, he obtained 
an inteiwiew Avith Frederick‘William; 
and the rejdies of that king to tiie 
remonstrance of the British minister 
are abundantly curious. He disclaim¬ 
ed all idea of lukeAvaniincss or indif¬ 
ference to the results of the Avar, wa.s 
loud ill his profession of amity to 
Groat Britain, but Avound up Avitb the 
anticipated excuse—“ You will, J am 
sure, believe me Avhen 1 tell you, on 
the faith of an honest won, (^and for 
being one, I hope the king your mas¬ 
ter Avill give me crcdii,) I have not 
in ray treasury enough to i>ay the 
expenses of a third campaign. Those 
J luiNc incurred since my accession 
are Ui)t unknown to you. You also 
know that the late king strained tlio 
resources Ui their highest pitch ; that 
1 cannot raise a new tax on my sub¬ 
jects; that to attempt it would drive 


them to the worst consequences; end 
that the nature of the Prussian mo¬ 
narchy is such that it cannot bear a 
loan. Ih short, that without my allies 
come to my assistance^ and afford me 
]>ecuniary support^ I shall be compell¬ 
ed to stop short in the war. 

“ I have not exhausted my treasure 
in idle and useless expenses; it has 
been employed in forwarding mea¬ 
sures Avliicii related to the general in¬ 
terests of Europe, as well as to tlio 
particular ones of i*russia. It cannot 
be those of England to see me de¬ 
graded and sunk ; and this certainly, 
joined to my hiph notion of your 7 hi-' 
tioiial character^ leaves me Avithout 
a])]>rehensioir as to the eonserjuenees 
of tlie declaration 1 make, Avliich I 
repeat to be the sole and real cause 
of my apparent backwardness in con¬ 
tinuing the Avar.” 

It i.s noAv clear, far beyond cavil or 
doubt, that this sovereign’s estimate 
of the national character of the Eng¬ 
lish, Avas much akin to Major Dal- 
getty's a]»]M‘eciation of the Dutch— 
“ 'i'iiey are the best jiaymasters in 
Eurojic.” Dalgetty, hoAvever, had one 
merit Avhich aac fear that liistory must 
d<'ny to the King of I’russia. lie 
gave his service for hk ranployer's 
money, and Avas scrnpnlonsly true to 
his articles. Frcdiu'ick AVilliain, on 
the contraiy, Avas bent upon receiving 
a subsidy, Avhilst, at the same time, 
he or his ministers Averc attempting 
to negotiate a private treaty Avith 
France. Tliese facts come out most 
glaringly in the Malmesbury jiapers. 
The envoy seems to have felt ail along 
tliat he Avas treading on the most 
slippery ground, that no reliance could 
be ])Iaced upon the faith or mtegrily 
of the i^oiirt Avitli Avlueli he now had 
to deal; and yet cirenmstanees were 
of so pressing a nature, that he dared 
not, AA'hile the smallest chance of suc¬ 
cess remained, aliandon the progress 
of the negotiation. The sentiments 
of the King of Prussia with regard to 
his nearest neighbour, may be under¬ 
stood from the foIFowiiig entry in 
Lord Malmcsbuiy’s diary :—“ Dec. 
28, 17011. Supper at Princc-Royars. 
King told me of bad news from 
WurmscFs army—that he had lost 
two battalions and tAvent 3 ^-onc pieces 
of cannon. He seemed rather pleased 
with this had news; but admitted that 
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it would do harm by raising the spi¬ 
rits of the Jacobins.” In a note ap¬ 
pended to this passage, it is added, 
tliat “ tliis feeling of hatred towards 
Austria was shared by every minister 
at Berlin, and every olficcr in the 
Prussian army, and rendered all our 
ctforts to combine etfeetually the two 
nations against the French unavail- 

iiig.” 

The prospects of the Allies became 
daily more gloomy. Wnnnser, tlic 
Austrian general, was driven back, 
the blockade of Landau raised, aiul 
this moment' was selected by the 
Prussian king and his ministers to 
force a subsidy under the significant 
threat of an entire withdraAval of his 
finny, Mhich for the present remain¬ 
ed ill a state of susincious inactivit 3 ". 
Kiissia at this juncture came forward 
to interfere. The J*rince de aVas¬ 
sail, a simrions dignitary and favou¬ 
rite of Catharine, arrived at Berlin 
with a comnninication for Frederick 
'William, urging liiin in the strongest 
manner to act in concert Avith his 
allies, and representing very forcibly 
tliat the ])artition of J'oland, and the 
engagements he contracted for his 
share, obliged him to con tin no the 
Avar, and that Ids oavii di'claratious 
and manifestoes from the first, by his 
OAvn confession, made him a principal 
ill Jt. KotAvithstanding this good 
ad\icc, the Empress cautiously ab¬ 
stained from hinting at pecuniary 
succours, being probably aAvare that 
a Uussrau subsidy would aiisAver his 
ninjesty’s purpose as aa'cII as one from 
England. Early in the year 1794, 
the Duke of BriinsAvick resigned the 
command of the Prussian forces. He 
Avas succeeded by Marshal Mblleii- 
dorff—a soldier of some reputation, 
but old, test}', and pragmatical. 

After much time Avasted in preli- 
niinaries, and continued threats on 
the part of l^russia to AA'ithdraw im¬ 
mediately from the alliance unless 
subsidies Averc forthcoming, Lord 
Malmesbury was empoAvered to make 
the folloAviiig proi>osals: Two mil¬ 
lions sterling were to be given to the 
King of Prussia to bring 101),000 men 
into the field. Of this sum England 
was to fornish two-fifths, or £800,000; 
Austria and Holland, each one-fifth; 
and the remainder Avas to beconsidcred 
as an advance from Prussia, to be re- 
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imbnrsed by Franco at the restora¬ 
tion of peace. Munificent as this 
proposal may appear—and it really 
Avas so when the relative situation of 
the parties is considered—it did not 
at first sight appear large enough to 
satisfy the craving appetite of Frede¬ 
rick William, aa Iio, in a ])rivate inter- 
vieAv Avith Lord Malmesbury, had liie 
assurance to demand for the profiosed 
succours no less a sum tlian ttauiy 
mtlliom of dollars, Avithont reckoning 
the. “bread and forage!” The firm 
conduct and resolute tone of Lord 
Malmesbury, seem at last to have 
convinced the ra])acious monarch that 
in gras])ing at too much he might 
lose all; and, after a great deal of 
shabby negotiation and bargaining, a 
settlement aaus nearly efi'ected on the 
original li'nns. Austria, howcA'er, 
positively declined to become bound 
for any i)art of the, subsidy—Ave doubt 
not for sufficient reasons. Holland, 
in more alarm, was AAilling to contri¬ 
bute her share,; but so many im))edi- 
ments AA ere thrown in the Avay ol a 
.settlement bv the machinations of the 
French party at Berlin, that laud 
;Malme.sl)Uvy found it indispensable 
lo quit that court and conclude the 
negotiation at the llagiu*. He was 
accompanied thither b}' the Prussian 
minister,IlaugAN iz—a man Avhuse cha¬ 
racter for honestv must be left to the 

•> 

A'erdict of jiosteril}'—and on tin*, nine¬ 
teenth Ai)ril 1791, a treat}* w'as con¬ 
cluded hetAveeu Prussia, Holland, and 
ICiigland, by Avliicli the former jioAver 
AAUs bound to fiiwiisli an army of 
G'i,0()() men, under a Prussian coin- 
niandcr-iu-cliief, to be subsidized by 
the other states, and to serve against 
tlieir common enemies. The mari¬ 
time liOAvers agreed lo \vdy his Prus¬ 
sian majesty £^0,o00 p(*r month to 
the end of the year, £30(i,(t00 to put 
the army in motion, and £100,000 on 
its return home. All conquests made 
Averc to be at the disposal of the ma¬ 
ritime powers. 

Thus did J^russia, vaunting herself 
to be ]>eculiarly the military power of 
Europe, sell the services of her army 
foi* hire, Avitli as little reservation as 
cvm* did the mercenary troops of 
SAvitzcrIand or Brabant, The very 
idea of such an individual transaction 
carries Avdth it something degrading ; 
as a state-bargain, it is humiliation. 
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One quality only can be brought for¬ 
ward to redeem the sellers of their 
national armies from contempt, and 
that is the most scrupulous fidelity to 
the cause of the parties from wlioin 
they have accepted their hire. There 
is no treachery so base as the deser¬ 
tion of a paid ally. 

Immediately after the treaty was 
signed, Lord Malmesbury was recall¬ 
ed to J^ondoii “ for information.” The 
advantage which was taken in the 
absence of tliis clear-sighted and able 
diplomatist, may be gatiicred from 
subsequent events. \Ve doubt how¬ 
ever, whether, had he remained on 
the spot, he could have counteracted 
the evils, which appear tons more the 
result of a preconceived intention to 
betray, than the sudden conseiiuence 
of a plot, or the predominance of a new 
hostile party in the court or cabinet 
of Berlin. On the 27th of May, the 
first instalment of the subsidy, 
£:i0(),000, was remitted from tlie 
British Treasury. About tlie same 
time, Lord Malmesbury returned to 
Holland, and renewed his entreaty, 
through Ilaugwiz, that the Prussian 
army might be i)Ut in motion. This 
was positively refused, until advice 
was received of the payment of the 
subsidy at Berlin. Frederick AViJliam 
had removed to Poland to look after 
his ill-gotten possessions. His minis¬ 
ter, Ilaugwiz, very shortly retired to 
Berlin, and never returned. Mdllcn- 
dorfl*, in command of the army, pe¬ 
remptorily refused, in the face of the 
treaty, and of the. apparent commands 
of his master, to leave the Rhine, and 
tak(' up his position in the Low Coun¬ 
tries—in short, h(; would obey no 
orders, and did all in his power to 
thwart and countm-act the Austrian. 
Meanwhile, the French advanced in 
irresistible power. f>n the 26th of 
June they were victorious at Fleury 
—a battle which established the rejm- 
tatiou of General Jonrdain, and set¬ 
tled the fate of the Netherlands. In 
Flanders, Moreau defeated Clairfait, 
and took Ypres. General Walmoden 
evacuated Bruges. The Duke of 
York was obliged to abandon Tour- 
nav and Oudenarde to their fate, and 
retired upon Antwerp on the 3d of 
July. 

This was a period of great anxiety 
to Lord Malmesbury; for although 


there are many occasions wherein 
even the ablest diplomatist must fail, 
more especially when there is a, total 
absence of good faith on the otherside, 
yet the crisis was so alarming as to 
impress him with the sense of more 
than usual responsibility. The fol¬ 
lowing extract from his diary wiil 
show his opinion of the Prussians:— 
“ June 26. To Keyserlautern, Prus¬ 
sian headquarters—repetition of the 
same language—great, but shabby art 
and cunning—ill-wili, jealousy, and 
every sort of dirty passion. The. 
marshal proposes a memorial to us, 
which we decline receiving, and he 
disjmtches his first aide-dc-camp, 
I^Ioyerinck, to the King of Prussia, 
with his account of what we had said. 
(N.B.—It appears that these were 
exaggerated, and calculated to do 
mischief, andembroilthcnegotiation.”) 
Shortly afterwards, he writes thus to 
the Duke of Portland: — “I must 
thank you on a separate sheet for 
>our few confidential lines. If we 
listened only to our feelimjs^ it ■would 
be difficult to keep any measure with 
Prussia. But your opinion and that 
of Mr Pitt, is one of sound political 
wisdom, and I am well i)l(‘ased it ha.s 
prevailed. We must consider it as an 
alliance with the Ahjerines^ ■\vhom it is 
no disgrace to pay, or any impeach¬ 
ment of good sense to be cheated by.” 

Tlic ministry of Great Britain, how'- 
ever, found it necessary to come to 
an immediate and explicit understand¬ 
ing with the Pnissians, 'who,.thougii 
utterly useless and inactive, continued 
with the utmost punctuality to draw 
the monthly subsidy. A good oj)por- 
tunity was afforded by the conduct 
of the Prussian minister at London, 
who, with unparalleled effrontery, took 
upon himself to complain of the 
niauncr in which the late treaty 
had been executed with reference 
to the disposition of the forces. 
Lord Grenville’s reply w'as decided. 
If the treaty had not hitherto been 
punctually executed, it was notorious 
to all Europe, that the failure had 
not been on the part of England, 
The British resident at Berlin was 
further desired to intimate, “ that the 
continuance of the liberal subsidy 
granted by his majesty will depend 
solely on the faithful execution of the 
engagement taken by Marshal Mol- 
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periment; and oven should experiment 
itself fail a thousand times, tho success 
of the thousandth and first trial would 
justify further examination. Till (he 
authority of observation can bo wholly 
set aside, the subject of our enquiry can 
never be said to have underj^one its 
final ostracism.'' 

This is certainly a strong proposi¬ 
tion ; nevertheless it is with the hojic 
that ol)sc*rvation inny be directed to 
t\iQ facts of inesnierism, that we have 
wTitten tho pveec'ding pages. Tn rea¬ 
soning on a subject, we can use only 
those lights wiiieh experience has 
given us. Tlie eflicacy of logical dis¬ 
proof, somewhat contemptuously treat¬ 
ed by Mr 'rownshend in th(5 (ibcive 
passage, is yet fully vindicated by tiic 
latter half of tlie book itself, which is 
an endeavour, logically, to bring home 
nicsinerism to the understanding of 
men of experience. It is vain to 
make light of logic, when the parties 
who set it at nought are tliomselvos 
obliged to use it to prove its own 
worthlessness. You must not exalt 
reason^ and we will give you the rea¬ 
son why—this cuts their owm ground 
from under them. Wc so far agree 
with the last quoted sentence, as to 
admit that, when experiments fairly 
tried by competent parties have and 
do succeed, mesmerism will be esta¬ 
blished—liitherto they have not suc¬ 
ceeded. The alleged proofs are not 
brought home to the obseiwatiou of cau¬ 
tious,thiiikingiuon ; andreason, thus at 
once derided and appealed to, is un¬ 
satisfied. Time ‘‘ may bring in its 
revenges,” may show things which 
would be to us marvellous \ and W'O 
deny no future possibilities. At pre¬ 
sent, we admit some very curious phe¬ 
nomena, which we would willingly see 
further examined ; but wc arc uncon¬ 
vinced of those facts of mesmerism 
enounced by its professors, which 
wholly contradict our previous expe¬ 
rience. Upon what we consider the 
only safe gi'ounds for the general ad¬ 
mission of newly asserted facts, the 
evidence in support of these should 
more than counterpoise the evidence 
for their rejection. Up to the present 


time, balancing, as we have endea¬ 
voured to do, impartially, the evidence 
in favour of clairvoyance, and tho 
preternatural powers of mesmerism, 
against those of an opposite tendency, 
the former seems to us inordinately 
outweighed. On the 'other liand, 
the production, by external influence, 
either of absolute coma or of sJeop- 
waking, whether resulting from ima¬ 
gination in the paticof, or from an 
eflbrt of the wdH on the part of the 
mesmeriser, or from both conjointly, 
has bc(*,n too lightly estimated and 
too little examined. This alone is in 
itself an otfcct so novel, so mysterious, 
and apparently so connected with the 
inainsjirings of septient existence, as 
to deserve and dcanand a rigorous, 
impartial, aud persevering scrutiny. 

Since this article w'as written, tho 
letters of !Miss Martineau have ap¬ 
peared. Had these been published 
earlier, iv'o should undoubtedly have 
uotieed them at some leugth; .they 
have not, however, induced ua to alter 
any thing wo have wn-itton ; they have, 
indeed, eonflrnied one roinark made 
above, llie effects described by Miss 
Martineau as iiroducod upon liersclf, 
aie ci(*dible and not p];cteniatural, 

while the second-sight of the girl A - 

is preternatural and not ci'ediblc ; 
i. e. not credible as preternatural, 
otherwise easily explicable. 

In this, HS in every mesmeric case, 
the marvellous effects are develo])cd 
by tho uneducated—the most easily 
deceived, aud the most ready to be 
deceivers. 

The clairvoyant writers have greiitly 
the advantage of the scfl^tics in one 
respect, viz. the juiblic interest of 
their communications. Evoi*y one 
reads the description of new marvels, 
few care to examine the arguments 

in contravention of them. 

» 

Pol, me occidistis, amici. 
Non eervastis, ait, cui sic extorta volup- 

tas, 

Et demptus per vim mentis gratissimus 
error.’* 
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experience in powers, the diffictil- 
ties, end the signincancy of art, whicli 
only the dedication of the votary to 
the service of an art can easily be 
supposed to induce. There is, in 
practice, a verity and an intimacy of 
knowledge, without which theoretical 
criticism wants both light and life. 
So Pope contends— 

** Let such judge others who themselves 
excel ; 

And censure freely, who have written 
well” 

He seems, at the same time, to be 
aware that this doctrine is not likely to 
find general favour; and tliat an objec¬ 
tion will be taken up by those witli 
whom it is unpalatable, grounded in 
the poet’s liability to be seduced, be¬ 
guiled, transported, misled, by his 
sympathy with that which is in the 
art specifically his own—tlie inven¬ 
tive power. And he admits the 
dangSi; but rebuts the objection by 
averring that, on tlie other side, the 
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critic who is not a poet has his own 
temptation. Ho will be run away 
with by his in^lloctual propensities; 
the opinion of his own infallibillity ; 
the ple^isure of pronouncing sentence 
—dispositions all, that move to a 
hasty, and are adverse to a generous, 
decision. 

Poets are partial to tJmr wit, ’lis true. 
But are not critics to their judgment, 
too?” 

The two arts, poetry and the criti¬ 
cism of poetry, thus running together, 
so as that in the mind of the poet 
they are om^ thing, and tliat it is bard 
well to distinguish in speaking of 
them in prose, it will not seem sur¬ 
prising if Poi)C, intending t^ write of 
the lesser, and so inveigled into MTitiiig 
of the greater, sliould not always dis¬ 
tinctly know of which be writes. 

Let us cite a celebrated passage as 
an cxam])le of such almost unavoid¬ 
able confusion. 




First fathom nature, and your judgment frame 
By her juat standard, which is still the same. 
Unerring Nature, still divinely bright. 

One clear, unchanged, and universal light 5 
Life, force, and beauty, must to all impart. 

At once the source, and end, and test of art. 

Art from that fund each just supply provides, 
Works without show, and without pomp presides. 
In some fair body thus tho informing soul 
With spirits foods, w’itli vigour fills the whole, 
Bach motion guides, and every nerve sustains. 
Itself unseen, but in tU* efFoct remains. 

Some, to whom heaven in wit has been profuse, 
AV^ant as much more to turn it to its use; 

For wit and judgment often are at strife. 

Though meant each other's aid, like man and wife. 
’Tis more to guide than spur the muse's steed, 
Restrain his fury, than provoke his speed; 

The winged courser, like a generous horse, 

Shows ra{)st his mettle when you check his course. 


Now, lend us youi; ears. Pray, 
attend. 

In these memorable twenty lines— 
memorable by the truth of the think¬ 
ing, and the spirited or splendid feli¬ 
city of expression—the subject of tlie 
rules delivered is for two verses— 
CumciSM PropeBj that Is to say, 
the faculty of judging in the mind of 
the critic, who is not ueoessarily a 
poet, and whose function in the world 
is the judgment of the work produced 
and complete, and exposed for free 
jconsuro. 


“First fathom nature, and your judg¬ 
ment frame 

By her just standard, which is still the 
same.” 

This'genoral reference to thefountahi- 
head of law and of power, is spoken 
to the critic—the writer of witiques— 
the public censurer—the man of judg¬ 
ment. 

For tho next four lines, the creative 
powet, and the presiding criticism in 
the mind of the poet, and the judicial 
criticism in the mind oftho official 
critic, arc all three in hand together. 
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« Unerring Natube, still divinelj bright, 
One clear, unchanged, and universal 
light; 

Life, force, and beauty, must to all im¬ 
part. 

At once the source, and end, and test 
of art.” 

Warburton has remarked, that the 
two last verses nm parallel to one an¬ 
other, inasmuch as “source” respects 
“life,” the ever-welling—“end” re¬ 
flects “force,” for tlic force of any 
thing arises from its being directed to 
its end—and “ test” looks back to 
“ beauty,” for eveiy thing acquires 
beauty by its being reduced to its true 
standard. A^ery well said. 

Hut in what sense is nature the 
“end” of art? AVarburton explains 
the word, by “the design of poetry 
being to convey knowledge of nature in 
the most agi’ecablc inauncr.” Miglit 
not one think tliat nature is tliia “end” 
rather, innsinuch as art aims at reach¬ 
ing nature in our bosoms? In this 
acceptation, “ end ” and “force” 
would precisely belong to one an¬ 
other. 

In the moan time, “life” and 
“ source” distinctly concern the crea¬ 
tive power in tlic soul of the poet; 
art’s “ end” must be known, and fix¬ 
edly looked at, as tlic lodestar by the 
mariner, by presiding criticism in the 
'same soul; and tlic “test” of art 
must evidently be iqqilied by the critic 
discharging his jicculiar functions; 
wliilst “ unerring nature,” imaged us 
the sun, eylightens, of course, both 
poet ami critic. 

And now the critic, wlio was at the 
outset of the strain—six verses ago— 
alone in contem])liition, is dismissed for 
good or for 111. 4’he poet is on Pega¬ 
sus’s back ; the lashing out of a heel 
kicks the unfortunate devO to the 
devil; and away we go. 

For one verse, the creative power, 
and tlic presiding criticism in the 
mind of the jioet, arc confounded to¬ 
gether under the freshly suggested 
name— akt. 

“j\rt from that fund each just supply 
jirovides.” 

That is to say, “Art,” as the inven¬ 
tive power in the poet, draws from 
the solo “fund,” nature, its abundant 
“ supplies.” Art, as the critical power 
in the poet, takes care tliat precisely 
the “just” supply be drawn. 


In the next line, this same art, sig- 
nifles this presiding criticism only. 

AVorks without show, and without 
pomp presides.” 

Clearly, the intent, inostensive, vir¬ 
tuous faculty of criticism alone, in¬ 
fluencing, guarding, leading, and rul- 
ing. ^ 

Then out of the four lines, which 
elaborate an excellent simile, due in 
propriety to the presiding criticism, 
two are chequered with a lingering# 
recollection of the creative pow&— 

“ In some fair body thus the inform¬ 
ing soul 

AV'kh spirit feeds, with vigour fills the 
whole, 

Eacli motion guides, and every nerve 
sustains; 

Itself unseen, hut in t,h’ effect remains.” 

AVhai feeds ? AVhat fills ? You can¬ 
not help looking back to that provi¬ 
sion of “supplies;” and yet a pro- 
founder truth would be disclosed, 
auothor brilliancy imparted, and an 
unperplexed siguific^ncy given to the 
fine image, if Criticism alouc might be 
the informing soul—if the delicate 
licason of Art in the accomplished 
poetical spirit, liad been boldly and 
frankly represented as inspiriting 
and invigorating, no loss than as 
guiding and supporting; for criticism 
is the virtue of art, ruling the pas¬ 
sions, and surely neither orator, nor 
poet, nor philosopher, will pause in 
answering, that virtue “ feeds ” with 
“spirits,” and “fills with vigour.” 
Tliat which, itself unseen, remains in 
its efiect, is clearly tliat authorized 
cj’ilicism which genius, in the poet’s 
soul, obeys. 

In the next verse wit signifies the 
creative power alone. 

“ Some to whom Heaven in. wit has 
been profuse.” 

In the next, ■v^'it is the presiding 
criticism alone. 

AS'ant as much more to turn it to its 

I, 

use. 

In the two following, wit is the crea- 
ti>'e power only, and judgment is the 
presiding criticism. 

For M it and judgment ofteii are at 
strife, 

Though meant each other s ald> like man 
and wdfe.” 

The four closing verses, wliich de- 
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A^happy cpmmentiiT on thefecd- 
"fiitf spu'its,” and “ filling with 
»jlgour,’Vak we would accept them, 
. TBiQ‘"Tein' provokes into. action the 
■plenitude oli^ thnt else lies unused. 

By the" by, Gilbert Wakefield, not 
the happiest of critics in his services 
to Eope»^ here rightly wxirns against 
-the unskilfifi and indolent error of 
apprehending from the word “ like ” a 
most inapt simile, which would ex- 
. jfiain a horse by a hoi’se, and exalt 
Begasus by cutting off his wings. The 
-words ai^ clearly to be understood, 
“ like a generous horse —^as he is.” 

We have icen, then, instructed 
reader, that the poet begins giving 
advice to the critic. Then ho eu- 
tangloaf for a moment thfi'eritic and 
poet together. Then he discards the 

* critic wholly, and takes the poet 
along with him to the end. Do not 

• forget, we beseech you, that there 
' are, in the soul of the poet, two 

great distinct powers. There is the 
pripiary creative power, which, strong 
ia^ love and* passion and imagiim- 
tfen, <jonvei*ses with nature, di'aws 
thence its heaped intellectual wealth, 
and timismutcs it all into poetical 


the wprk of the 
in eatcrc^sing his art. 

^ ^$f6unded and con- 
and again. They 
lare'ao, thb name of Art !— 

^ which, "at.^1, comprehends the two; 
and then' suddenly means ;ODly the 
power of criticism (n the poet; Again, 
they shift place confusedly'under the 
name " W/t”—which at first means 
► the creative power only—^then, the 
criticad power only. Then, once 
more, 4:he creative pOAver only; in 
which sense it is here at lost opposed 
explicitly to judgment; The close is, 
under a fit and gallant figure, a spi¬ 
rited description of the creative power 
firily w'orking under the control of 
. criticism. 

These deceiving interchanges run 
through a passage otherwise of great 
lucidity and beauty, and of sterling 
strength and worth. Probably, most 
attentive of readci*s, though possibly 
not the least perplexed, thou wilt not 
rest with, less satisfaction ujwn what 
is truly good in the passage, now thou 
hast with us taken the trouble of de¬ 
tecting the slight disorder which over¬ 
shadows it. The possibility of thQ 
first confusion ^vhich slips from the 
critic to the poet, attests the strength * 
of the opinion in Pope’s mind, that 
the poet must entertain a% an intel¬ 
lectual inhiatc a spirit of pricicism, as 
learned and severe as tliat of the 
mere critic. Perhaps the latter- in¬ 
fers how close the cognation of the 
creative and the critical faculty. 

And now for another striking in¬ 
stance of sliding, unconsciously', from 


critic to^oet. 

^^But most by numbers judge a poet’s song, 

*Apd- smooth br roughs with them is right or wrong: 

. In ihe bright muse, though thou^nd charms conspire^ 
Hbr vpiCe is all these tuneful fools admire; 

, Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear, 

«Nut mend their minds; as some to ohuroh repair^ 

Not ffeMhe doctrine, but the music, there, 
equal syllables alone require, 
bfr the ear the open vowels tire; 

^ Wnilb axffietives their feeble aid do join. 

And ten lowrwords oft creep in one dull line. 

• they rinjf round the same unvaried chimes. 
With sure returns of still expected rhymes j 
W^re’er you find the * cooling western breeze,* 

In Ae next line, it * whispers through the trees 5* 

If crystal streams * with pleasing murmurs creep,* 

The reader 8 ftfreaten’d (not in vain) with * sleep >* 
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Thoii> ki the last and only couplet fraught 
With some unmeaning thing they call a thought^ 

A needless Alexandrine ends the song, . 

That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow length along. 

Leave such to tune their own dull rhymes 1 ”— 


Who are the “ most ” that “ judge 
a poet’s song by numbers?” with 
whom “ smooth or rough is right or 
WRONG ? ” Who are “ the tufieful 
fools,” who, of the Muse’s thousand 
charms, “ admire her tuneful voice ” 
only? The haunters of Parnassus, 
whose attraction thither is, the 
“ PLEASURE ” of their ear, not the 
instruction of their mind; who “ re¬ 
quire ” nothing more than “ equal 
syllables? ”—For these first eight lines, 
you have the bad critic, and the bad 
critic only. 

But who are “they” that “ring 
round the same unvaried chimes ” of 
rhymes; who bestow upon “you,” 
“ the reader,”—“ breeze,” “ trees ; ” 
“creep,” and “sleep;” whose one 
thouglit has no meaning; who have 
scotched the snake, not killed it; and 
who are to be abandoned to the soli¬ 
tary delight of theii' own bad verses ? 
In these last eleven iiue.s, you have 
the bad poet, and the bad poet only. 
Whilst in the throe intemicdiale 
verses, “ Though oft the ear,” tkc., you 
have the imperceptible sliile efiected 
from critic to poet. Did Pope know 
and intend this? Wc think not; and 
we think there is in the construction 
itself proof positive to the inadvoit- 
enev. For where is the antecedent 
referred to in 

“ While TUEY ring round ? ** 

He who looks for it will ari-ivc first 
at the “these,” who “equal sylla¬ 
bles alone iTHjuiro.” But he has now 
escaped from the bad poet’s into 
almost worse company. The said 


“ these” are clearly a second 
smaller division of the condemned 
ear-critics. The greater division, 
the “ MOST,”, have ears, .forsooth, 
and can distinguish “smooth” and 
“rough.” But “these” w^tuld 
HAVE ears. They have none; they 
have only fingerb. They can toll 
that the syllables keep the rule of 
the measui’e, and that is all. They 
stand on the lowest round of the 
ladder, or on the ground at the foot 
of the ladder. 

Tho* oft the ear the open vowels tire, 

is to them “excellent music,” an un¬ 
impeachable verse, for it counts 
RIGHT. They are the arithmeticians 
of the Muse—no musicians. 

Wc agree with Warbiulon, who 
says that it is “ impossible to give a 
full and exact idea of poetical criti¬ 
cism without considering at the same 
time the art of poetn/^ so ftir as poe¬ 
try is an ART.” But we must contend, 
that a pact who addresses or dis¬ 
courses of two such distinct species 
as the writer who criticizes, and the. 
Avritcr wlio is criticized—two human 
beings, at least, placed in such very 
ditfercut predicaments—is bound con¬ 
tinually to know and to keep his 
reader aware, which lie exhorts and 
which he smites—the saciificer or thd 
\ictini. 

You have in j'our memory, and a * 
thousand times recollected, the fol¬ 
lowing fine passage; but are you sure 
that you have fully and clearly under-, 
stood, as well^ felt it ? 


** A little learning is a dangeroxis thing; 

Drink deep, or taste not tho Pierian spring; 

There shallow drafts intoxicate the brain. 

And drinking largely sobers us again. 

Fired at first sight with what the Muse imparts, 

In fearless youth we tempt the heights of arts, 

While from the bounded level of our mind 
Short views we take, nor see the lengtli behind; 

But more advanced, behold with strange surprise, 

Far distant views of endless science rise! 

So pleased at first the towering Alps we try, 

Mount o’er the vales, and seem to tread the sky, 

Th* eternal snow's appear already past, 

And the first clouds and mountains seein the last. 

VOL. LVII. NO. CCULIII. i n 
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But those attain’d, wo tremble to survey 
The growing labours of the lengthen’d way, 

Th* increasing prospect tires our wondering eyes, 

Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps on Alps arise.” 

The precept must be given to some- likings and the mislikings, the incap- 
body. To whom? The whole Essay able comprehension and the precipi- 
addresses itself to two descriptions of tate misapprehensions of an untrained, 
persons—to those who imll be critics, uninstructed, inexperienced, self-un- 
and to those who will be poets. Both knowing spirit, howsoever of Nature 
are here addressed, and indistinctively. gifted or nngifted, to be taken for the 
But we may distinguish—nay, must— standard of the wortji which the 
in turning verse into prose. What is generations of mankind have ap- 
the counsel bestowed? “Meddle not proved, or which has newly risen up 
with criticism, as a professed or un- to enlighten the generations of man- 
professed critic, unless you are pro- kind! 

paredtoinvadethodepthsofcriticism.” Abstain, then, from judging, O 
“ Touch not the lyre of Apollo to call Critic that wilt be I Humble thine un- 
forth a tone, unless you are willing to derstanding in reverence! Open thy 
put your hand under the most rigorous soul to beliefs 1 Yield up thy heaii;, 
discipline in the school of the musi- dissolving and overcome, to love! 
cians." What is the motive, the rea- Cultivate self-suspicion I and leani! 
son of the counsel? The twofold leani! learn! The bountiful years 
monitoiy and horiatoiy counsel, pro- that lift up the oak to maturity, shall 
ceeds upon a twofold contemplation; rear, and strengthen, and rij)en thee 1 
upon the view of the beginning, and Knowledge of books, knowledge of 
upon that of the end. men, knowledge of Nature—and soli- 

A taste of criticism—the possession cited, and roused, and sharpened, in 
of half a dozen rules—the sitting, for the manifold and studious conversa- 
a few furtive and perilous instants, tion with books, and witli men, and 
upon that august seat of high judg- w’itli Nature—last and greatest—the 
ment, ))eforo which the great wits of knowledge of thyself—shall bring thee 
all ages and nations come to receive out a large-hearted, high-minded, 
their award—infatuates the youthful sensitive, apprehensive, comprehen- 
untempered brain with dazzling, be- sivc, informed and original, clear and 
wildering, and blinding self-opinion, profound, genial and exact, scrutiniz- 
Enough to mislead is easily learned, ing and pardoning, candid, and gcncr- 
Kight dictates of clearest minds— ous, and just—in a word, a finished 
oracles of the old wisdom—crudely critic. The steadfast and mighty 
misundei'stood. Rules of general laws of the moral and intellectual 
enunciation made false in the apply- world have taken safe care and tute- 
ing, by the inability of perceiving in lage of thee, and confer upon thee, in 
the instance the differencing condi- thy now accomplished powers, the 
tions which qualify the rule, or suspend natural and well-earned remuneration 
it. So, on the other hand, canons of of honestly, laboriously, and perti- 
a narrower scope, sk etched beyond naciously dedicated powers! 
their true intent. And last, and And as for thee, O Poet that wilt 
worst of all, in the ignorance and in be, con thou, by night and by day, 
the disdain of statutes, and sanctions, the biography of John Milton ! 
and preceding authoritative judg- And now—in conclusion—for the 
ments—the humours and fancies, the very noblest strain in didactic poetry. 

** Those Rules of old discover’d, not devised. 

Are Nature still, but Nature methodised ; 

Nature, like Liberty, is but restrain’d 
By the same laws M^ich £^st herself ordain’d. 

" Hear how learn’d Greece her useful rules indites, 

■When to repress, and when indulge our flights: 

High on Parnassus’ top her sons she show’d. 

And pointed out those arduous paths they trod; 

Held from afar, aloft, th’ immortal prize, 

And urged the rest by equal stops to rise: 



899 


J845.] 


North's Specimens of the Brit^h Critics, 

Just precepts thus from great examples given, 

She drew from them what they derived from Heaven, 

The gen’rous critic fann’d the poet’s fire. 

And taught the world with reason to admire. 

Then Criticism the Muse’s handmaid proved,. 

To dress her charms, and make her more beloved. 

“ You, then, whose judgment the right course w'ould steer. 
Know well each Ancient’s proper character ; 

His fable, subject, scope in ev’ry page; 

R('ligion, country, genius of his age: 

Without all these at once before your eyes, 

Cavil you may, but never criticise. 

Bo Homer’s works your study and delight, * 

Road them by day, and meditate by night; 

Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims bring, 

And trace the muses upward to their spring. ''' 

Still with itself compared, his text peruse; 

And let your comment bo the Mantuan muse. 

When first young Maro in his boundless mind 
A work t’ outlast immortal Rome design’d. 

Perhaps he seem’d above the critic’s law, 

And but from Nature’s fountains scorn’d to draw: 

But when t’ examine ev’ry part he came. 

Nature and Homer were, he found, the same. 

Convinced, amazed, he checks the bold design; 

And rules as strict liis labour’d work confine, 

As if the Stagyrite o’orlook’d each lino. 

Learn hence for ancient rules a just esteem; 

To copy nature is to copy them. 

Some beauties yet no precepts can declare. 

For there’s a happiness as well as care. 

Music resembles poetry ; in each 

Are nameless graces which no methods teach, 

And which a master-hand alone can reach. 

If, whore the rules not far enough extend, 

(Since rules were made but to promote their end,) 

Some lucky license answ'or to the full 
Th’ intent proposed, that license is a rule. 

Thus Pegasus, a nearer wray to take. 

May boldly deviate from the common track; 

Great wits sometimes may gloriously offend. 

And rise to faults true critics dare not mend. 

From vulgar bounds with bravo disorder part, 

And snatch a grace beyond the reach of art. 

Which, without passing through the judgment, gains 
The heart, and all its end at once attains. 

In prospects thus, some objt.'cts please our eyes, 

Which out of nature’s common order rise, 

The sliapeless rock, or hanging precipice. 

But though the ancients thus their rules invade, 

(As kings dispense with laws themselves have made,) 
Moderns, beware! or if you must offend 
Against the precept, ne’er transgress its end; 

Let it be seldom, and compell’d by need. 

And have, at least, their precedent to plead. 

The critic else proceeds without renforse, 

Seizes your fame, and puts his law^s in force. 

I know there are, to whose presumptuous thoughts 
Those freer beauties, ev’n in them, seem faults. 

Some figures monstrous and mis-shaped appear. 

Consider’d singly, or beheld too near; 
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"Which, but proportion’d to their light or place, 

Due distance reconciles to form and grace. 

A prudent chief not always must display 
His powers in equal ranks, and fair array, 

But with the occasion and the place comply. 

Conceal his force, nay seem sometimes to fly. 

Those oft are stratagems ■ft'hich errors seem j 
Nor is it^ Homer nods, hut wo that dream. 

Still green with bays each ancient altar stands. 

Above the roach of sacrilegious hands 
Secure from flames, from Envy’s fiercer rage, 

Destructive war, and all-involving age. 

See from each clime the learn’d their incense bring ! 

Hear, jn all tongues consenting pjcans ring ! 

In praise so just let cv’ry voice be join’d. 

And fill the gen’ral chorus of mankind. 

Hail, bards triumphant! born in happier days ; 

Immortal heirs of universal praise ! 

Whose honours with increase of ages grow, 

As streams roll down, enlarging as they flow ; 

Nations unborn your miglity names shall sound, 

And w'orlds applaud that must not yet be found ! 

O may some spark of your celestial fire. 

The last, tho meanest of your sons insjurc, 

. (That on W'cak wings, from far, pursues your flights; 

Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes,) 

To teach vain wdts a science little known, 

T* admire superior sense, and doubt their own! 


A magnificent burst of thoughtful 
enthusiasm ! an urgent and monitory 
exhortation, in which Pope calls upon 
rising critics and poets to pursue, in 
the great writings of classical anti¬ 
quity, the study of that art which 
proceeds from the. true study of nature. 
It depictures his own studies; and 
expresses the admiration of a glowing 
disciple, who, having found his own 
strength and light in the convorsalion 
of his high instructors, w'ill utter his 
ovvn gratitude, will advance their hon¬ 
our, and will satisfy his zeal for the 
good of his brethren, by engaging 
Others to use the means that have 
prospered with himself. 

The art delivered by Greece was 
fielf-regulatcd nature. 'Criticism was 
the weU-expounded Reason of inspira¬ 
tion, calling and instructing emula¬ 
tion. The critic that will be, must 
transport himself into the mind of 
antiquity ; and, in particular, into the 
mind of his author for the time being. 
Homer is your one great, all-sufficient 
lesson. Read him, after Vir^’s man¬ 
ner of reading him, who sought Na¬ 


ture by submitting himself to rules 
drawn from her, and emblazoned in 
the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Nevertheless, the rules do not yet 
coinjirehend every thing; and emer¬ 
gencies occur when they whom the 
rules have truyied to mastery, in- 
siiired by their spirit, and following 
out their design, transcend them : so 
creating a new excellence, which, in 
its turn, becomes a rule—but, O yc 
moderns! beware, and dare trem¬ 
blingly ! 

There are critics of a confined and 
self-confident wit, who impeach tliese 
liberties, even of the masters, most un- 
tliinkingly and rashly ; for sometimes 
the skilful tactician is on his way to 
winning the victory, when you think 
him flying. 

Tlie fame of those ancients is now 
safe and universal. Withhold not your 
solitary voice. Hail, ye victorious 
inheritors of ever-gathering renown! 
And, oh! enable the last and least of 
jioets to teach the pretenders of criti¬ 
cism modesty and reverence! 


• Edinburgh ; Printed by BuUantyne and Hughes^ PauVs Work^ 
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leiidorlF, and on the efficient seiricc 
of the Prussian array under liis com¬ 
mand.” This announcement led to 
a OOnfcrencc between Baron Ilardcn- 
berg on the part of Prussia, and Lord 
Malmesbury and Bamn Kiiickel as 
representing Groat Jiritain and Hol¬ 
land. Ilardenbcrg began with the 
usual assurances of the continued goo<l 
wishes and intentions of liis king, who, 
lie said, had been deceived by a cabal, 
but who would, so soon as the Polish 
war was over^ return to Berlin, and 
then every thing would go well. lie 
further proi>oscd that Lord Malmes¬ 
bury should rotiiru to Berlin, aud re¬ 
sume his negotiations there. 

This was said to Kinckcl and me 
with a clear ami evident view to prevail 
on us to renew the subsidy treaty, as 
the term of i(s expiration draws near, 
and as the court of Berlin is uneasy at 
our negotiations at Vienna, and appre¬ 
hensive of tlie event of an attack on 
"Warsaw. It was loo thinly veiled not 
to be seen through, I therefore an¬ 
swered, that 1 was fearful the evil was 
done ; that if the king and his ministers 
had acted up to the .sentiments M. Har- 
denberg now mentioned, or even if I 
saw a sin(M're disposition of doing it 
now, by M<>llendorfl'*s army really act- 
ingy it certainly w'ould be good grounds 
to hope, but that this was not tlie case. 

** Hardenberg employed every argu¬ 
ment, and every trick, within the nar¬ 
row compass of his means, to persuade 
me they were earnestly anxious to unite 
with us, and disposed to rectify their 
past behaviour; but I remained firm, 
and absolutely declined giving in to a 
belief of it. 

“ ThLs led him to say that we could 
not do without the Prussians, and that 
we must continue the subsidy ; that, 
therefore, it was wisest and best to do 
it in the manner the most useful and 
conciliatory. 1 replied, that without 
deciding on this strong question of ne¬ 
cessity, I could not but observe that, by 
stating it as an argument, he brought 
his court on a level with the lowest 
German prince, and supposed it to be 
actuated by principles like those of the 
dey of Algiers; and that, if necessity 
was to decide the measure, it required 
no negotiation, it would do itself, and 
I felt myself by no means in a rank to 
conduct such a business,” 

On the 1st of October, instructions 
arrived from England to suspend the 


subsidy; and on the 25th of the same 
month, Baron llardciibcrg, on the 
part of Prussia, declared the treaty 
at an end, which was followed by a 
direct order from the king to with¬ 
draw his anny altogether. On the 
2(1 of November, Lord Malmesbury 
received his recall. 

We Itavc been induced to dwell 
somewhat minutely upon this singular 
negotiation, bocausti its details have 
never yet been placed with sufficient 
clearness before the public. AVe arei 
now, for the first time, admitted, 
through the medium of Ihc Malmes¬ 
bury ))apers, to a sight of th(' hiddtm 
machinery, by means of wliich the 
colossal panorama of Em'oj)C was 
made so ominously to revolve. Much 
is there, too, of importance, and use¬ 
ful for the future, in the portraitures 
of national bad faith ami individual 
worthh'ssness which appe.ar through¬ 
out the whole transaction. Prussia 
was fortunate in her subsequent mi¬ 
series. These, and these alone, liavc 
made the pen of the historian, and 
the tongue of the orator, slow to de¬ 
nounce the enormous measure of her 
])crfidy. Throughout the whole of 
this negotiation, on the result of which 
the destinies of Europe for a (juartor 
of a centuiy were doomed to depend, 
there is not one single briglit spot of 
candour or of lioncsty to relieve the 
darkness of the picture. In compari¬ 
son with such treachery, Pennsyl- 
A'anian repudiation Is venial. The 
subsidy, out of which England w^as 
swindled, "was for tlie most part ap¬ 
plied to the further subjugation of 
lV)Jand—the troops, for which she had 
contracted and paid, were used as an 
impediment to, and not in furtherance 
of, her designs. The language em¬ 
ployed by the Prussian minister, 
llardcnberg, lU his last interview 
with Lord Malmesbury, was that of 
a sturdy freebooter, who, far from 
seeking to conceal liis real character, 
takes glory in liis shame, and demands 
a compulsory tribute for what he is 
pleased to denominate iirotcction. It 
may be said that Prussia afterwards 
redeemed her error. We cannot see 
it. To the last she remained a grip¬ 
ing, faithless, avaricious power; and 
could she have coexisted equal with 
France, there is not a shadow of a 
doubt that she would have surpassed 
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that country in her appetite for ac¬ 
quiring plunder. In under a dif¬ 
ferent monarch, she made peace with 
Napoleon on tlie condition of acquiring 
Hanover, the hereditaiy domiiiiona of 
the occupant of the British throne. It 
was only when the fact became evi¬ 
dent that she was utterly mistrusted 
throughout Europe; that no state, 
even the most insignificant, could 
place any reliance upon her assu¬ 
rances; uhen, tliroiigli her ow'n con¬ 
duct, France made no scruple of using 
her as a contemptible tool, and her 
old allies regarded her with loohs of 
menace,—that Frussia made a virtue 
of necessity by attempting to restore 
lior iudepeiidence. Even then her 
repentance was incomphde. Lord 
]Morj>etii, when scut, before the dis¬ 
astrous battle of Jena, on a sj)ccial 
mission to the rnissian headquarters, 
found Frederick William III. so dis¬ 
tracted between tlic option of a Bri- 
ish subsidv on the one hand, and the 
cession of Hanover on the other, that, 
with the genuine feelings of an Eng¬ 
lishman and a man of honour, lie 
could scarce restrain his indignation 
in the.prcsencc of the vacillating king. 
In ourniind, the videttes of Pichegru's 
army had a truer estimate tlian our 
own cabinet of the value of such an 
alliance, when they thus expressed 
themselves at the outposts ;—“ Eng¬ 
lishmen, go home : you have no busi¬ 
ness here ; you are too honest to be 
leagued with the Austrians and Prus¬ 
sians. They will soon leave you in 
the lurch; and as to the Hessians, 
the Landgi’ave will turn them all over 
to us to-morrow, if the Convention 
oflers him a ducat a-day more than 
you now pay him ! ” Yet Austria is 
not chargeable witli deceit—who will 
dare hereafter to say the like for 
Prussia ? t* 

Lord Malmesiiury did not return 
immediately to England. At Han¬ 
over he received aiiotlier mark of the 
confidence of his royal master, in a 
commission to demand the Princess 
Caroline of Brunswick in mamagefor 
the Prince of Wales. This mission 
was conferred upon him directly by 
the king, and no <Hsa’etionaiy power 
w^as given to offer information or ad¬ 
vice either to the <g)urt or the govern¬ 
ment. It does not appear that the 
subject was ever mentioned to Lord 


Malmesbury before his credentials 
arrived; certain it is that he had 
no communication with the person 
most deeply interested in the alliance, 
and therefore no means of ascertain¬ 
ing his wishes or his motives. The 
Prince of Wales had never seen his 
cousin. Probably, beyond the false 
impression conveyed by a portrait, he 
knew nothing of her; for the little 
court of Bruuswick Avas rarely visited 
by tlic English, and the military oc¬ 
cupations of the Duke kept him almost 
constantly from home. It must ever 
be matter of deep regret that more 
prudence was not employed in tho 
conduct of this unhajipy business. 
Ko 3 'al marriages are at best preca¬ 
rious ; for there is too often a larger 
ingredient of policy than of affection 
in the alliance. Tins one needed not 
to have been a matter of policy. 
Neither the illustrious bridegroom,nor 
the kingdoms over which he was af¬ 
terwards to rule, could derive any ad¬ 
vantage from a more intimate, con¬ 
nexion with the diminutive state of 
Brunswick. It is, therefore, almost 
incomprehensible that no precautions 
were taken, and no investigations 
made, before the prince w^as finally 
committed. Surely some one might 
have been found wortliy to plaj^ the 
part of a Buckingham to the succes¬ 
sor of Charles—some intimate of tho 
prince, wdio, acquainted with his tastes 
and inclinations, might have visited 
Brunswick as a stranger, and, without 
betraying the actual nature of his 
mission, might liave acquired a suf¬ 
ficient knowledge of the manners and 
character of the princess to frame an 
adequate report. Common prudence 
should have suggested this ; but there 
is too much reason to fear that the 
match w’as the result of motives little 
creditable to other members of the 
royal family of England, and was not 
expected by them to secure the ulti¬ 
mate happiness of either party. This, 
at least, was the opinion of Lord 
Malmesbury, a shrewd observer, and 
well versed in the domestic politics of 
St James’s. He says—“ She (the 
princess) talks about the Duke of 
Clarence, whom she prefers to the 
Duke of York, and it struck me to¬ 
day, for the first time, that he origi¬ 
nally put her into the prince’s head; 
and that with a view to plague the 
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Duke and Duchess of York, whom he 
hates, and wliom the prince no lonj^cr 
likes, wcU knowing that the Princess 
Oaroline and Duchess of York dislike 
each other; and that this match would 
be particularly unpleasant to her and 
the duke.'” Again, “ Princess Ca¬ 
roline asks about the Duke of Cla¬ 
rence—siiys she believes he was the 
person who first mentioned her to tlic 
prince.—N.B. ^ly own private ideas 
and feelings on’ this remark." 

Endowed by nature with a good 
heart and some (piickness of appre¬ 
hension, tiiis princess w^as as nneligi- 
blc a p(TSonage as could possibly have 
been selected for so high a dignity as 
that of consort to the future king of 
(jircat Britain. Her education had 
been wrelchcdly neglected. She was 
vain, giddy, and impiudent; addicted 
t(» the society of persons intinitcly be¬ 
neath her rank, whom she treated 
with unbecoming t'amiliarity; totally 
ignorant of the world and its usages, 
and withal something of a bavardv. 
She stood in awe of her fatlier, who 
was an austei'e person, and, it is said, 
treated his children hubitnally with 
much severity. For lier mother she 
had no resjx'ct, and did not scruj>le, 
when she could find an o])])ortunity— 
which occurred but toti often—to turn 
her into ridicule. Her convci’sation 
was that of a thorough gttssip—her 
manners tliose of a flirt. She was dis¬ 
posed to be liberal, not from geinu’- 
osity, but from absolute carelessness 
—a fault which she extended to her 
persttn. Lord Malincslmry’s first im¬ 
pressions of luu- arc b}' far the most 
favourable ; and yet it Avill be seen 
from these, tliat uiedioerily was the 
utmost limit of her charms. “The 
Princess Caroline mncli embarrassed 
on my first being presented to her— 
pretty face—not expressive of soft¬ 
ness— her figure not graceful—fine 
eyes—good hand—tolerable teetli, but 
going—fair hair and light eyebrow^s 
— good bust—short, with Avhat the 
French call des epaules impertinentisJ’'' 
Her personal habits may be gathered 
from the following passages of the 
Diary:— 

“ Argument with the Princess about 
her toilette. She piques herself on 
dressing quick; 1 disapprove this. She 
maintains her point; I, however, desire 
Madame Busche to explain to her that 


the Prince is very delicate, and that he 
expects a long and very careful lodette 
de propert^i of which she has no idea ; 
on the contrary, she neglects it sadly, 
and is offensive from this neglect, Ma¬ 
dame Busche executes her commission 
well, and tho Princess comes out the 
next day well washed all over." 

“ Princess Caroline had a tooth 
drawn—she sends it do>vn to me by a 
page—nasty and indelicate.** 

“ I had two conversations with the 
Princess Caroline; one on the toilette, 
on cleanliness, and on delicacy of speak¬ 
ing. On these points I endeavoured, 
as far as was jiossiblc for a mon, to in- 
culcati* tin* necessity of great and nice 
attention to every part of dress, as well 
as to what W'as hid as to what was seen. 
(I knew she W'ore coarse petticoats, 
coarse shifts, and ihrcfid stockings, and 
the.'e never well washed, or changed 
often em)ugli.) I observed that a long 
toilette W'as necessary, and gave her no 
credit for boiisling that hers w’as a 
short one. What I could uot say my¬ 
self on tins point, 1 got said through 
women; through Madame Busche, and 
afterwards through Mrs Harcourt. It 
is remarkable how amazingly on this 
point her education has been neglected, 
and how much Ijer mother, though an 
Englishwoman, was inattentive to it,” 

Such Averc the personal habits of 
the future Queen of England, who, in 
this normal virtue, fell infinitely be¬ 
neath the level of a daughter of a Bri¬ 
tish tradesman. It is plain that Lord 
Malmesbury has left much unsaid; 
but enough there is to show that, in 
every Avay, she Avas unfitted to be the 
wife of the most fastidious prince in 
Europe. In point of morals, the ex- 
anqiles afforded her at the court of 
Brunswick were of the Avorst possible 
description. Conjugal fidelity seems 
to have been a viitue totally unknoAvn 
to the GcnnAii sovereigns. The fol¬ 
lowing, according to Lord Malmes¬ 
bury, Averc tho existing liaisons of 
Frederick William of Prussia. “Tbo 
female in actiial possession of favour 
is of no higher degVee than a servant- 
..maid. She is known liy the name of 
Mickie, or Mary Doz, and her princi- 
jial merit is youth and a Avarm con¬ 
stitution. She has acquired a cer¬ 
tain degree of ascendency, and is sup¬ 
ported by some of the inferior class of 
favourites; but as she is considered 
as holding her office only during plea- 
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sure, she is not courted, though far eutouree de fommos adroftes et intri- 


from neglected, by the persons of a 
higher rank. The two candidates for 
a more substantial degree of favour 
are Mdltc. Vienk and Mdllc. IJeth- 
man.” Of the Emperor Leopold we 
are told the following anecdote:— 
“ Kinckel said that Bishopswerder 
told liim, that Lord Elgin, when in 
Italy, w ould have succeeded in making 
a triple alliance for the purpose of 
general peace and tranquillity, when 
he was with the Emperor Leopold at 
Florence, if he had not run too much 
after Madame Lamberti, (Leopold’s 
mistress,) and by that means dis¬ 
pleased and soni-cd him.” The father 
of the Princess was not one whit 
better than his royal brethren. IJis 
mistress, Mdlle. de Hertzfcldt, lived 
at court, and was on intimf^te terms 
with the rest of the family. She 
appears to have been a clever w^oman, 
and well acquainted with the charac¬ 
ter of the Princess. Lord Malmes- 


guantes, anxqnelles eUe se livrera d coips 
2>erdu, (si !e pormet qu'elle in&ne 

la vie dis&ipee de J..ondres,) et qui place- 
rent dans sa bouche tels propos qu’elles 
voudront; puisqu’ellc parlera cUe-meme 
sanssavoir ce qu’elle dit. De plus, elle 
a beaucoup de vaniU, et qiioique pas 
sans esprit, avec pen de fond —la tote 
lui tourncra si on la caresse et la flatte 
trop, si le Prince la gate; et il ost tout 
aussi esscnticl qu’elle .le craigne que 
qu'elle Taimc. II faut absolumont qu’il 
la tieniic serrke, qu'il sc fasse respecter, 
sans quoi, elle s'^garera. Je sjiis que 
Tous ne me compromotterez ]ias—je 
vous jKirle comine a mon vieux ami. Je 
suis attachee cccur et amc au Due. Jo 
nic suis devouec a lui, me suis perdue 
pour lui. C’est le bicn de sa famille 
quo je veux, II sera lo ])lus malheureux 
des hommes si rotto fillc no reussit pas 
mieux que son ainee. Je vous rcpdte, 
elle ii’a jamais rien fait de mauvais, mais 
elle est sans jugement, et on Ta jugee a 
Tavenant. Je ci'ains la Jteine La 


bury, who had known her formerly, 
made no scruple of applying to her 
for information. “ In the evening 
with Mdlle. de Ilertzfoldt—old Berlin 
acquaintance, now Duke’s mistress— 
much altered, but still clever and 
agreeable—full of lamentations and 
fears—says the Duke has been cruelly 
used—abuses the king of PniSvsia— 
she always thought him a htte^ and 
not a bonne hete — talks of the Illu¬ 
mines and their sects—her apartment 
elegantly furnished, and she herself 
with all the appqreil of her situation. 
She W'as at first rather ashamed to 
see me, but soon got over it.” Her 
advice regarding the future treatment 
of the Princess is so interesting that 
we give it entire. 

Jo vous conjure, faites que le prince 
fasse menor, au commencement, une 
vie retiree a la Princesse,* Elle a tou- 
jours tr^s genee et tres observee, ot 
il le falloit ainsi. Si elle sc Irouve lout 
k coup dans le monde sans restriction 
aucune, elle ne marchera pas a pas 
egaux. Elle ti’a pas le coeur deprave— 
elle n’a jamais rlen fait de mauvais, mais 
la parole en elle devance toujours la 
pensee ; elle se livre a ceu.x u qui elle 
parle sans reserve, et do 14 il s ensuit 
(meme dans cette petite cour) qu’on lui 
pr^te des gens et des intentions que ne 
lui ont jamftis appartenus. Que ne sera- 
t-il pas eri Angleterre—ob elle sera 


Durhesse id, qui passe sa me d penser 
tout haul, ou fl ne jamais penser de tout, 
n'aime pas la Eeiiie, et elle en a trop 
2}arle d sa file. Cependant, son bonheur 
depend d ctre bien avec elle, et, pour 
Dieu, repetez lui toujours cette maxime, 
que vous avez deja plus d'unc fois re- 
commandee.” 

The education of the PrincesR had 
been most lamentably neglected. 

" Letter from the Prince—well sa¬ 
tisfied, and approves of what I have 
done—positively refuses to let Made¬ 
moiselle Rosenzweit come over. Sho 
was to be a sort of reader. King writes 
on the subject to the Duchess ; both she 
and the Duke press it. I insist upon it, 
and it is settled that she is not to ac¬ 
company the Princess. Duke takes me 
aside, and says that the only reason 
why he wished her to be with the Prin¬ 
cess was, that his daughter m'ites very 
ill, and spells ill, and he was desirous 
that this should not appear. Affected to 
be indifferent about this refusal, but at 
bottom hurt and angry. Suspects the 
Queen, whom he and the duchess hate.” 

. Perhaps no ambassador, ever sent 
upon such a mission, was placed in 
more ombaiTassing circumstances 
than Lord Malinesbuiy. He was 
entreated on all sides to undertake a 
kind of tutelage of the Princess; to 
prepare her mind for the future life 
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she must lead, to warn licr of her ing too much influence over his future 


faults, and school her as to the be¬ 
haviour which became a Princess of 
AValcs. It was quite plain that even 
}ier own relatives, and those wlio re¬ 
garded her most partially, had little 
expectation that the marriage would 
prove ausj)icious or happy ; and that 
their doubts arose, not from any ru¬ 
mours of the bridegi-oom’s instability, 
but from their knowledge of the cha¬ 
racter of the bride. To act the part of 
Mentor, under such circumstances, 
required much delicacy and tact, both 
of wliich qualities Lord Malmesbury 
losscsscdin an eminent degree. More, 
lowcvcr, was requisite in order to 
make tlicin cficctual. It w as impos¬ 
sible, in a hurried and limited i>criod, 
to repair the fatal effects of years of 
indolence and neglect. I^ord Malmes¬ 
bury could merely warn, but the task 
of im])rovcment -was hopchiss. AVhat 
he did, liowevcr, was well done. 
From his courteous manners, and 
kindly tone of conversation, he speed¬ 
ily became a great favourite with the 
Princess, and sometimes—as wc have 
already seen—used his personal in- 
fliunice with success. Yet this fami¬ 
liar intercourse, while it coiiaiiily 
heightened his estimation of her good 
qualities, impressed Lord Malmesbury 
with the thorough conviction that the 
Princess was in no way qualified to 
maintain her future rank. She made 
Jiim her confidant in certain jiassages 
of her history, which it w'oiild have 
been far wiser to have concealed :— 
‘‘Dinner and concert at court; Prin¬ 
cess out of humour ; veiy iionsensiciil 
confidence about Prince of Orange; 
cannot be committed to writing; 
must recollect it, as well as my answer 
and advice.” And again—“ After 
dinner, long and serious convci'vsation 
with the Princess on her manner of 
calling women by their plain name; 
of saying ‘ ma chtre,’ ‘ mon cceur,’ 
&c.; and of tutoyim} when talking to 
them in Gennaii; she takes it right; 
prepare her for a still morb serious 
conversation on the subject of here¬ 
ditary Prince of Orange.” 

AVe must state, in justice to the 
Princess, that all the lectures of Lord 
Malmosbur}"—and they were neither 
few nor trifling—were taken by her 
in extreme good part. Indeed, his 
lordship appeal’s at one time to have 
been apprehensive that he was gain- 


mistress, and that caution was neces¬ 
sary on his side. 

The Princess Caroline asked me, 
with an apology, as for une question 
hidiscrette, whether I was to be her 
Lord Chamberlain f On my saying I 
knew nothing of it, she was very gra¬ 
cious, and expressed a strong wish it 
should be; and added, that she feared 
it would not be good enough for me, 
jiud that I would decline it. I told her 
any situation which placed mo near her 
would l>e flattering to me, but that these 
situations wore sought for hy many 
persons who had better claims than 
myself; and that, besides, I never soli¬ 
cited any thing, and could not expect 
that siicli an office nould be offered to 
inn without my asking for it. She 
again (and apparently in earnest) ex¬ 
pressed her wish that it should bo, and 
said it would ho of infinit(» use to her 
to have a person near her she was used 
to, and whom she had confidence in.” 

On another occasion, wlicu the 
Princess renewed her desire, Lord 
^lalmcsbuiy is mure significant— 

“ She again urges me to accept a 
place about her court at my return. 
1 avoid an explicit answer, but ear¬ 
nestly entreat her not to solicit any 
thing on my behalf; I had the Duke 
of Suffolk and Queen Margaret in my 
thoughts ! ” 

AA^hcii Lord Malmesbury’s 3 ’ears and 
grave functions arc considered, tlic 
touch of vanity, which in this latter 
paragra])h peers through his dijiloma- 
tic caution, is somow'hat amusing. 

An aiionyinons letter, which amved 
from England, led to the following 
conversations:—“At dinner I found 
the Ducliess and Princess alarmed, 
agitated, and uneasy at an anonymous 
letter from England, abusing the 
Prince, and warning them, in the most 

exaggerated terms, against Lady-, 

who is represented as the worst and 
most dangerous of })i*ofligate women. 
Tlie Duchess, wdth her usual indiscre¬ 
tion, had showm this letter to the 
Princess, and mentioned it to every 
body. I was quite angry with her, 
and could not avoid expressing my 
concern, first, at paying any attention 
to an anonymous letter, and secondly, 
at being so very imprudent as to bruit 
forth its contents. The Duke, on be¬ 
ing acquainted with it, thought as I 
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did, but was more uneasv than he 
ought. Mademoiselle Ilertzfeldt again 
talks to me as before about the Prin¬ 
cess Caroline. “ 11 faut la gouverner 
par la peur, par la terrevr meme. Elle 
s’dmancipera si on "n\v proud ])as 
garde—mais si on la voillc soigiiousc- 
ment et severeinont, die se conduira 
bien.” The King of England, in a 
letter to the Duchess, says—“ Qu'il 
espere (lue sa niece u’anra pas trop do 
vivacite, ct (ju’dlc meiicra line vie 
scVlentaire ct retiree.” These words 
shock Princess Caroline, to whom the 
Duchess very foolishly reads the let¬ 
ter. 

“ Princess Caroline shows me the 
anonymous letter about Lady-, evi¬ 

dently written by some disappointed 
milliner or angry servant-maid, anti de¬ 
serving no attention; I am surprised 
the Duke alfortled it any. Aimed at 

Lady-j its object to frighten the 

Princess with the idea that she would 
lead her into an affair of gallantry, and 
be ready to be eonvonieiit on such an 
occasion. This did not frighten the 
Princess, although it did the Duke and 
Duchess; and ort my perceiving this, 

I told her Lady - would be more 

cautious than to risk such an audac'ious 
measure ; and that, besides, it was death 
to presume to approach a Princess of 
Wales, and no man would be daring 
enough to think of it. Shf aski'd me 
whether I was in earnest. 1 said such 
was our law ; that any body who pre¬ 
sumed to love her, was gui ty of hiph 
treason, and punished with death, if she 
was weak enough to listen to him; so 
also would she. This startled her."*' 

Tlu; following is Lord Malmesbury’s 
own snmmury of ln*r character, sketch¬ 
ed at a favourable moment:— 

** If her education had been what it 
ought, she might have turned out excel¬ 
lent; but it was that vory nonsensical 
one that most women receive—one of 
privation, injunction, and menace ; to 
believe no man, and never to express 
what they feel, or say what they think, 
for all men are inclined to entrap them, 
and all feelings arc improper; this 
vitiates or abrxitis all women—few 
escape.” (Surely this censure is too 
sweeping.) ** On summing up Princess 
Caroline's character to-day, it came 
out to my mind to be, that she has 
quick parts, without a sound or distin¬ 
guishing understanding ; that she has a 
ready conception, but no judgment; 


caught by the first kppression ; led by 
the first impulse ; hurried away by ap¬ 
pearances or enjouement; loving to talk, 
and prone to make missish friendships 
that last twenty-four hours. Some na¬ 
tural, but no acquired morality, and no 
strong innate notions of its value and 
necessity; warm feelings, and nothing 
to counteract them; great good hu¬ 
mour, and much good nature—no ap¬ 
pearance of caprice—rather quick and 
vive, hut not a grain of rancour. From 
her habits, from the life she was allow- 
eil and even compelled to live, forced 
to dissemble; fond of gossiping, and 
this strengthened greatly by the ex- 
am]»lo of her good mother, who is all 
curiosity and imjuisitivciK'ss, and who 
has no notion of not gratifying this de¬ 
sire at any price. In short, the Prin¬ 
cess, in the hands of a steady and sen¬ 
sible man, would probably turn out 
well; but when it is likely she will meet 
■with faults perfectly analogous to her 
own, she will fail. She has no govern¬ 
ing powers, though her mind is phyH- 
calhf strong. She has her father’s cour¬ 
age, but it is to her (as to liim) of no 
avail. He wants mental decision : she, 
character and tact.” 

This mission of Lord M«Thuosbury 
extoiidod over a i>t*riod of nearly five 
months. An aboilive attempt was 
made to coiuliict the Princess to Eng¬ 
land by the way of Holland; but tlic 
inroads of llie lYcnch into that coun¬ 
try rendered the expedition highly 
danginxms. In fact, by this time the 
fate of Ilolhind was sealed. One of the 
severest winters ever know n had open¬ 
ed a natural and universal bridge to 
tlie, invaders over tlie most effeviive 
barriers of the country. All was flight, 
terror, and confi!si()n. The envoy re¬ 
turned with his royal cliargc to Han¬ 
over, there to aivait intelligence, of the 
arrival of the British fleet at Stade, as 
the pas.cage by the Elbe alone seemed 
])raclicable. During this anxious pe¬ 
riod, Lord Malinesluiry received seve¬ 
ral letters fi-oni tho. Prince of Wales, 
which are given in his correspondence. 
These are well worthy of attention. 
Although a strict grammarian might 
find fault with their construction, there 
is no appearance of any thing like in¬ 
difference on the part of the Prince. 
On the contrary, he seems to have 
awaited witli extreme anxiety the 
arrival of his consort, and to have 
been much vexed and aunoy^ed by the 
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delay -which iutervencd. The follow¬ 
ing is an extract from his first letter, 
dated November 1704, and writ¬ 
ten shortly aftw Lord Malmesbury’s 
arrival at BrunsM'ick:— 

“ I have desired Caplain Hislop to 
give you an ample and thorough ac¬ 
count of the stejis I have taken towards 
the expediting every thing on this side 
of the water, as well as with my brother 
the Duke of York, to wliom I have 
written also by Hisloj); and as to what 
is now necessary to forw'ard the com¬ 
pleting every thing at Brunsv\ick, I 
must leave that to you, hoping that you 
will make evM'ry exertion possible to 
put the Princess in possession of her 
own home as near the 2()th of the en¬ 
suing month as possible; for every thing 
that can create delay at the present 
moment is bad on every account, but 
particularly to tlje public, wlioso ex¬ 
pectations liavc now been raised for 
some months, and W'ould be quite out¬ 
rageous were it p 05 sil)le for them to 
perc(‘ive any impediment arising to 
what they have liad their attention 
drawn to for so long a time; besid-s 
the suspense, and the naturally unplea¬ 
sant feelings attendant upon suspense, 
which 1 myself must he subject to, ami 
the very honourable, fair, and hand¬ 
some manner in which the Duke and 
Duchess have both conducted them- 
sedves to me in this transaction ; their 
having also, in their last letters, both 
to the King and me, said that the Prin¬ 
cess was ready to set oft* instantly. In 
short, all these reasons make it neces¬ 
sary for me, my dear lord, to desire 
you to press your departure from 
Brunswick at as short a date as possible 
from the receipt of this letter.*’ 

In another communication of a later 
date, (21st February 1796,) the Prince 
thus expressed himself:— 

“ The accounts you are so good as 
to give me of the temper and resigna¬ 
tion with w'hich the Princess is so good 
as to bear with the interruptions in her 
journey, is more than 1 fancy any one 
would venture tq say of me from hence, 
as, I assure you, all the mismanage¬ 
ments, procrastinations, and difticuUies 
that 1 have met with in tlio conduct of 
that business on this side of the w'ater, 
have totally put patience (a virtue, you 
well know, that our family in general 
are not much endowed with) out of the 
question. 

I hope you will make this plan,” 
(that of the embarkation and landing,) 


** acceptable to the Princess as w'ell as 
the Duchess, as you must l>e well ac¬ 
quainted with my impatience; and I 
beg you will assure them both, that 
there is no sort of respect, state, and 
attention that shall not be shown to the 
Princess the moment she sets her foot 
on our dear little island. 1 am con¬ 
vinced you will heartily concur wdtli 
me in my anxious endeavours, through 
this, or even any other mean.s, to brijig 
your voyage to as expeditious and 
happy a termination as po.s.sible. I 
write to the Duchess of Brunswick by 
the same courier, which letters you will 
have the goodness to deliver into her 
hands ) ourself. 1 cannot help onc€» 
more reiterating my thanks to you, my 
dear lord, for your judgment and cau¬ 
tion through all these late occurrences.” 

On iho 28th of Alarch tlic embark¬ 
ation wa.^ efteefed, and, after a pros¬ 
perous hut foggy ]>rtssago, the royal 
squadron t*iitcn‘(l the Thames. It was 
destined, however, by luaiiagemeiit or 
mismanagement — for we Know not 
which to call it—that the jealousy of 
the Ih'iiicess should be awakened from 
the very first hour she landed in Oreat 
liritain. 4'Iie lady, regarding whom 
the anonymous letter above referred 
to w as w I’itteii, and w hose liaison w'Uh 
tlie Ih'inee of AVnles was the subject 
of public scandal, had hetui sel(‘ctcd as 
on(‘ of the Ladies of Honour to meet 
the Princess on her arrival. This w'as 
neither more nor less than a premedi¬ 
tated insult, and Carolitjc must have 
felt it as such. AVe can exempt no 
one from the censure attacliahle to 
such a j)roc,ceding. IGv(‘n if it can be 
sup]) 0 sed that the general rumour was 
unjust with regard to the nature of 
that connexion, its mere publicity 
should have prcvcuited the Prince fioni 
subjecting his bnd<^ to such society, 
at least at early a period. But 
■w'c apprehend that no such palliative 
can be urged. Hiuh'r these circum¬ 
stances, it w'as the clear duty of the 
King to have inlcifcred, and, in his 
double capacity of uncle and father- 
in-law, to have prevented this affront 
from being offered to the unprotect¬ 
ed Princess. Altogether, it w'^as a 
scandalous arrangement, and Lord 
Malmesbury felt it as such. The fol¬ 
lowing extract speaks volumes as to 
the feelings entertained by the haughty 
favourite towards the wife :— 

" Sunday, April 6_At eight the 
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Princess got into the royal yacht (Au¬ 
gusta)—pleasant and prosperous sail to 
Greenwich, whore we arrive at twelve 
o'clock. The King’s coaches not yet 
arrived, owing, as I have since heard, 

to Lady - not being ready. She, 

Mrs Aston, and Lord Claremont, came 
to meet the Princess. We wailed at 
least an hour for the carriages, and 
M'ore very attentively, but awkw'ardly, 
received by Sir W. Pattison, governor 
of the hospital, and his two sisters. 

J^ady-very much dissatisfied with 

the Princess's mode of dress, though 
Mrs Harcourt had taken great pains 
about it, and expressed herself in a way 
which induced me to speak rather 
sharply to her. She also said, she could 
not sit backwards in a coach, and hoped 
she might be allowed to sit forwards. 
’I'his, (though Mrs Harcourt was servile 
enough to admit as a reason,) as it was 
strictly forbidden by the King,”—[it does 
seem, therefore, that some such diffi¬ 
culty had been apprehended, and the 
probable conduct of Lady - dis¬ 

cussed !]—1 most decidedly opposed, 

and told Lady-, that, as she must 

have know'n that riding backward in a 
coach disagreed with her, she ought 
never to have accepted the situation of 
a lady of the bedchamber, wlio never 
ought to sit forward-; and tliat, if she 
really was likely to be sick, I would 
put Mrs Aston into the coach with the 
Princess, and have, by that means, the 

pleasure of Lady-*s company in the 

carriage allotted to me and Lord Clare¬ 
mont. This of course settled the busi¬ 
ness; she and Mrs Harcourt sat back¬ 
ward, and the Princess sat by herself 
forward. There was very little crow’d, 
and still less applause, on the road to 
London, where w'c arrived, and were 
set down at St James’s (the Duke of 
Cumberland's apartments, Cleveland 
Row) about half-past two.” 

The long-cxpcctod, and probably 
dreaded interview was now to take 
place. We may search the whole 
annals of marriage in vain for such 
another. 

Immediately notified the arrival to 
the King and Prince of Walesthe 
last came immediately. I, according to 
the established etiquette, hitroduced 
(no one else being in the room) the 
Princess Caroline to him. She very 
properly, in consequence of my saying 
to her that it was the right mode of 
proceeding, attempted to kneel to him. 
He raised her, (gracefully enough,) and 
embraced her, said barely one word, 


turned round, retired to a distant part 
of the apartment, and, calling me to him, 
said— ^ Ilarri.sj I am not well ; yet 

me a glass of brandy ! 4 s 

‘‘ I said, ‘ Sir, had you not better have 
a glass of water ? * upon which he, much 
out of humour, said with an oath— 

“ * No; I will go directly to the 
Queen,* and away he went. 

The Princess, left during this short 
moment alone, was in a state of aston¬ 
ishment; and, on my joining her, said 
—‘ Moil L)icu! cst-ce quo le Prince 
est toujours cornme cola? Je Ic trouve 
tres gros ot nuUemeut aussi beau que 
son portrait.* 

I sai<l his Royal Highness was na¬ 
turally a good (leal aft'ected and flurried 
at this first interview, but she certainly 
would find him dilferent at dinner. She 
was disposed to further criticisms on 
this occasion, which would have em¬ 
barrassed me very much to answer, if 
luckily the King had not ordered me to 
attend him.*’ 

Little coininoiit is ro(iuircd upon 
sucli a scene. In charity, we shall 
supjiosc that the Prince at the first 
gliiucc was grievously (lisa])poiuted 
witli the ]>crsonul aiipoaraiiee of his 
bride—that he Imd j’onned some ex¬ 
aggerated e.^tiinale oi* herclianns, and 
that the reaction was so strong as to 
create instantaneous antipathy. A 
more favourable. liy])othesis we can¬ 
not form ; any other must resolve itself 
into preconcerted insult. Still, this 
is no justiiicatiou for conduct which 
was at once mean and unmauly. 
Tlicrc she stood—the daughter of a 
sovereign prince—IiLs own near kins¬ 
woman, wliose liand he liad volun¬ 
tarily solicited—young, and not devoid 
of some ]KTSonal beauty. Other de¬ 
fects lie had not time to observe, and 
surely, on such an occasion as this, 
they were not conspicuously promi¬ 
nent. Could any man, with a s])ark 
of chivalrous feeiiiig within liim, have 
permitted himself to manifest such 
tokens of disgust in the presence of a 
woman, who was to all intents and 
purposes Jiis wife, and whom he then 
for the fii-st time beheld ? Some there 
v^crc, wearing before him the princely 
plume of Wales, who would rather 
have foifeited that honour than of¬ 
fered insult to a female and a stranger 
—but the spirit of the Henrys and 
the Edwards was not there. An in- 
ter\'icwof a minute’s duration—brandy 
—and an oath 1 Hare prospects for 
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the felicity and continuance of the 
future Hymen!—Let us follow Lord 
Malmesbury through the subsequent 
scenes. 

Tlie drawing-room was just over. 
Ilis Majesty's conversatiori turned whol¬ 
ly on Prussian and French politics, and 
tho only question about the Princess 
was—‘ Js she good-humoured ?* 

1 said, and very truly, ‘ That in very 
trying moments I had never seen her 
otherwise.’ 

“ The King said, 'I am glad of it;* 
and it was manifest, from his silence, he 
had seen the Queen since she had seen 
the Prtiieo, and that tho Prince had 
made a very unfavourahle report of the 
PrituM'SS to her. At dinner, at which 
all those « ho attended the Princess from 
Greenwich assisted, and tlie lionours of 
whicli were done; by liord Stopford as 
A'^iee-C'liamhorlain, I was far from satis¬ 
fied with the Princess's behaviour. It 
was flippant, rattling, aflectiiig raillery 
and wit, and I browing out coarse, vul¬ 
gar hints about Lady -, who was 

present, and, tliough mute, (e diable neu 
prrdait rien. 'J'he Prince was evidently 
disg\isted ; and this unfortunate dinner 
fi.ved liis dislike, which, wh('n left to 
herself, the Princess had not the talent 
to remove ; but, by still observing the 
same giddy manners and attempts at 
clevetness and coarse sarcasm, in- 
creas<*d it till it became positive hatred. 

“ From (lus time, though I dined 
fre(|upntly during the first three weeks 
at Carlton House, nothing material oc¬ 
curred ; but tho sum of what 1 saw 
there led ino to dniw the inferences I 
have just e.vpressed. After one of (hose 
dinners, where tlie Priiu'o of Orange* 
W’as pn sent, and at which the Princess 
had behaved very lightly and even im. 
properly, tho Prince look me into his 
closet, and asked me how 1 liked tin’s 
sort of manners. I could not conceal 
my disapprobation of them, and took 
this opportunity of repeating to him the 
substance of what the Duke of Bruns¬ 
wick had so often said to me, that it 
was expedient de la tenir serr^e, that 
she had been brought up very strictly, * 
and if she was not strictly kept, would, 
from high spirits and little thought, cer¬ 
tainly emancipate too much. To this the 
Prince said—' I see it but too plainly ; 
but why, Harris, did you not tell me so 
before, or write it to me from Bruns- 
wick ? ’ 

“ 1 replied that I did not consider 
what the Duke (a severe father himself 
towards his children) said, of sufficient 


consequence j that it affected neither the 
Princess’s moral character nor conduct, 
and was intended solely as a communi¬ 
cation which I conceived it only pro¬ 
per to notice to his Royal Highness at 
a proper occasion, at such a one as now 
had offered; and that I humbly hoped 
his Royal Highness would not consider 
it as casting any real slur or aspersion 
on the Princess ; that as to not writing 
to Ilis Royal Highness from Brunswick, 
I begged him to recollect I was not 
sent on a discretionary commission, but 
with the most positive commands to ask 
tlic Princess Caroline in marriage, and 
nothing more; that to this sole point, 
respecting the marriage and no other,' 
these commands w ent; any reflections 
or remarks that 1 had presumed to 
make, would (whether in praise of, or 
injurious to her Royal Highness) have 
been a direct and positive deviation from 
those his Rfajesty’s commands. They 
were as lionled i\.% they were imperative. 
That still, had I discovered notorious 
or glaring defects, or such as were of a 
nature to render the union unseemly, 
1 should have felt it as a boundeu duty 
to have stated them, but it must have 
been directly to the Kin^j and to no one 
else, q'o this the Prince appeared to 
aequie.sce ; but 1 saw it did not please, 
and left a rankle in his mind.'* 

^\Ve have heard some blame attri¬ 
buted to Lord Malmesbury', in certain 
quarters, for not having communi¬ 
cated to the Prince his own impres¬ 
sions of the bride. We are inclined 
to think this censure undeserved, and 
to look upon hia own defence, stated 
above, as jierfectly satisfactory. Even 
if he iiad considered it his duty to 
make any such representation—which 
it was not—lie must have done it at 
great personal peril. The whole odium 
—if the marriage had been broken off 
—would have been attributed to him. 
Had it goiie.fonvard, the coldness of 
the Prince would inevitably have been 
set down as the effect ''f liis inter¬ 
ference. If he had been trusted with 
a discretionary commission, much 
moie would have been left in his 
power; but the marriage was, in point 
of fact, quite concluded when he re¬ 
ceived orders to repair to Brunswick. 
With regard to the Princess, he acted 
throughout as a sincere and judicious 
friend in w arning and in counselling 
her. He drew no glittering or extra¬ 
vagant pictures to lead her imagina¬ 
tion astray. He prepared her to find 
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the ’Court * of London rather a place 
of ordeal; beset with many snares and 
difficulties, than the site of luxury, 
ease, and iiululgoncc. lie did his best 
to tutor her on the delicate topics of 
deportment, manners, and conversa¬ 
tion ; and if he failed, it was only be¬ 
cause his counsel was required too 
late. It is said that the Prince never 
forgave Lord Malmesbury fw his share 
in this negotiation. If the fact be so, 
the P/ince wsia both unjust and un¬ 
generous; for it is questionable if tiierc 
was one, among the other servants of 
the Crown, who could have discliarged 
so arduous a duty with half the dis¬ 
cretion of this accomplished and wise 
diplomatist. It should be rcineinbored 
too, by those who have adopted a 
different view, that Lord Malmesbury 
had little oj)portunity, at the^first^ to 
investigate the character and habits of 
the Princess, lie was in daily expec¬ 
tation of his recall, and his time, as 
Ids diary shows, was greatly occupied 
with the stirring public events of Eu¬ 
rope. Exce]>t himself, there was no 
experienced English stalesmau on the 
Continent qualified to give advice at 
a ])eriod when communication with 
home was hopeless. He, therefore 
became, as U were, the adviser-gene¬ 
ral to our ambassadors, our army, aM 
the friendly states of Ilolland and of 
Austria, lie was the only man ca¬ 
pable of unravelling and defecting tlie 
tortuous policy of Prussia, and almost 
every moment of his time w'as en¬ 
grossed by these stupendous labours. 
It was only upon the Journc^y home 
—bi*okeii and pi’otracted as it was— 
that he had the full opportunity of 
ascertaining, by the use of his o^vii 
faculties, the faults and iin])erfections 
of the Princess, and surely it was 
then by far too late to iuterfeni. 

Lord Malmesbury wajs present at 
the nuptials. Tlicre was little gaiety 
on the occasion—none certainly in tlie 
heart of one—if not both—of the 
principal actors in the scene. 

“ I should have said that the mar¬ 
riage ceremony took place late on the 
ovemug of Wednesday, the 8th April, 
at St James’s Chapel-Royal. The cere¬ 
mony was performed by the Archbi-shop 
of Canterirary, (Moore.) The usual 
etiquette observed—we had assembled 
in the Queen’s apartment; from thence 
to the usual drawing-rooms, (very dark.) 
The procession, preceded by the heralds 


and great officers ofAe court, (amongst 
whom I was ordered tol attend,)-walked 
to the Chapel—very orowdt'd. Prince 
of Wales gave his hat, with a rich dia¬ 
mond button and loop, to Lord Ilar- 
court to hold, and made him a present 
of it. After the marriage, we returned 
to the Queen’s apartment. Tlie King 
told me to wear the Windsor uniform, 
and have the entrees. The Prince very , 
civil and gracious; but I thought I 
could perceive he was not quite sincere, 
aiid certainly xoihappy ; and as a proof 
of it, he had manifestly had recourse to 
wine or spirits,*' Lord Malmesbury re¬ 
marks in conclusion —** It is impossible 
to conceive or foresee any comfort from 
this connexion, in which I lament very 
much having taken any share, purely 
passive as it was.” 

Such is the secret history of the 
commencement of this ill-starred 
union, which was destined at a fu¬ 
ture, and even more perilous period, 
to form one of the most danger¬ 
ous points of discord between the 
crovMi and people of these realms. 
At the lapse of half a century, the 
appearance of these documents is 
valuable, for they throw light iiiiou 
many passages A^hich otherwise could 
onl}' have been dimly conjectured. 
Since then, society iu the higher cir¬ 
cles has undergone considerable re¬ 
formation. More amalganiatioii and 
friendly intercourse is yearly taking 
jilace among the different courts of 
Europe; aud avc hail those reunions 
Avit!) joy, as the best securities not 
only of the jirivatc liajipiuess of those 
Avhose welfare inu.st always be impor¬ 
tant to their people, but of the gene¬ 
ral peace and federal prosperity of the 
Avorld. 

The topics upon which Ave have 
dwelt in this article, arc so interesting, 
that Ave ha\'e occupied our space with¬ 
out exhausting one half of these valu¬ 
able volumes. They contain, besides, 
Lord Malmesbury’s negotiations Aviih 
the French Directory at Paris in 1796, 
and at Lille in 1797, Avith much of 
the private liislory of Mr Pitt during 
the period of the Addington Adminis¬ 
tration. Wc may pcriiaps, on a future 
occasion, recur to these; at present 
Ave shall conclude by heartily recom¬ 
mending this Avork to the perusal of 
every one Avho desires to become 
thoroughly acquainted with the diplo¬ 
matic relations of the times. 
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GERMAN-Aa^ERICAN ROMANCES. 

The Viceroy and the Aristocracy, or ISJcsico in 1812 . 

Part the Second. 


The two great colonizing nations 
of Europe, England and Spain, have 
displayed a, striking diil'ercnee in their 
mode of treating the countries which 
discovery or con(|nest lias at various 
jieriods placed under their rule. The 
constant aim of England has been to 
civilize the aborigines, and elevate 
their uioral character; to teacli them 
tlic arts of life, and to attach them to 
their rulers by the impartial admini¬ 
stration of justice. The })rosp(‘roua 
state of British India, and the ease 
with which that vast em})ire is go¬ 
verned and controlled by an insignih- 
cant number of Europeans, prove the 
wisdom of the liberal and liumane 
policy aptdied by Great Britain to her 
Indian subjects. 

The Colonial system uniformly pur¬ 
sued by Spain has been w'ulely and 
fatally ditleront. The establishment 
of her transatlantic colonies was ac- 
complisheil by the indiscriminate 
slaughter and plmulerof tlicunotlend- 
ing natives, llisgnisc it as lie may, 
crnelt}’' is a distinguishing character¬ 
istic of the Siianiard ; and this moral 
phenomenon in the character of a 
})eople, certainly not destitute of noble 
and chivalrous attributes, may pro¬ 
bably be traced, partly to the large 
admixture of Arabian blood in tlie 
Spanish populati<ui, and partly to the 
long-enduring and paranumiit autho¬ 
rity of a priesthood remarkalile for its 
intolerant s}>irit, and for its savage 
abuse of unlimited jioAver. Tliis pro¬ 
pensity to deeds of cruelty and op¬ 
pression was nourished during the 
long contest w'ith the Moors. Abun¬ 
dant evidence of it may also be found 
ill Spain's European wai's, and e>spe- 
cialiy during the long and noble strug¬ 
gle of the brave Netherlauders against 
the reckless and blood-thirsty sol¬ 
diery of the Duke of Alva. But the 
crowning atrocities of Spain were 
perpetrated in her American posses¬ 
sions, and more particularly in Mexi¬ 
co, the richest arid most important of 
them all. 


Assuming that the whole of Spanish 
America w'as a gift to the king of 
Spain from (iod’s vicegerent on earth, 
the Roman pontiff, and under the 
plea that it w^as their especial duty to 
establish his creed, the Spaniards did 
not hesitate to accomplish this end by 
the most lawh'ss and cruel means. 
Their unbounded greed of gold led to 
fiirtlicr oppressions on their part, and 
siifl'ci'iiigs on that of the Indians; and 
even the arbitrary, and for the most 
])art unjust, enactments of the Con- 
sejo de las Indjas, a council establish¬ 
ed for the governmcRt of Spain’s co¬ 
lonial possessions, Averc outhcroded 
and overstej^ped by the cruel and 
mercenary individuals to whom their 
enforcement Avas entrusted. 

Fearing the eventual day of retri¬ 
bution, every cunning device Avas 
])ractiscd to keep down the numbers 
of the unfortunate natives, and to 
retard the groAvtli of their intelligence. 
By a royal, decree, not a town or 
village could bo founded, nor CA^en a 
fanu-liousc built, except in the vici¬ 
nity of a garrison, convent, or mis¬ 
sion. The Spaniards Avauted dollars, 
not men, and could they have Avorked 
the rich mines of Giiaiiaxato, Monte 
Real, and elsewhere, A\dth bullocks 
instead of Indians, Avould gladly have 
seen the Avholc natiA'e population v of 
Alexico exterminated. But when the 
storm, Avhich for a time had been 
averted, at length burst forth, they 
gave a loose to their hatred of the 
unfortunate Mexicans. The rebellion, 
jweinaturc iuits outbreak, and crush¬ 
ed in its first great effort, Avas carried 
on under various leaders, and with 
varying success, until it terminated 
in the final doAvnfall of the Spanish 
rule. The massacres and cruelties 
})erpetrated during the eleven inter¬ 
vening years, were beyond concep¬ 
tion horrible, far exceeding in extent 
and atrocity any thing recorded in 
European history. The fearful night 
of St Bartholomew, the tortures of the 
Inquisition, the persecutions in the 
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Cevennes, and later, the horroi-s of 
the French Revolution, sink into in- 
aignificazice, when compared with 
such wholesale massacres as those of 
Guanaxato and GuadjJajara, and 
with the sweeping destruction wrought 
by the Spaniards throughout Mexico. 

“ Such and sucli towns and villages 
have disai)peared from the face of tlic 
earth,” was no uncommon phrase in 
the reports and despatches of the 
Spanisli commanders—a phrase fully 
borne out by facts. Prisoners, of botli 
sexes and all ages, w^erc murdered in 
cold blood, whole districts laid waste 
with fire and sword, until not a hu¬ 
man being or habitation was to be 
seen, where previously a fiourishing 
and numerous p'pulation existed. 
In a despatch of the royalist general 
Morillo, dated Bagota, June he 
stated that, in order to cut at the root 
of the rebcllionfbe had declared all 
persons rebels who knew how to read 
and write, and that such wxre, on 
detection, immediately to be put to 
death. Accordingly, six luindixid of 
the most notable persons in Bagota, 
both men and women, guiltless of all 
other crimes but education, were 
strangled, and their bodies suspended 
naked from gibbets. Xothing but the 
weariness of the executioner and his 
aids, put an end to this liorrid but¬ 
chery. 

We cannot better illustrate the 
state of things above referred to, than 
by laying before the reader some far¬ 
ther extracts from The Viceroy and the 
Aristocracy. For this pui'j>ose we 
will select the early portion of the 
second volume, previously connecting 
it b) some brief details with the two 
chapters given in our last Number. 

The five-and-twenty young noble¬ 
men who witnessed the treasonable 
dramatic performance described in the 
second chapter of the h&ok before us, 
are sentenced, as a punishment for 
their ofience, to serve in the army 
under Calleja, the captain-general of 
Mexico. This is announced to their 
parents, whp are all Creoles of the 
highest rank, at a drawing-room held 
by th^ viceroy Vanegas, where wo 
are introduced to a certain Count San 
Jagp, who, as well on account of his 
weaitli and •influence, as by his high 
quaUtiies and superior intelligence, 


ranks flrst amongst the Mexican no¬ 
bility, and enjoys great’ consideration 
at the viceregal court. His nephew, 
Don Manuel, and his adopted son, the 
Condo Carlos, were among the spec¬ 
tators of the pasquinade in wliich 
King Ferdinamrs private pastimes 
had been so cuttingly caricatured, 
and titey arc included in the sentence 
passed on all those who have thus 
otfended. This sentence excites gi*eat 
indignation amongvSt the Mexican no¬ 
bility, who see in it a gross violation 
of their fneros or privileges. There is 
no option, however, but obedience. 
The Count San Jago, who ardently 
desires the freedom of his country, 
and even maintains a secret under¬ 
standing with some of the rebel chiefs, 
rejoices in the punishment awarded^ 
deeming that the introduction of these 
young men into the army may ]>ave 
the way to Creole ascendency, Tim 
immediate expulsion of the Spaniards 
from Mexico is not desired by him, 
or by the majority of the Creoles, as 
it would throw the chief power into 
the hands of the Indians and castes, 
who are totally unfitted to wield it. 
The count procures a captain’s com¬ 
mission for Carlos, and would will¬ 
ingly do the same for his nephew; 
but Don Mamiel, although a Creole 
by birth, is a Spaniard in heart, dc- 
s])l3es his own countrymen, and re¬ 
solves to proceed to Spain and take 
part in the struggle against the 
French. An attachment has existed 
between him and the Countess Elvira, 
sister of Carlos; but this has recently 
been succeeded, on the side of Manuel, 
by a violent passion he has conceived 
for the vi(^oy’s sistcr-in-Iaw, Donna 
Isabella, ^laiighty beauty, who only 
encourages the young Creole so far 
as it accords with the views of Vane- 
gas, some of whose designs would be 
promoted by the absence from Mexico 
of the Count San Jago’s nephew and 
heir. Blinded by his passion, Ma¬ 
nuel obeys the impulse artfully given 
to him by Donna Isabella, resists the 
remonstrances of his uncle and the 
tears of Elvira, and insists upon pro¬ 
ceeding to Spain, which his imagina¬ 
tion piuiits as the fountain-head of 
chivalry and heroism. Count San 
Jago secs through his motives, but 
does not choose to constrain his in- 
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clination; and Manuel sets out, with a 
train of attendants botltting his rank, 
for the sea-coast, where he is to em¬ 
bark for the mother country. His 
adventures upon the road form a 
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striking episode, to a certain extent 
independent of the rest of the book, 
and with which we will continue our 
extracts. 
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ClZAPTEB THE EIGHTEENTH. 

What are you 

That fly me thus ? Some villain mountaineers r** 

Cyrnheline, 


About a day’s journey from the ca* 
pital, rises that mighty chain of moun¬ 
tains called tlie Sierra Madrc, which, 
after connecting the volcanoes of 
Mexico with those of Puebla, takes 
an inland and noi’lhcrly direction, 
hiding witliiii its bowels, near Monte 
Real and Guahaxato, that boundless 
mineral wealth which excites so 
strongly the wonder of the naturalist. 
The most im])ortant mountains of 
Mexico "flre portions of this chain, 
which gives to that country a charac¬ 
ter so original, so wiliily picturesque 
and truly sublime, yet so cheerful and 
smiling, that the eye of the beholder 
ranges with alternate rapture and sur¬ 
prise from point to point of the im¬ 
mense landscape, vainly endeavour¬ 
ing to comprehend in one frame the 
wonderlully-contrastcd materials of 
tlie picture before him. 

The flanks of these mountain ridges 
are tliiekly clothed with lofty oak and 
pine, while the dwarf oak and the 
mimosa cover tlic shoulders; and their 
rocky summits, bju*c of all vegetable 
lilc, are composed of granite and por- 
j)hyry. Terrific cratei's yawn on every 
side of these sombre dark-brown 
masses, which appear to be sfill teem¬ 
ing with those ti^endous rovolutions, 
tliat have given to this country its 
remarkable configuration. Luxuri¬ 
ant crops of wheat and maize cover 
the mountain slopes; the lower levels 
delight the eye with the eiullos.s va¬ 
riety and brilliant colours of their 
exotic plants; while, still lower, the 
tough agave darts forth its sharp and 
giant leaves, like so many sword- 


blades, and the plains arc inter¬ 
sected by vast barrancas,* exhibiting 
that wonderful opulence of tropi¬ 
cal fertility, which is ever at work 
in their deep and shady hollows. 
From these ascend the roar of rush¬ 
ing streams, invisible to the eye, but 
mighty in their influence; every slope 
they wash yielding a prodigality of 
vegetable oniament, which the most 
glo^^’hlg fancy would find it difficult 
to paint. The flowering shrubs are 
linked together and covered by num¬ 
berless creepers, studded with brilliant 
blossoms, forming continuous garlands 
of flowery, which climb from the roots 
to the crown, and conceal thousands 
of conzoutUs, cardinal birds, and mad- 
rugadorcs, within their shady re¬ 
cesses. 

It was a bright and sunny after¬ 
noon. The snowy regions of the 
iniglity Orizava,t and of the mightier 
Fopocatcpetl, hitherto resplendent as 
burnished silver, now began to exhi¬ 
bit flickering tints of rose-colour, 
■which, deepening on their eastern 
sides into goldeu-yellow and bronze, 
reflected every moment some fresh 
variety of hue. The shadows of 
Mount Maliiichc and his brethren 
began to stretcli over towards TJas- 
cala. Deep silence prevailed through¬ 
out the entire district, broken only by 
the scream of the ring eagle, or the 
hollow howl of Uie coyoto.J 

On one of the mountain ridges 
stretching eastward from San IVIartin, 
and over which Cortes first penetra¬ 
ted into the valley of Tenochtitlan, 
two men had stationed themselves, 


* Barrancas are tlioso immense clefts or ravines, some of them several thou¬ 
sand feet deep, which abound upon the plateau, or table-land, on which the city of 
Mexico stands. * * 

f Orizava—in Mexican, Citlatopotl, or the Star Mountain. 

X The Mexican wolf. 
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■with their backs to amass of porphyry 
rock, that rose, like a fragment of some 
mighty castio, above a yawning bar¬ 
ranca of prodigious dei)tii. TJie lank, 
straight hair, and red-black complex¬ 
ion of these men, indicated them to 
be Zunibos. Their dress consisted of 
sheepskins, fastened round their 
shoulders by thongs of hide, and of 
some ragged under garments of a 
coarse black woollen stulf; their 
heads were covered b}-" the broad- 
brimmed straw hats universally worn 
by tlie Indians and castes ; machetes, 
or long knives, were stuck in their 
girdles, and heavy clubs lay on the 
ground at their feet. To judge from 
tiieir countenances, neither of the 
men were in a particularly good hu¬ 
mour. Whilst one of them stood uj)- 
right, and seemed to be acting as a 
vedette, tlie other lay stretched upon 
the turf in a sort of sullen half slum¬ 
ber, until his companion, weary of his 
watch, threw himself down in bis turn; 
•whereupon the other arose, muttering 
and gi’umbUng, to take Unj share of 
duty. For some time not a v oid was 
exchanged between,the two sentries. 

Maldita cosrt/” at last exclaimed 
the Zambo who was on liis legs. 
“ By the holy Virgin of Guadalupe, 
if this lasts another week, if wc art; to 
be thus tracked and hunted like 
caguara, may the devil seize me but 

“ TV”—^inteiTogatcd his companion. 

“ Will say adios to you ; and ]\lexi- 
co’s Ireedom may take care of itself.” 

“ Wish you a pleasant jouniey, 
Selior,” replied the other yawning. 
“J>o you see yonder birds? They 
are waiting lor you.” 

And he pointed to a flight of ze])i- 
lots, or Mexican ravens, with sharp 
claws and hooked beaks, Avhich had 
just then alighted on the cliffs above 
their heads. 

“ Caramba! Calleja W'ould soon 
settle youi' business. A dangle at a 
rope’s end, with the hangman on your 
Shoulders, and that before you could 
light a cigar, or empty a glass of 
pulque.” 


Tonterias^ nohgensel” i’iSplied 
the grumbler. “ My abilitzdte* is 
not yet come.” 

“ It may not be far off though. 
You might fall into the hands of Seilor 
Bustamente, from whom, if i remem¬ 
ber right, 3 " 0 u borrowed ten of Ins 
best mules, and in your haste forgot 
to take off their bm’deus.” 

‘ ‘ Basta — enough I ” retorted the 
other Zambo, Avho appeared to be 
tired of the conversation; and taking 
a piece of dirty paper out of his girdle, 
he placed upon it a minute quantity 
of chopped tobacco, and i-olled it into 
the form of a cigar. This he smeared 
over Avith saliva, and then laying it 
upon a fragment of rock, dreAV his 
machete, laid that upon the cigar, 
and Avalked off in the direction of an 
adj^icent thicket. 

The second Zambo had Avatchod 
AA’ith envious eyes these pi'cparatioiis 
fot the enjoyment of a luxury winch, 
to Mexicans, is more necessary than 
their dailv bread. No sooner had his 
companion turned his back, than he 
drew from his i»ocket two pieces of 
aciiiote Avood,t and rubbing them to¬ 
gether with astonisliing rapidity, ob¬ 
tained lire in ns short a time as it 
could have been done 1»y the more 
usual agency of flint and steel. Tak¬ 
ing possession ot the cigar, lie lit it, 
and had just begun to inhale the 
smoke A\'ith all the. gusto of a connois¬ 
seur, when the rightful OAvner of the 
coveted morsel emei'god from the 
thicket with two fragments of dry 
wjood in his hand. 

Mnldito tjojo! Picnrol htfamc!" 
vociferated the aggrieved Zambo, on 
beholding his cigar in the Avrong 
month. The smoker had very pru¬ 
dently secured his comrade’s machete, 
and noAv began to fly before the angiy 
countenance of his enraged comrade. 

Padencia^^^enorP* cried he, dodg¬ 
ing about and panting for breath. 
“ Batience, most excellent sir! I will 
return you ten cigars, nay, a hundred, 
a thousand—so soon as 1 can get 
them.” 

“ Qffe ie lleven iodos los demonios dc 


• A ptoverbial expression amongst the Indians, signifying something inimical 
or prejudicial ; the day ofjll luck. 

f Bixa Orellana—a species of dye-wood. String is made ont of the bark. 'Mio 
wood takes fire easily upon friction. 
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hs ^ez y skte zfifiernos! ” screamed the 
otiier, who had seized his club and 
-commenced a furious pursuit of the 
robber. Both of them ran several 
times round the huge block of poi'phyry, 
but the distance between tliem was 
diminishing, and there seemed every 
probability that the thief’s love of 
tobacco would cost him dear, when,a 
thundering “ froin the thicket, 

brought both Zainbos to a dead stop. 

“ Que cs esto? AVhat is this?” cried 
a voice. 

“ Ml General — no — perdon — r.api- 
tan!'' stammered the pursuer; “he 
has stolon iny cigar.” 

The captain liiniself now issued 
from the coitse, w^alked gravely up to 
the thief, took the half-consumed cigar 
from his mouth, and placed it in his 
own; then, st(^])ping forward to the 
edge of the barranca, he listened a 
few nionicnts, pointed down into Jhc 
yawning cliasm, and drew himself 
quickly backwards. IJis movements 
were imitated by the Zainbos, who 
gazed for a sliort si»acc on tlic wind¬ 
ings of the barranca, thiongh which 
meanders tlie old road to Ciiolula, 
made by Cortes, and then sprang back 
with the exclamation, “ Mulos y ar- 
rierosl" 

From among the windings of the 
abovc-nanu;d road, which is scarcely 
jmsable even for mules from the 
dei)tlis of ravines,' and from amidst 
rocks and ])reeipiccs, the pleasant tink¬ 
ling of bells now ascended through 
the clear elastic air to the mountain 
summit on which the three men ■were 
posted. Fresently the mules became 
visible, apparently no bigger than 
dogs, clambering slowly up the steep 
ami rocky i>ath ; then were hoard the 
long cadences of the muleteer’s rude 
but not iinnuisical song; and at last 
the active ligurcs of llic muleteers 
themselves, with their fantastical 
garb and five liundrcd buttons, the 
variegated accoutrements of the mules, 
with their worsted plumes, and tufts, 
and frippery, and many-coloured sad¬ 
dle-cloths, and even the trabucos that 
were slung behind the saddles, were 
all distinguishable. I'lierc was a wild 
picturcs(pieness in the- appearance of 
the cavalcade as it wound its way 
over tlicsccniiugly perpendicular rocks, 
while the rough sonorous song, accom¬ 
panied by the sound of the bells, 


caino creeping uji tbe mountain side. 
Suddenlj'’ a figure detached itself from 
the party, as if weary of the circuitous 
route it was taking, and, with extra¬ 
ordinary activity and daring, com¬ 
menced a more direct ascen t. Spring¬ 
ing from cliff to cliff, the adventurous 
climber seemed to find plcasm*e in his 
breakneck pastime, and continued his 
course without a pause till he reach¬ 
ed the second shelf of the barranca, 
which was riven by a deep and wide 
crevice. High over his head a gigan¬ 
tic eagle Avas wheeling and circling, 
floating upon the air, now darting 
down toAvardKS him, and then again 
shooting upwards, sporting, as it 
seemed, with an anticipated prey. 
The young man, for sncli those above 
could now discern liim to be, drew 
breath for a few seconds, cast a glance 
upwards at the kingly bird, and then, 
with one fearless spring, cleared the 
chasm. With unabated vigour he 
bounded from rock to rock, and at 
length reached a rocky projection im¬ 
mediately beloAV the platform. Grasp¬ 
ing the trunk of a dwarf oak, he 
climbed nimbly up it, and let himself 
drop from the branches on the plateau 
itself. 

“ Diaholo!" muttered the two Zam- 
bos, who had witnessed the young 
man’s hazardous ])rogress Avitli that 
mute admiration and sympathy which 
the exhibition of bodily strength and 
activity is a])t to excite, especially 
amongst half-civilized men—“ J)ia~ 
bolof He has more lives than a cat!” 
And witii the ^voJ•ds they slunk into the 
thicket. 

It Avas no other than Don Manuel 
liimself Avlio had made this daring, 
and, as it appeared, unnecessary dis¬ 
play of his aptitude for the life of a 
mountaineer—a’display the more peril¬ 
ous, as his rich and fantastical riding 
dix*ss was any thing but favourable to 
it. He Avore a Guadalajara hat, of 
Avhich the brim, full six inches broad, 
was completely covered Avith gold lace, 
while above the low crown was dis¬ 
played the blood-red cockade adopted 
by loyally disposed Mexicans. His 
jacket Avas abundantly decorated Avith 
gold embroidery, and garnished Avitli 
the. fur of the sea otter ; his breeches, 
of scarlet cloth, were open at the knee, 
Avlierc they Avere terminated by green 
and yclloAv tics; the whole costume 
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was profusely laced with gold, and' 
loaded with silver buttons. His legs, 
below the knee, wt*rc protected by 
leather bothies or gamashes, fastened 
by silk ribands of various colours, and 
filially losing themselves in a pair of 
old-fashioned, high-quartered shoes. 
Spurs only ’were wanting to complete 
the riding-dress, which was more re¬ 
markable for richness than good taste, 
and evidently after the fashion of. a 
previous century. 

Casting a careless glance at the 
perilous path by which he had arrived, 
the young man then fixed his gaze 
upon the magnificent panorama spread 
out before liim. In front wore the 
blooming plains of Cholula, and be¬ 
yond them those of Puebla de los An¬ 
geles, with their coin and maize fields, 
and agave plantations, divided by 
hedges and alleys of cactus, and dot¬ 
ted with the cane-built and banana- 
shaded Indian hamlets. To the right, 
springing out of the rugged porphyry 
ridge, the summits of which, alter¬ 
nately wood-crowned and naked, were 
glowing in the afternoon sun, arose 
the snowy head of the Itztaccihuatl, 
shedding such a flood of light and bril¬ 
liancy ill its isolated magnificence, 
that the eye vainly strove to sustain 
the glare. To the left towered the 
gigantic Popocatepetl, high above the 
mountain world around, a misty crown 
of cloud clinging to its summit; while 
farther to the south-east, shot up the 
star of Mexican mountains, the Ori- 
zava, rising like some mightyphan- 
toin into the clear blue ether, of which 
the quivering vibrations seemed to 
bring the enormous mountain each 
moment nearer to the beholder. 
Finally, in rear of Don Manuel, the 
thickly wooded Malinche, with its 
masses of forest trces^aiid its stupen¬ 
dous baiTancas, frowned hi dark and 
solemn shadow. 

The extraordinary contrast of the 
most magnificent vegetation, then 
just bursting out in all the gi’ccn and 
bloomiug freshness of the season, wdth 
the severe grandeur of the most snb- 
llmo Alpine scenery, fettered the 
young man for some moments in 
speechless admiration. Ho was roused 
his reverie by a slight rustling 
.^hind him, and turning his head 
quickly, he gave a spring which, if 
less pilous than many of those he 


had recently made, was yet at least 
as useful in extricating him from a 
dangerous position. 

“ PicaroP' shouted one of theZam- 
bos, wdiosc machete had harmlessly 
stabbed the air, instead of piercing, 
as was intended, Don Manners heart. 

“ il/a/t/iVo GachuphiV^ cried the 
other, who had swung his club with a 
like innocuous rcsnlt. 

Thc attack of the tw^o bravoes ^vas 
made so suddenly and unexpectedly, 
that Manuel Iiad barely time to jump 
aside. With tvonderful coolness and 
presence of mind he sprang to the 
shelter of the rock, at the same nro- 
ment throwdug his hands forward 
so suddenly that one of the Zambos, 
in his hurry to escape, nearly ran 
over his coinpaniou. A brace of pis¬ 
tols, which the young man had drawn 
from the breast of his jacket, w’ere the 
cause of this sudden change in the 
tactics of the bandits, "who now re¬ 
tired hastily into the thicket. Don 
Manuel gazed after them for a fc^v 
moments, and then again apjiroached 
the edge of the barranca, from the 
top of wliich the mules wore now no 
longer very distant. Not a w'ord had 
escaped him during the short senlHe, 
and to judge from the cool indiflcrence 
he had manifested, the occurrence 
■was one of neither a rare iior extra¬ 
ordinary nature. 

The nephew of the Conde de San 
Jago had not long relapsed into con- 
temjilation when he was again dis- 
tuibcd by a loud halio! proceeding 
from the same thicket from wdiich it 
Jiad boeu already shouted to the Zam¬ 
bos, and tlic next instant the ])atriot 
captain issued forth with levelled car¬ 
bine. No -ways discoini»osed, the 
young don raised a pistol. 

“ Down with your gmi, or I fire!” 
cried he. 

“Indeed,” said the captain, “you 
should be a bold cock, to judge from 
your crow.” 

“You will soon find out what I 
am," replied the young man dryly. 

“C—yo/” quoth the captain, and 
removed the carbine from his slioul- 
dcr. 

The appearance of the patriot or 
rebel officer, whichever he may be 
styled, although less bandit-likc than 
that of the tw'o Zambos, was not cal¬ 
culated to inspire much confidence. 
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His face was shadowed, indeed con¬ 
cealed, by a thick mass of black hair, 
^vliich hung down over forehead, 
checks, and neck, and allowed scarce- 
‘ ly any part of his countenance to be 
visible, except a pair of coal-black 
eyes of somewhat oblique expression. 
Although not of a particularly strong 
build, his frame was jauscular, and 
apparently inured to hardship. Ho 
wore a round, high-crowned, Guada¬ 
lajara hat, encircled by a gold band, 
in which was .stuck a large miniature 
of the Virgin of Guadalupe. A second 
portrait of tliat venerated i)atroncss 
was hung round his neck by a blue 
and white riband. His cloak, of fine 
cloth, and laced with gold, had been 
much worn and ill-treated, as liad 
also his hose and his red velvet jer¬ 
kin ; on his feet he wore shoes, 
througli which his toes liad forct'd 
themselves a passage, and instead of 
the usual gainashes, his legs Averc 
bound round with sheepskin. Spurs, 
full six inches long, and with rowels 
of the same diameter, were affixed to 
his heels. His arms consisted of a 
carbine, a machete, and a rusty dra¬ 
goon sabre. 

The young Creole measured this 
])ersonago with an indifibrent glance, 
and a smile of disdain feu- a inonicnt 
played round his mouth; but then, as 
if he did not deem the object worthy 
of furth(‘r notice, he let his pistol fall 
carelessly by his side, and turned 
his back negligently upon the new 
comer. 

“ Toflvi< diuholos!’''' exclaimed the 
ca]>tain after a moment’s pause, and 
aj)paront]y indignant at the contempt 
with which he was treated. “ Whence 
conic you, and whither arc you going? 
What is the object of your journey? 
Answer me, young sir, and that quick¬ 
ly- un gran capitan ! Llevo las 
tfnmoH y tivmbla la tierral^'' 

“ Probably one of the leaders of the 
.s(‘lf-sfyled patriot army,” said tho 
young Creole, in a tone of scorn, in 
reply to this pompous announcement. 

“ Even so, seuor,” returned tho 
other, suddenly changing his own 
manner of speaking to a sort of hu¬ 
morous sneer—“ commander of a divi¬ 
sion of the patriot army, presently in 
hcadf|uartcrs at Puebla.” 

“ Headquarters ! ” repeated Ma¬ 
nuel with infinite disdain. “ Your 
aulhorify extends far and wdde, it 


vould appear,” added he, with a glance 
•at his interlocutor's dilapidated shoes. 

“ It does so,” answered the other, 
in tlie same humorous but somewhat 
malicious tone. “Nevertheless, my 
wardrobe, as your excellency doubt¬ 
less perceives, has somewhat suffered 
in the service of the rebel cause, and 
as your seiioria will probably have an 
earlier opportunity than I shall of 
providing }'ourself with another pair 
of shoes and gamaslics, I would crave 
of you to condescend so far as to scat 
3 ^oursclf upon that stone and divest 
yourself of those you now wear, for 
the behoof and advantage of tlie un¬ 
worthy capitan before yon, who will 
otherwise be compelled to dispossess 
your Avorship of them in a less ami¬ 
cable manner.” 

The gran cajntan waited a fcAV mo¬ 
ments after making this demand, but 
then observing that the young Creole 
took no steps tOAvards obeying his 
orders, he stamped impatiently upon 
the ground, and exclaimed in a stern 
peremptory tone, 

“Off Avith them, and quickly! 
Your shoes and your gainashes!” 

“ You will find my shoes too tight 
for you, 1 expect,” replied Don Ma¬ 
nuel, raising a pistol. The Metis, on 
his side, covered tlie young nobleman 
Avith Ills carbine. 

“Keep still, Jago,” cried Don Man¬ 
uel sharply, “or I Avill so shoe you that 

you shall remember Manuel M- 

to the very last day of your life.” 

The patriot officer pushed aside the 
hair which hung OA^er his forehead and 
C3'es, gazed at the Creole for a few 
seconds in great astonishment, and 
then. Jolting liis gun fall, ran tOAvards 
him Avith outstretched amis. 

'‘'‘Santa VirgniP' exclaimed he— 
“ li}’’ the blessed Iledceiner of Atol- 
nico ! May 1 never see heaven if it is 
not the very noble sofior Don Ma¬ 
nuel, nephcAv of his excellency Count 
San Jago, tlie first cavalier in Mexi¬ 
co, and son of the not-quite-so- 
noble but still very-tolcrably-nobJc 
Sefior Don Sebastian, and of the (tU- 
chupina, Sefiora Donna Anna de Vil- 
lagio, m&c'orteju of the greatest angel 
in Mexico, and consequently in the 
whole Avorld, the Countess Elvira! ” 

This characteristic and thoroughly 
Mexican apostrophe was accompanied 
by vehement gesticulation on the part 
of the ill Avhosc cxprcssi\T and 




variable countenance a strange mix- bodied Jiidians. IJa ha/” continued 
ture of fun and iron}^, with reverence the man, raising his sombrero from 
for the illustrious persons he was his head and setting it on again, a 
speaking of, was discernible. He was little on one side ; “ cannot for- 
interrupted ill his tirade by Don give poor Jago for having walked off 
Manuel. the three hundred Indians, who 

“Have yon done?” said the latter, suddenly took a fancy to leave the 
yet," replied the captain, peaceable hacienda of Don Sebastian, 
“May the Virgin of Guadalupe for and follow the great Hidalgo, after 
ever deprive me of those comforts to the example of your very humble 
Mexican palates, Ilavannah cigars and servant. But only think now; for 
aguardiente, if I can guess what so three luindred lean oxen, which your 
noble a seitor as yourself is doing on worshipful father was kind enough to 
such a rugged path as the old Camino give to a like number of those poor 
dc Cortes, instead of taking the usual devils, they had to toil a avIioIc year; 
road by Oturaba.” and, by the blessed A^irgin, St Ghris- 

“ I can tell 3 ’^ou the reason,” replied topher did not sweat more when he 
Don Manuel. “ Our friends have carried the infant Jesus through the 
commissioned me to have you hung, flood! ]t liapjiened to those poor 
and tiiat as soon as possible.” Indians just as it did to St Christo- t 

“Indeed !” said the captain with a pher. The longer they toiled the 
sly smile; “and would you be good heavier groAV the load; and as they 
enough, just for the Joke’s sake, to had not the tliews and siiiovs of the 
tell me the names of those friends? saint, they at last sank under the bur- 
I might, perhaps, find an opportunity then. So far from being able to pay 
of returning their kindness.” for the oxen, they got ex cry year 

As he spoke he advanced a step deeper into your tolerably - iiol)le 
towards the Creole, in a sort of fa- father’s debt. Can you wonder, tlnm, 
miliar way. that they throw aside spades and bas- 

“Kcep your distance!” cried tbe kets, and joined the army of Hi- 
youiig man. “None of your h>’po- dalgo?” 

critical caresses! AVe knoAv each IloAvevcv galling the patriot cap- 
other.” tain’s observations Avcrc to the young 

“ Hardly, senor,” replied Jtigo, nobleman, the latter could not help 
shaking his head. “ If you knew me being struck by their justice, 
you Avould, perhaps, speak in another “ Do yon think wc are dogs, seiiov? ” 

tone. But truly, noAv, should I not continued Jago. “ You are a 
have been a very simple Jago to have a Avhitc, not one of our rulers ccr- 
passed my life as driver of your mules, tainly, but of as pure blood as any of 
or perhaps of the ffenie irmcionah^^ as them. You Jmve never felt the iu- 
you call the poor devils of Indians? rflt; weighing upon you. 

Ah! your Avorshipful uncle is a right foIloAving you like your shadoAv, aiul 
noble and poAverful caballcro, speaks Avorse, for that at least hiaves one 
little but thinks much, and docs more, during the rains; and yet w//father 
and has liis hand over all Mexico and Avas as good a father as any S])aniar(rs 
the madre patria^ and perhaps a step could be, and my mother us good a 
further; but believe mo he Avould mother. But Avhat Avas the use of 
speak to Jago in a o^ery different that? Jago is a Metis. IJe is infa- 
manner from tliat adopted by his mous, and his children’s cliildrcu after 
neplieAv, the son of the tolerably-noble him.” > 

seHor Don Sebastian. The count is The man had touched briefly, but 
a AXTy noble gentleman ; but when acutely, upon the Avrongs of the Iavo 
he made over one of his finest estates classes composing the great majority 
to your father, he committed a blun- of the Mexican population, and his 
dcr that cost Uim throe hundred able- words seemed not to have been with- 


In^mnus by birth. The children of whites and negroes, or whites and 
Indian^ or Indians and negroes, were infame$ de derecho. 



out theiv effect upon the young Creole, 
Avho replied in a less Iiarsh tone than 
he had liithci’to employed— 

“ If Mexico is to be delivered by 
-you, and such as you, then is she lost 
indeed.” 

Jago caught at the word. 

“Delivered!" lie repeated sarcas- 
ticall 3 \ “ In spite, thou, of your 
aristocratic bh>od, you feel that a de¬ 
liverance is wanted? Yet the Avorld 
says, that for six inontlig past you 
have become a worse (jacliuiiiu than 
the Spaniards theniHclvcs.” 

Don Manuel cast a fiirlons glance 
at tlie Metis. 

“Aha! tliatstings!” continued the 
latter. “ AVliat! liav(i they played you 
a trick too? I>ut miseriron/ia with 
your nobility, who quailed before the 
rising suii of freedom, and deserted 
your own country to aid the t 3 Tants 
who oppress it. AVIien such was the 
c*AS(‘, the time was come for the, jieople 
to assert their rights; and assert them 
tliey did, as you kmm 

“ And a lino reward the}'got for so 
doing," retorted the 3 'outh. 

“ Our day Mull come yet,” returned 
the captain. “ You are cabalhros, 
very gentle ami noble men, and ne 
are only tjavilla^ knaves and s(n*fs— 
thorefore have ye luiug and shot ns, 
struck ns down like oxen, and tramp¬ 
led ns under foot, used us M'orse lliau 
snared wolves. Poor Hidalgo!” con¬ 
tinued he in a more gentle tone, ‘‘ 3 'ou 
little thought, tuelvc months before, 
ho^v you ^vonld he piqipered the 
damnable (iacluqiins. They rubbed 
his hands and his poor bald h<*ad uitli 
brick-dnst, slipped a saji Imiito over 
liini, and sent him straight into para¬ 
dise, M'hero, doubtless, he is now 
giving concerts, Mitli his musicians 
and the blessed St Cecilia. Alleude 
ought to be there, too; but he is a 
soldier, and ptu'liaps they would not 
let him in amongst the (ileveii thou¬ 
sand virgins. But enough 0 ^ this. 
IVIay M'e venture humbly to enquire 
of J)ou Manuel, Avhat brought him 
upon this lonely mniqucs-mwim)'^ Has 
your young excellency, perchance, a 
fancy to take up anns for Mexico and 
freedom’s sake ? ” 


“ By the Holy Virgin, Jngo, you 
are aii impudent scoundrel, and de¬ 
serve a bc4iting, for daring to suspect 
a Caballero of such base dispositions.” 

The Metis smiled sconlfull 3 ^ 

“ You have chosen the other side, 
seiior,” said he, “instead of remain¬ 
ing neutral, which ivould have been 
best for you. Ah! bcarqs from bright 
eyes! Aba!” 

“ Scoundrel! ” cried the youth with 
inonacing tone and gesture, “if your 
tojigne”- 

“ S])caks,” interrupted Jago, “what 
every guachinaiigo^ in IMexieo sings 
over his pulque. But lov(; blinds, 
thc}' say. May 1 bog to know what 
you arc doing on this road?” 

“ JMind 3 A)ur own business," re¬ 
plied the angry nobleman, turning his 
back haiiglitil) upon his interrogator, 
m Iio gazed at him for a moiiient M'itli 
a look of comical astonishment. 

“ iS'ow, by my poor soul I" exclaim¬ 
ed the captain, “ that is an amount 
of juide wliich, if divided into a mil¬ 
lion of doses, would stock every Creolo 
in Mexico with the drug! But listen 
to me, young sir. All things have 
tlieir time, says the jirovcrb, and some 
tuo years back this behaviour might 
have been veiy suitable from 3 'onr 
worship towards Jago the arricro; but 
times are (’hanged since a certain 
earn, nam(‘d Hidalgo, hoisted the 
slaiulard of iM('xicau libortv. Ah ! 
your nobilit}^ aluays excepting the 
Yciy noble Condo San »1ago, display 
tilth* courage in tcrtidias and ball¬ 
rooms, in intrigues aud camarilla con- 
Sjjiracieb; but when it oam<^ to liaid 
knocks they (uejit out of the "way, 
aiul left the poor prit'st of Dolores to 
licl]) himself. Hidalgo did not un¬ 
derstand such tricks, and began in 
right earucst. You shoidd have seen 
Hidalgo — 3 ’oii would never Imve 
thought liim ihe man ho was. A 
short, round, little follow^, with a san¬ 
guine smile and lively eyes, and a 
complexion as olh'e-green as the Ma¬ 
deira bottles he was so fond of. Ilis 
head Avas bald; he used to sa}’ bis 
bedstead w'as t(>o short, and had rub¬ 
bed all his hair off; but in spite of 
that, and of his threescore years, he 
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* Guachinango is another name for L^pero, Pulque is the favourite drink of 
the Mexicans, made from the sap of the agave or aloe. 
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had the sinews of a caguar and the 
strength of a giant; alwa 3 's on horse¬ 
back, and a splendid rider, for he had 
been a lancer in the presidios^ and had 
had many a fight with those devils of 
Comanches. Ah, Hidalgo! you de¬ 
served a better fate!” concluded the 
patriot captain in a saddened tone. 

The young Creole had listened with 
some interest to this short but gra¬ 
phic sketch of the remarkable man 
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who first, with unexampled boldness, 
raised the banner of Mexican liberty, 
and who, as well through the origi¬ 
nality of his private life, as through 
his political virtues and failings, had 
become an object of idolatry to his 
friends, and of unappeasable hatred 
to his opponents. Just as Jago finish¬ 
ed speaking, Don Manners servants 
and muleteers made their appearance 
iipon the platform. 
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Chapter the Nineteenth. 


«I Ion? 

To hear tho story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely.’* 

The Tempest. 


“ Welcome, Alonzo, and Pedro, and 
Cosmo, in tho quarters of freedom!” 
cried Jago to the servants, as, with 
outstretclicd hand, he advanced a few 
steps to meet them. “ A 'welcome to 
ye all! ” 

Maldito 7iem;c/” cried Alonzo, 
bringing his carbine to his sliouldcr. 

Dog ! do you dare”- 

The other servants joyfully took the 
])roflered hand. Tho arrieros bowed 
before tlie man who had so lately been 
one of themselves, with marks of deep 
reverence, which were only stopped 
by a significant sign from their ci~ 
devant comrade. 

“ Always the same man, Alonzo,” 
said the captain with a contemptuous 
laugh; “just fit to say ‘ heso las mnnos 
a su serioria^' and to cringe and bow 
before counts and marquises. Put it 
is ill speaking with dogs of that kind,” 
added ho, as he again turned to the 
young nobleman. “ Yes, seiior,” he 
continued, “ Hidalgo was a true man. 
He it was who first put me out of 
conceit with slavery of^ll kinds. ’Tis 
just sixteen months and three weeks 
to-morrow, since the slicll burst. 
Ilidalgo was keeping the tertulia with 
his musicians—it was nine in the even- 
ing. In came Don Ignacio Allendc y 
Unzaga, as white as ashes; ho had 
ridden for dear life from Valladolid, 
where Tturriaga, in order to secure 
his place in heaven, bad consigned 
his swora brothers to destruction, by 
confessing every thing to Father Gil, 
who in his turn had confessed to the 
Aiidiencia. The corrogidor of Val¬ 


ladolid had been immediately arrest¬ 
ed as one of the heads of the con- 
spirac}", and luckily this had reached 
the ears of Allende and Aldama, 
who hastened to horse, and came as 
fast as spur and whip could bring 
them, to take counsel of the only man 
who could help them in their ex¬ 
tremity. And counsel he gave them. 
He and the captain deliberated ibr 
one hour, and then out he came, brisk 
and bold, and declared himself ready 
for tiic fight. Off he started (o the 
prison, put a pistol to the jailer’s 
head, and compelled him to give uj) 
the keys and set loose the prisoners. 
Allendc went to the houses of the 
Gachupinsand took away their money, 
giving them acknowledgments for it. 
All this was done without blood being 
spilled. Only one Gachupin, who be¬ 
haved roughly to Hidalgo, had been 
slightly wounded. The Indians, Me¬ 
tises, and Zambos, rallied round their 
cura, and away they all went to 
Miguel cl Grande and Zelaya, where 
an infantry regiment and four squad¬ 
rons of cavalry joined them. On to 
Giianaxato, where another battalion 
came over. Todos diabolosP’^ con¬ 
tinued Jago, “ Hidalgo had now more 
than fifty thousand men at his back; 
but what were they ? Three thousand 
infantry and four hubdred cavalry 
among a legion of Indians. The sol¬ 
diers were lost amid the brown mul¬ 
titude, like flies in a pail of pulque. 
The fifty thousand Indians were shoe¬ 
less and half-naked, armed with clubs 
and slings, or at most with machetes, 



G^tman^American Romances, 341 

facings, the medal of the Virgin of 
Guadalupe upon his breast. It would 
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which might do wdl enough to cut up 
tasajoi*^ but were a deal too short to 
be measured with Spanish bayonets. 
Capital fellows were they for plunder¬ 
ing and murdering, but ill fitted for a 
fight. In Miguel cl Grande, in San 
Felipe, in Zelayta, the Gachupins had 
been cut off to a man. That would 
not have mattered much, but the 
genie irracionale had included the 
Creoles with the Spaniai’ds. InGuan- 
axato, it was still worse. I joined 
Hidalgo just in time for that dance. 
We were received with open amis hy 
the Leperos and Indians, but the 
Creoles and Gachupins had shut them¬ 
selves up in the Alhoudega. This 
was the first resistance our mad mob 
had met with, and they rushed like 
raging savages to attack the granary. 
'Jlicy wci’C right well received, and a 
desperate fight began. At last a giant 
of a tenaUro found an enornions flat 
stone, put it on his head as lie, might 
have done his sombrero, and held it 
on with his right hand, while with a 
liglited torch in his left, he set fire to 
the door of Ihc Alhondega. A way 
was soon ojicned to the assailants, 
M'ho rushed in over the siiioulderiiig 
fragments of the door. In a few 
minutes fourteen liundred Spaniards 
and Creoles, with wives and children, 
were stabbed, struck down, and torn 
in pieces. Tlic Indians evaded in blood 
and treasure. The latter they brought 
out by baskets full; and the fools 
might be scon changing doubloons for 
copper money, taking them for half- 
dollar bits. 

“ About four thousand Indians had 
joined us out of the city, and thirty 
thousand out of tlie district, of Giian- 
axato. Hidalgo w'as at the summit 
of his glory. A council of Avar had 
named him generalissimo ; Allende 
was his second in command; Ibdlesa, 
Ximeues, and Aldama, lieutenant- 
generals ; Abasala, Ocon, and the 
l>rotluu*s Martinez w'cre brigadiers. 
Hidalgo sang a Te Deum^ and divided 
the army into regiments, each of a 
tlionsaiid men, and gjivc regular pay; 
to the officers three dollars a-da)^ the 
cavalry one dollar, and the rest half a 
dollar. lie himself appeared in field- 
inarshal’s unifonn, blue with Avhito 


have been wiser, however, to have 
named him archbishop, and made 
Allende general-in • chief. Hidalgo 
was a capital priest, but a thorough 
bad general, and could not even raain- 
laiii discipline in his army. In his 
first anger at the Creoles for keeping 
aloof from the revolution, he had in¬ 
cluded them in the cry of * Mueran 
los Garhuinnos!' and now his eighty 
thousand Indians had taken their cue 
from him, and murdered, and ravjiged, 
and burned, Avherever they came, like 
incarnate devils. In this manner, the 
Creoles had been rendered our inve¬ 
terate enemies—more ihc pity. My 
late mother used always, Avlicn she 
Avent on a pilgilmage to Onudalupe, 
to burn 1 >ao tapers, a Avhite and a 
black one—the first for the blcssi'd 
Virgin, the second for the d('vil. 

‘ There is no kiiOAving,’ she used to 
say, ‘Avhat one may come to.”’ 

The iiitcrcstiiig nature of Jago’s 
narrative, and his originality of man¬ 
ner, had by tliis time riveted the 
attention of Hon Manuel and his at¬ 
tendants. 

“ When we left Guanaxato,” con¬ 
tinued the ex-iTiuIetcer, “avc Avero 
more than eighty thousand men, but 
only three thousand four hundred of 
us Avere armed. The gente irrarionale^ 
in their mad rage, had destroyed even 
the muskets of the Gachupins. Our 
numbers, however, still kept increa¬ 
sing, and Hidalgo continued his march 
in triumph. On the 27th October avc 
Avereiii I\>lucca. On tlic 2Sth avc met 
'JVuxillo at Las Cruces, and scatfci'od 
]»im and Iiis fifteen Iinndrcd men to the 
Avinds of hcaATii. Two days later avo 
Avere in sight of Mexico.” 

The captain paused. His delivery 
during the latter part of the nari'ativo 
had been huTried and broken; he Avas 
evidently much excited by the roca- 
pitnlation of the stirring scenes in 
which lie had mingled. With visible 
effort he resumed— 

“Ah, Mexico, estrella del mundo! 
Well might thy beauty and brilliancy 
dazzle the judgment of the poor cura, 
Hidalgo seemed to lose his head. In¬ 
stead of marchingatonce upon the city, 
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lie sejit General Xiuicnes with a sam- 
raODS to it to surrender. Ximcncs, the 
greatest poltroon that ever disgraced 
an epaulet, came back with the most 
exaggerated stories pf the formidable 
preparations that >vcre making to re¬ 
ceive us. This disconcerted Hidalgo; 
and on the top of that out carac a 
whole regiment of priests and shave¬ 
lings, sent by the Viceroy, and they 
talked to Hidalgo about hell-fire and 
such like, till he swore it would be 
the most frightful sacrilege to deliver 
tij) Mexico, the seat of our holy reli¬ 
gion and of all piety, to the tjtnic /r- 
nwionale. Moreover, we learned that 
Callija liad beaten Sanchez at Que- 
retaro, and effected a junction with 
Cadena. Holy virgin ! ” groaned 
Jago. “ Hidalgo acted like a mad¬ 
man. Instead of taking i)osscssioa 
<»f Mexico with Ins hundred and teu 
thousand Indians and four thousand 
troops of the line, which he might 
have done without opposition, he 
ordered a retreat, after we had been a 
whole day staring at the city like 
gaping idiots. Vanegas was already 
on tlic .start for Vera Cruz witli his 
two tlionsand men. Allciule, all of 
us, begged, prayed, entreated; but it 
was of no use—retreat w(5 did, and 
at Aculeo ran right into the jaws of 
Calleja and Cadcua. 

“ 1 was in Allcnde’s division,” con¬ 
tinued Jago. “Tliat chief sent (Jeuo- 
ral Ximenos with a despatch to Hi¬ 
dalgo, and I was ordered to attend 
him. His excellency, Hidalgo that 
is to say, was stationed on the hill of 
Aculeo, surrounded by his staft*; and 
close beside him were the fourteen 
canron.s that comiiosed our whole ar¬ 
tillery. It "ivas on the 7th of No¬ 
vember, Wo were scarcely fifty ])aces 
from Allende and his aide-de-camps, 
when Ximencs turned to me and 
handed me the despatch^ which was 
written on an agave leaf. 

“ ‘ Go,’ .said he, ‘ and delivci* this 
to General Hidalgo.’ 

“ I stared at him in nstonish- 
incnt. 

“ ‘But, General’-said I. 

“ ‘ But me no bnts. I sewed ten 
3 '’cats in his majesty’s troops and 
never used the word. Away with 
you.’ 

The stylo had altered. Our op¬ 
pressors and enemies were suddenly 


converted into his majesty’s troops. 
I said nothing, however, but went 
forward with the despatch, while the 
general turned back. To say the 
truth, lie looked rather knocked up— 
and no wonder, for it was the raiuy 
season, the roads w'cro dreadfully 
bad, our marches had been long and 
fatiguing, and time for rest scanty, 
rerhaps, too, he Jiad no stomach for 
the bullets of the Gachuphis, wdio now 
api)eare(l advancing like -walls of 
])olislied steel from the direction of 
Aculeo. It was curious to observe 
the astonishment and childish delight 
of onr Indians, who for the first time 
in their lives liohcld an army drawn 
ii]» in rank and with its artillery 
and cavalry. They danced and juniji- 
ed about for joy ; and soon begun lo 
use their slings, and hurl showers of 
stones at the Spaniards, who had 
halted, evidently startled aiid intimi¬ 
dated by our numbers. But the stones 
and aiTows whistled about their ears, 
and there ivas nothing for it but to 
fight. As I w'iis riding across, at full 
gallop, to Hidalgo’s position, the 
S])anish skirraishens spread them¬ 
selves out along the cactus hedges 
and ov<T tlic aloe fields, and pulled 
and ]) 0 ]jped away. The tiring soon 
became warm, as more miipielets and 
ca(;:adorcs joined in it; and from out 
of every ditcli and hollow, from be¬ 
hind each bush and tree, the bullets 
came whistling, Suthhml}', in tlie 
background, there glared a dozen 
streams of fire, looking white in the. 
broad daylight, and accompanied b\' 
a ligiit grey smoke, and down went a 
few score of Indians, never to stand 
up again in this life. The infernal 
music became cacli inomont louder. 
Thii smoke W'as thickest and the fire 
hottest around the rising ground on 
which llhlalgo had stationed hiniseli', 
with our regiments of Zelaya and Val¬ 
ladolid ill his front, th(^ Keyna and 
Principo cavalry covering tlie flanks. 
As 1 approached the hillock, a body 
of ten thousand Indians, furious at the 
murderous fire kept up by the enemy's 
artillery, nif^hcd forward like a herd 
of wild buffaloes, bearing down all 
opposition by their mere mass and 
weight. The foremost had already 
reached the guns, and as they luid 
never before in thek lives seen such 
things, what did the poor devils do 
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b^t tal^c off their straw hats and tiy 
to stop up the mouths of the cannon ! 
Just tpcii tip came a regiment of the 
enemy’s cavalry, dashed amongst 
them, and scattered them like chaff. 
All was confusion on this part of tiie 
line; but our troops in front of the 
hillock still stood firm and unbroken. 

“ ‘ Where is he V enquired a Span¬ 
ish major, who at that moment rode 
up b(!side me, leaning forward in his 
saddle, his feet firm in tin*, stirrups, 
his hand clutching his charger's mane. 
I fhew not -wiioin lie meant; but he 
had scarcely uttered the words when 
he slid gently off his horse into the 
dust. A bullet liad struck him—his 
race was run. My horse was nearly 
dead w ith fatigue. I Jumped off’ and 
got upon that of the Siianiard. 
Scarcely was the exchange eifcclcd, 
when 1 heard a harsh high-toned 
voice, like that of a gailina/a», issuing 
from the centre of a cloud of smoke. 

“ ‘ Advlantt I Forward !’ it cried. 

“ I knew the tones; the^' were those 
of Mexico’s destroying angel. I gave 
my horse the spnr; but T was already 
ill the middle of the enemy’s lancers, 
who swe]>t me along w ith them as a 
w liirlwiiid docs a feather. On a sud¬ 
den there appeared llirougli the smoke 
tlie horses’ lieads and glittering sabres 
of the patriot cai'ahy. There Avas a 
crash—a few dozen pistol-shots—a 
hundred thousand curses; the Sjiau- 
iiirds had cliarged and broken through 
them. 

“ ‘ Ar/Wa/z/c/’ again screamed the 
sharp screeching voice. Adihmiel 
Alufm la gavdla! Par la honra de su 
Mayestad^ y de hi santiashna Vinjmy 
y del Uedentor de. Atolnietp ' ’ 

“ A Spaniard alwa3^s thinks first of 
his king, then of the Virgin, and in 
the last i>lacc of his (lod; and Cal- 
Icja is a true Spaniard. lie Avas 
deadly pale, and scorned rather to 
hang than sit upon his saddle; tVom 
his right Avrist dangled his sabre; his 
left hand held a rosary and a relic of 
pome kind, Avhich he kissed repeated¬ 
ly, while lus face avus horribly dis¬ 
torted Avith rage and anxict3\ 

“ The regiments of Zeluya and Val¬ 
ladolid stood like Avails ; Avhen a man 
fell, one of the oflSccra sprang from the 
centre of the square to supply Ids 
place. 

“ '‘Adelante^ soldados^por la honra 


de su MagestadP croaked Calleja, 
Ayho was foami^g and writhing with 
fuiy. At that moment up came an¬ 
other swarm of at least ten thousand 
Indians from the left wing, eager to 
seek safety behind the soldiers from 
the murderous fire of the artillery, 
Tlic regiment of lancers wheeled to 
the right, allowed the Indians to pass, 
and then, loAA^eriiig their lances, drove 
the defenceless mob upon the bayonets 
of their own friends. In an instant 
the s<inares Avere broken. Adtos^ 
AJexico ! 

“ I'lie cries of rage of tlie patriots, 
and the shouts of triumph of our foes, 
still ring in luy cars. Thanks to the 
goodness of my horse, I escaped the 
slaughter that ensued: and, taking 
the road to (luauaxato, soon found 
in^^self Avith Allcnde, the only one of 
our generals who had not lost all 
jiulginent and presence of mind. But 
lie Avas no longer the same man ; a 
giiost, a skeleton, Avas he; the last 
eight da^'s had tunied his hair Avhitc. 
He still hoped, hoAv^cver, to make head 
against the eueiiiy and save Guan- 
axalo. With five thousand Indians, 
and eight hundred recruits, lie gave 
them battle. We fouglit like lions 
over their Avhe]i)s—but all in vain! 
The odds were too great. Hidalgo 
in his ])aiiic had already /led to Gua¬ 
dalajara, ami left ns in the lurch. We 
w ere obliged to folloAv. 

“ Four da^’s after the battle of 
Marfil, Allcnde said to me—‘Jago, 
for (iod and the saints’ sake, go back 
to (iuauaxnto, and see hoAv it fares 
Aviih t.h(i unfoi tuuate cit}'’! Go, Jago, 
for heaven’s sake, go!’ 

“Ilis hair stood on end, and the 
sweat broke out on his forehead, as 
he spoke. I understood Avhat w^as 
passing in his mind, and shuddered. 
Taking fifty mounted Indians Avith 
me, I set out^though I w^ould as soon 
have gone to hell itsi'lf. Guanaxato 
had received us on our advance Avith 
open anns; fourteen hundred Gachu- 
l)ius had fallen at the storming of the 
Alhondega. After that, its fate Avas 
no longer doubtful. But I had hot 
expected auy thing so bad as l fouhdi 

“ AUeiide had ordered mis to use 
haste, and I obeyed his orders. On 
the second day after leaving him, we 
rode into Burras; four leagues from 
Guanaxato. A solitary Zamba showed 
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heraelf like a spectre at the door of 
the venta. She was the first human 
being we had seen during our two 
days’ march, and the only one in the 
whole village. 

‘ All is quiet, scfiorcs,’ said she 
in a hollow shuddering tone, pointing 
with her meagre hand towards the 
neighbouring Canada^ or gully. I 
looked into it. Holy God! it was 
blood red; filled with a crimson slime. 
It was running with gore. 

“‘For three clays past,’ grinned 
the Zamba, ‘it runs thus.’ 

“ I threw away the glass of aguar¬ 
diente she had brought luo, for it 
smelled of blood. Thousands, hun¬ 
dreds of thousands of gallinazos, 
coyotes, and zepilots, were arriving 
from ail quarters, and prowling, nin- 
ning, and flying in the direction of ti»o 
unfortunate town. 

“ It was a cool November morning 
on which we ai)proached Guariaxato; 
the air was clear and transparent, the 
heavens were a bright blue ; over the 
cafiada there floated a cloud of light 
greyish vapour that extended a full 
league; here and there, this vapour 
seemed to assume a reddish tinge, 
and then a steam like the smoke of 
burning sulphur gave such a look of 
chaos to the atmosphere, that it seem¬ 
ed as if the devils of all tlic seventeen 
hells had been roasting beneath. Now 
and then a flame flickered out of the 
vapour; it was a foul and revolting 
spectacle. 

“ It was over the suburb of Guan- 
axato, Marfil by name, and over 
Guanaxato itself, the rich city of 
60,000 inhabitants, that this long 
bank of exhalation hung like a ])all. 
What the place resembled when wc 
entered it, I can hardly say, for Cal- 
leja had been there, and had sat in 
judgment on the devoted town. In 
city and suburb, in the mines and 
foundcrics, all was hushed; not a blow 
of a hammer was heard, not a whficl 
was turning; no footsteps nor voice 
broke the unnatural stillness. Wc 
entered the suburb, and the signs of 
the festival of blood began to multi¬ 
ply themselves; dead bodies became 
more plentiful; here and there the 
cailada was choked up with them; 
while, in other places, broken bag¬ 
gages waggon.^, dead mules and horses, 
were lying in picturcsfjuc confusion. 


Wolves and cam'on birds were tear¬ 
ing and rending the bodies of the 
unfortunate patriots. From one wall 
near the entrance of the town a hun¬ 
dred Indians were hanging; a little 
further on, a like number had been 
literally torn in pieces as if by wild 
horses, and their heads and limbs lay 
scattered about, so frightfully mangled 
that even the coyotes turned aside 
and left them. A fine feast day must 
that have been for Calleja, thought I 
—but pshaw! we had as yet sq|n 
nothing. 

“ The bridge over the caHada had 
been broken down, but a new one re¬ 
placed it; the piles consisted of hu¬ 
man bodies, upon which boards were 
laid. We were now in the city itself. 
Truly, they had made clean work of 
it. Of the thousands of houses that 
had nestled themselves along the 
banks of the stream, nought remained 
but fragments of blackened Widl and 
smoking timber. Among these ruins 
were other things, fat stinking things, 
stumps and shapeless masses, which 
lay scattered, and in some places piled 
up, amid the recking embers. We 
took them at first for stones and 
pieces of rock; but we w'erc mistaken. 
They were the roasted carcasses of 
Guanaxato’s wretched inhabitants— 
hideous lumps! the feet, hands, and 
heads burnt away, the bodies baked 
by the fire. Tn many of tlie huts, or 
at least on the places where the huts 
liad stood, heaps of these bodies had 
burnt together in one pestilential 
mass, and now emitted an unbearable 
stench. Not a living human crea¬ 
ture to be seen, but thousands of 
wolves and vultures; although even 
these neither snarled nor screamed, 
but seemed almost as if they felt the 
desolation by which they were sur¬ 
rounded. My Indians did not utter 
a word ; our mules scarcely dared to 
set their feet down; tlicy pricked 
their ears, bristled up their manes, 
refused to advance, shyed, and some 
even fell. No wonder. Their path 
lay over corpses I 

“ We reached the Plaza Mayor. It 
was there that Calleja had held his 
chief banquet, and wallowed with his 
Spaniards in Mexican blood. We 
waded tlirough a red slime which co¬ 
vered the whole square to the depth 
of six inches; the bodies were heaped 
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up like maize sacks. In the Alhon- 
dcga wc found a thousand young gii’Is 
in a state—God be merciful to our 
poor souls! The Gachupins had first 
brutally outraged, and then slain 
them, but slain them in a manner— 
Jesusy Mariay y Jose! Can it be true 
that Spaniards are born of -woman? 
Seilores! on the market-place alone, 
fourteen thousand Mexicans, young 
women, matrons and children, and 
men both young and old, had been 
butchered with every refinement of 
cruelty. It would have taken too 
much powder to have shot them, 
quoth Calleja, and forsooth the rebels 
were not worth the outlay. 

“* Wc had seen enough,” continued 
Jago, over wliosc cheeks burning 
tears were now running, while his 
voice was choked with rage. “It 
was not the first time wc Jiad seen 
bloodshed, and onr stomachs could 
hear something, but tliks was too 
much. AVc turned back to Guadala¬ 
jara more dead than alive, 

“ What followed is scarce ■’./orth 
relating. We strove to make another 
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stand, brought down forty-three can¬ 
nons from San Bias, and fortified our¬ 
selves at the bridge of Calderon; but 
all in vain! The angel of death had 
marked us for his prey; Guanaxato 
had quenched our courage; we were 
no longer the same men. At one mo¬ 
ment there seemed still a chance of 
victory and revenge. Our Indiana, 
who fought like tigers, although with¬ 
out order or discipline, made a despe¬ 
rate charge upon Calleja’s army. The 
whole line gave way; the fight was 
won. At that very instant an ammu¬ 
nition-waggon blew up; the Indians 
thought that Satan himself was come 
amongst them, were seized with a 
panic, and took to flight; the Ga- 
chui)in3 plucked up courage ; a fresh 
regiment, which Calleja had kept in 
reserve, charged vigorousl 3 \ All was 
over. 

“ It was plain that Hidalgo’s star 
had set. He fled, poor fellow! was 
betrayed and delivered up by his own 
countrymen. But basta! The account 
was closed for the year one thousand 
eight hundred and eleven.” 
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Chapter the Twentieth. 


** Even as they fell, in flies they lay; 

Like the mower's grass at the close of day, 

Wlicn Ilia work is done on the lovell'd plain, 

Such was the fall of the foremost Bloin.” 

Siege of Corinth. 


The patriot captain’s animated nar¬ 
rative had not failed to make a lively 
impression on his hearers, at the 
same time that it worked a remark¬ 
able change in Ins own appearance. 
Strongly excited by the recollections 
it called up, the disagreeable and ra¬ 
ther mean expression of his tawny 
pli^^siognoiny vanished, his forehead 
seemed to cxjiand, and a sarcastic 
and scornful smile that at times play¬ 
ed over his features gave him an air 
of superiority to his hearers, as, with 
that extraordinary flexibility of organ 
that is to be remarked in southern 
nations, he narrated the various stir¬ 
ring events of the first patriot cam¬ 
paign ; the struggles and sufferings of 
his countrymen, the unbounded cru¬ 
elty and excesses of their ruthless 
oppressors. There was a pause when 
he finished speaking, which was 
shortly broken by the report of a 


musket in the adjacent wood. Jago 
started, and listened. A second and 
a third rcjiort followed. 

JS]isencordia ! Los Gachupinos ! ” 
shouted the captain, springing upon a 
fragment of rock, and rolling his eyes 
wildly around. “ They are upon us ! 
Hun, Mateo, Hippolito I See what 
they are, and whence they come. 
Hun, I say > Have you lead at your 
heels ? ” 

The two Zambos set themselves in 
motion, but presently paused, and 
seemed unwilling to proceed. Jago 
drew a small silver whistle from las 
girdle, and blew it with all the power 
of Ids lungs. 

“ The saints be with us,” he ex¬ 
claimed, “ and thou in particular, 
blessed St Martin ! If they come from 
the direction of Tesmelucos, then are 
we peppered and salted. Holy Virgin 
of Guadalupe! A silver candlestick 
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and t6ii Trax tkpers, an inch thick, so 
soon as I cah obtain tliera, if* thou 
"Wilt delirer us fi'om this strait!” 

lie was interrupted in his ejacula¬ 
tions by the sound of a rolley of stnall 
arms from the w 60 d, and the next 
Jnstant a herd of half-naked Indians, 
Metises and Zambos, with scarcely 
any clothing but sheepskins round 
their bodies, and straw-hats upon 
their heads, rushed out from under 
the trees, closely pursued by the dra¬ 
goons of the regiment of EspaRa, who 
began to gallop along the edge of the 
plateau, and surround the open space 
on all sides. The arrieros, at the 
very first beginning of the firing, had 
placed their mules and themselves in 
safety behind the rock, concealed in 
thc^ thicket of dwarf-oak and pines, 
Jago had spoken once or twice to 
them and to the servants in a low 
and urgent tone, but his whisperings 
produced no visible effect. 

'•'‘Pot todos snntosl^'* cried he to 
his Indians, “ to the right, children, 
Nombre de Dios! or you axi) all lost. 
Jesus Maria! they do not hear! ” 

The unfortunate patriots, who had 
been surprised during their siesta, 
now came running out of the wood in 
great numbers, with the remainder of 
the squadron of dragoons at their 
heels. Upon finding themselves cut 
off from the path down the barranca, 
they set up a frightful howl, and <Us- 
persed to the right and left, vainly 
endeavouring to escape tlie troopers, 
who formed line, and, with furious 
sabre-cuts, and loud shouts of “ Viva 
el Key!’ di’ove the fugitives before 
them like a flock of sheep. 

, Don Manuel, who remained beside 
his mules and attendants, had at first 
witnessed this Inhuman hunt with 
more curidsity than sytepathy; but 
when the dragoons began to cut and 
slash among the defenceless Indians, 
the scene evidently became painful to 
him; his eyes flashed, his cheeks 
glowed, his features expressed the 
utmost indignation and anger. 

The Indians were caught as in a 
trap; precipices on the one side, an 
implacable and bloodthirsty enemy ou 
the^other.^ Each moment dragoons 
niauc their appearance out of the 
by ones and twos, driving more 
before them. At last, when 
d Iktter tbuud themselves pressed 


together in one dense body, they 
made a desperate ctfdrt to break 
through their enemies and ghin the 
entrance of the barranca. But the 
dragoons saw their object, aiid has¬ 
tened to frustrate it, Strengtlieiliilg 
their ranks on that side, they com¬ 
pletely surrounded the Indians, and 
commenced an indiscriminate and 
barbarous slaughter. The more the 
Victims sought to escape their perse¬ 
cutors, the more dense became their 
mass, and the more fatal the blows of 
the Spaniards. There were between 
five and six hundred of the patriots. 
On a sudden, and as if by a general 
im])ulse, the unfortunate wretches 
tlircAV tlicinselvcs upon their knees, 
raised th(3ir clasped hands, and, in 
heait-ronding tones, sued for mercy. 

“ Cuartel! par d ajnor de Dios^ 
cuartel! ” 

“ Buen viage a los wflernos!" was 
the savage reply of the dragoons, and 
heads and hands fell in all directions. 

“ Infernal viUaius! ” exclaimed Don 
Manuel, overcome by his indignation 
at the barbarity of the soldiery. And 
hardly were the words spoken, when, 
by an iiicontrollable impulse, he raised 
the pistols he still held in his hands, 
and lired them at tlie dragoons; then 
hurrying to one of the mules, he 
snatched another brace from tlie hol¬ 
sters attached to the saddle. 

Por el amor de J)ios! Por la 
santissima rnadre! Think of your 
mother, think of the count, of El¬ 
vira!” implored Alonzo, throwing 
his arms round his young master. 

“Stand oil'!” shouted the youth 
fiercely; “or by the living God I 
shoot you on the spot, sooner tliaii 
let this inhuman butchery continue.” 

rushing the servant violently from 
him, he sprang forward and discharged 
his two other pistols. Two dragoons 
fell from tlicir saddles. 

“ Holy virgin 1” exclaimed the old 
serving man, “ he will be the ruin of 
himself, of his family, of all of ns. 
But it is too late to back out. Take 
good aim, Bedro, Cosmo.” And the 
three men fired their carbines, while 
,Tngo and the muleteers, hastily fol¬ 
lowing their example with their tra- 
bucos, half a dozen of the Spaniai’ds 
bit the dust. 

A short pause ensued. The shots 
from the thicket had come like a 
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thunderbolt upoil tho ihhunian dra¬ 
goons and their victims. The latter 
stared for a few seconds wildly around 
them, as if uncertain whence came 
the uhexpected succour. Their inde¬ 
cision was put an end to by Jago. 

^'^Ahajo con ellos P' shouted he in a 
voice of thunder. “ Down with the 
dogs!” 

And at the word, the Indians, 
rousing fi'oni their apath}*', threw 
theinsclvee upon the dead and wound¬ 
ed Spaniards, wrested their weapons 
from tlieni in spite of the murderous 
blows of the other dragoons, and in 
their turn assumed tho offensive. Don 
Manners blood was now thoroughly 
heated with the fight. Every shot 
that was fired at this elevation of ten 
thousand feet above the sea, rolled 
and rattled its echoes round the hills 
in long-continued thunder, and added 
to the din and excitement of the 
scene. 

“ Arc you loaded ?” cried the young 
nobleman, as he shot do^vn the first 
man of a detachment which wab ad¬ 
vancing to attack the new foe in his 
ambush. Servants and miiietecrs fol¬ 
lowed his example, five more saddles 
Averc emptied, and immediately the 
Indians tbrcAv themselves uj>oii the 
fallen, regardless of woinuis, and 
seized tlioir sabres and carbines. I'hc 
light grew more furious in proj)ortiou 
as tho sides became more ccjual. 

“ Thanks be to God and to 3 ''om‘ 
SeHoria, our time is come !” ninrniur- 
cd Jago. And Avith the cry of “Death 
to the Gachuiiins!” he sprang from 
his cover, and fell Avith a tiger’s leap 
upon the dragoons. Tlie. latter began 
to lose ground ; for Avhilc tAvciity ]>a- 
triots, now avcII amed, tbnnd them 
occnj)ation in front, Imndrcda of others 
attacked them on the flanks and in 
rear, climbing upon the cruppers of 
the horses, clasping the riders round 
the body, and dragging them from 
the saddle. Even the wounded twined 
their bleeding and mutilated limbs 
round tl»c horses’ legs, and made their 
sharp teeth meet in the very iniis(ile 
of the brutes, till the gi'oans of pain 
of the latt^ were heard mingling Avith 
the cries of the combatants. Jt Avas 
a frightful group; the Indians aa'^ci'c 
become incai-nate fiends. The dra¬ 
goons had no room to use their wea¬ 
pons ; they could scarcely move; men 
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ahd horses welt Mih ih- 

didns, tvho cl^i^ to tn'enl like so hlMy 
anacondas. . Hardly ten ihinutes iia& 
elapsOd, and therO were not thirty- 
men left Oh their horstes. 

Don Manuel had belield with hor¬ 
ror this outbreak of Indian ftify. 
Springing forAA'ard he shoUte'd ,to the 
patriots, in a loud voice, to desist. 

“I>eath to thetrditOr!” cried tho 
Spanish comniandant, AVhO Was Still 
fighting desperately at the head of tho 
remnant of his squadron. “ 
repeated he, as no fired off his last 
pistol at Manuel. He missed hindi 
and had just raised hSs sabre to repair 
the badness of his aim, when a blow 
from a club brought horse and rider 
to the ground 

“Hold yoUr hands 1” cried the young 
nobleman. “ Hold, and give quar¬ 
ter ! ” 

“ El ttempo de la mansedtmbre sc 
ha pasaflo !" muttered Jago and hia 
Indians. “ The day of mercy is long 
gone by.” 

“ By the eternal God, I will split 
the skull of the first who strikes an¬ 
other blow I” shouted Maniihl. 

But his endeavours to suspend the 
slaughter were fruitless. His voice 
Avas drowned amid the furious yells of 
tho Indians. At that very moment 
the vesper bells from Cholula edme 
sounding up the mountain, and those 
of the various villages of the plain 
chimed in with an indescribably peace¬ 
ful and soothing ha^'mony. 

“Avc Maria!” exclaimed a hun¬ 
dred Indian voices. “Ave Maria 1” 
repented Metises and Zambos; and 
all, friends and foes, let their blood- 
dripping hands sink, and bending 
their wild, excited gaze upon the 
earth, clasped and kissed tile medals 
of the Virgin of Guadalupe which werb 
hung round tlicir necks, and in tones 
of musical monotony began to pray— 
“ Aa'c Maria, audi nos peccadoresl” 
All heads were bowed, all hands 
folded; and, kneeling upon the corpses 
of the slain, these raging foes im¬ 
plored, in humble formula, forgivenesk 
for themselves and their erring fellow- 
creatures. 

T!ic shades of evening had spread 
themselves over valley and plain : ih 
the barranca it Was Alfbkdy darkest 
night; but the mountains of tho Sierra 
Madre still glowed in the red rays of 
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time multi- 
and ynitures rose up^n 
j^fngifng their^reamswith 
)ans of tie dyii^g and the ago- 
cries of the wounded.- Every 
^^camstance seemed to unite to ren- 
■4er the scene in the highest degree 
flublime and horrible. . 

The bells ceased ringing, and scarce¬ 
ly had the echoes of their last chime 
died away, when the Indians arose 
from their devotional posture, gazed 
at each other for a moment with lower¬ 
ing and significant glances, and then, 
without uttering a word, sprang upon 
the few remaining dragoons with an 
eager rage and greed of blood, that 
scarcely seemed human. In a few 
. seconds not one of the Spaniards was 
left alive. To a man they had been 
stabbed and strangled by their inve¬ 
terate and unappeasable foes. 


the principal incident of the pre¬ 
ceding chapter is, we apprehend, of 
pecujiar. dramatic merit and boldness 
of Conception." A young nobleman, 
whose preddoctions and prejudices are 
strongly enlisted on the side of the 
oppressors, has the better feelings of 
his nature i-oused into action by the 
cruelties he sees inflicted on the op- 
■pressed, and, forgetful of selfisli intc- 
• rests, strilces boldly in on the weaker 
side. The moment of excitement over, 
a reaction takes place, the stronger, 
perhaps, on account of the cruel repri¬ 
sals exercised by the uncivilized In¬ 
dians, and still more ferocious half- 
castes; and while the patriots ar <4 
riding the dead bodies of the dragoons, 
and their chief is reading somej)apcrs 
he has found in the pocket of the 
Spanish commandant, Don Manuel 
bitterly deplores the act of precipita¬ 
tion that has blasted all the hopes of 
his love and ambition. 

While the various actors in the 
scene are thus employed, tiago’s prac¬ 
tised ear detects a faint murmur and 
rattle in the barranca, occasioned by 
the approach of ano^er squadron of 
cavalry under command of the Conde 
Carlos. The dragoons, alarmed by 
■ the firiug, have loft their horses below 
and slung their heavy boots over their 
shoulders, in order to anive more 
speedily to the assistance of their com- 
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radfifi By a'skilfuldispositionofliis Jn- 
dianls, the patriot captain suiTOundsthe 
Spaniards before they emerge from 
the' difficult ^oad up the barranca, and 
while they are panting and exhausted 
with the steep ascent. This is effected 
in spite of a desperate attempt of Don 
Manuel to warn them of their danger. 
At the moment, however, that they 
arc, to all appearance, about to be 
extenuinated by a volley from the 
patriots, Jago cries out to hold and 
give quarter, for that they are Creoles 
and friends. Count Carlos, with a ciy 
of “Viva el Key!” rushes forward 
to charge the foe, but his men hang 
back, and resist all his efforts to make 
them advance. Jago gives him proofs 
of the destruction of the other squad¬ 
ron, and offers him and his men their 
lives, and honourable treatment as 
prLsoners of war. These conditions 
the Conde is compellgd to accept; but, 
previously to doing so, he demands 
whose word is plighted to him for their 
due fulfilment. Jago descends the 
rocky path, and whispers a few words 
in his ear, the effect of which is to 
make Carlos start back and salute tlio 
I)atriot captain with far more respect 
than a young aristocrat could have 
been expected to "show to a mule- 
driver. 

Considering that neither Spain nor 
Mexico are very safe countries for 
Don Manuel after what has oefeurred, 
Jago offers to have him put safcly^ on 
board an English or American ves¬ 
sel ; but the young man is too much 
agitated to decide upon any thing. 
Preparations are now made to leave 
the scene of the recent conflict, pre¬ 
viously to which, however, manj’^ of 
the dragoons jop the ranks of the 
patriots. To this Count Carlos ob¬ 
jects, as contrary to the condition^. 

“ It is the men’s own wish,” replied 
Jago in a jesting tone. “ We fight 
for liberty, Conde, and it were hard' 
measure to refuse it to our new allies.” 

And smiling significantly, ho lifted 
up his voice and sang— 

Amigos, la libertad 
Nos llama a la lid, 

Juremos por ella 
Morir como el Cid! ” 


“ Good GodI ” exclaimed the count, 
“ that voice! Pedrillo!" 

Before Carlos has recovered from 








aod hol- 

g^ir become of a 

'fire we ?" enquired Don 
his bearer, as the latter at 
Jilltaat him down upon his feet. 

Calladf Silence i” replied the In^ 
pointing dojv^h into the depth 
below, from which a ah&ut was heard, 
scarcely audible in the noise of the 
ton'ont. “ CaUadP' he repeated, as 
he fixed his lasso dexterously under 
Don Manners arms, and, lifti^ him 
over a rock, lowered him to depth 
of thirty feet. Himself following 
by the like ijieai^, he perched the 
young man upon his shoulders in the 
same unceremonious manner as be¬ 
fore, and began a rapid descent into 
the frightful bairanca. 

“ Vigilancia /” cried a voice. “ Half 
a foo/s breadth and no more; the 
Virgin help those who require a whole 
one?’ 


commanded a second 
apeaker. “ Caballitos for the Cre¬ 
oles ; a good jouniey to the Gachu- 

pins.” 

The warning and the command had 
alike reference to an unhewn tree- 
triink thrown across the gulf that was 
now to be traversed.' The order had 
hai'dly been given, when Manuel 
found himself transferred to tlie 
Moulders of a fresh Indian, who, 
without looking to the right or left, 
rotted, rather than walked over the 
perilous bridge. In tlie awful chasm 
beneath them, the water chafed and 
roared, conceded from view by the 
most luxuriant foliage and creeping 

f loats. On the further side of the 
ridge, several Indians were already 
St^ding. 

“ Oiollof Are you a Cre¬ 
ole?” said a rough voice in rear of 
Dou Manuel, and then the shaking of 
the tree-trunk gave notice that a se¬ 
cond caballito, with a man upon his 
back, was accomplishing the danger¬ 
ous passage. Again the question was 
put, but this time the answer was 
scarcely out of the mouth of the un¬ 
fortunate Spaniard, when the excla- 
' motion of “ Malditi^^Oochupm /" and 
an agonized cry of Maria y 

were accompanied by a heavy 
fall and rattle amongsMhe branches. 

who was now in safety on 
(im/artlicr side of the barranca, gazed 


tmhi^pipy wi^h, 
whose death scream rose ehrm and 
wild the depths of the abyss. 
Before he had time to utter a word, 
he was again seized and carried along 
as rapidly and unceremoniously as if 
he hM been a cliUd of two yeara* old. 
A few more single shrieks were heard, 
each more faint and distant, until at 
last they ceased altogether. 

The heat of the terra caliente, Which 
the party had recently entered, began 
to change rapidly into the cold of the 
tierra fria, while a wreath of white 
fog I'ound the summit of a neighbour¬ 
ing mountain indicated the approach 
of dawn. In the barrancas it was 
still dark night. Here and there ap¬ 
peared heaps of snow, which became 
more numerous as the climbers ascend*- 
cd, until at last the whole mountain 
was one field of ice. As the daylight 
increased, a mass of snow-covered 
mountain appeared upon the left, 
spreading out like a huge winding- 
sheet, while to the right a still loftier 
peak caught the fii'st beams of the 
morning sun. But the beams were 
pale, and the tints grey; all around 
was mist and icy cold. 

“ Par Dios.'” exclaimed Don Ma¬ 
nuel ; “ Where is the Conde Carlos? 
Where are Alonzo, C#snioV” 

“ Forward !” commanded a voice. 

“ I ask where is the CondeCarlos ? ” 
repeated tl»e young nobleman, who 
remarked, to his horror, that tlie party, 
which had set out more than four 
hundred strong, now consisted only 
of seventy Indhins and twenty or 
thirty di'agoous. He had been un¬ 
conscious, owing to the darkness and 
to his agitation of mind, of the sepa¬ 
ration that bad taken place upon the 
plateau. No answer w^as vouchsafed 
to his question. They had arrived at 
the edge of a deep precipice, which 
stopped their further progress. 

Lassos! ” cried the same voice as 
before. 

One of the Indians fastened the 
end oLhis lasso round his own body, 
gave the ring at the other extt|piity 
to a comrade, and was lowered over 
the ])recipicc. A second laasb was 
made fast to the ring of the first, a 
thii'd, a fourth, a fifth were added in 
like manner, until the Indian had dis¬ 
appeared in the fog, and it was only 
known by his ^shout when ho had 
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found a footing. Another Indian, and 
another, followed in the same waj, 
with-as much safety and speed as if 
they had been so many cotton bales 
Jet down from the top floor of a ware¬ 
house, 

“ Vuestra >S'enom,” said one of the 
patiiots to Don Manuel, pointing to 
this new kind of ladder, and making 
a sign to ^in Indian. The next mo- 
tnent the ypiuig nobleman also had 
vanished in the mist. Man followed 
man, and the last who went down 
gave each of the five guides a cigar, 
laid his Anger on his lips, and hasten¬ 
ed after his companions. 

Tlie descent thus strangely com¬ 
menced, was continued for some time 
without incident, and the sun was 
just rising above the mountains, when 
the patriot detachment came in siglit 
of a moderately deep barranca, along 
the side of which stood a rancho^ or 
Indian village, composed of doorless 
and windowless huts, built of tree 
trunks, and thatched with palm leaves. 
Each of the humble dwellings was 
surrounded by its cactus hedge, en¬ 
closing an intinitc variety of gorgeous 
tropical flowers, v hich otiered a strik¬ 
ing contrast with tlie adjacent poverty 
and filth. From the elevation on which 
the patriots stood, a chapehvith snow- 
white walla, buried amidst centenary 
cypresses, was A isiblc, as also some 
other buildings of various sizes, ap¬ 
parently belonging to an hacienda or 
plantation. 

The party descended rapidly but 
cautiously towimis the village, headed 
by a young Creole, who now, for the 
first time during their march, attracted 
Don Manuel’s attention, and under 
whose unbuttonodfrock-coat were visi¬ 
ble the blue uniform and wliite facings 
of the patriots, and the ift^gnia of a 
fiold-oflicer. The morning^ass was 
just over, and the villag(f*SUve with 
Indians—men, women, and children— 
who crowded round the detachment 
with joyous welcome and vociferous 
greetings. 

I*' the midst of the bustle, the sound 
of voices was suddenly heard ap- 
'proaching the village from the oppo¬ 
site side, and presently the advanced 
guard of a corps of patriots came in 
sight. Those w^erc followed by seve¬ 
ral officers of distinguished appear¬ 
ance, clothed in rich staff uniforms, 


and amoi*gst/^ih^ the Oonde Caiio^. 
Then came tfip main body, number¬ 
ing about five hundred men, all well 
armed and equipped. They were for 
the most part Indians, Metises, and 
Zambos from the southern provinces, 
powerful well-built 'fellows, who, in 
spite of their long march, catfte on 
with a light Step and a proud glanc^. 
From lime to time there was a shout 
of “ Vim VicinU Guererol Viva 
nucstro general J'"' 

Oddly enough, as it struck-Don 
ManUel, our old acquaintance, Cap¬ 
tain Jago, was walking among the 
brilliant train of staff-officers, still 
attired in his shabby rnahga^ although 
he had found means to renew the 
covering of his feet. 

“ All 1 Don Manuel 1” cried the 
with a somewhat malicious smile, and 
fixing his eyes on the now tattered 
shoes and garb of the young cavalier, 
“ You were doubtless not over well- 
pleased with your last night’s march; 
but we could not help it, and your 
friend the Count Carlos has fared no 
better, I trust, however, that my 
commands were obeyed, and that 
Major Galeana took ^ possible care 
of you?" 

“ Major Galeana take care of me I” 
repeated the youth indignantly, hfs 
blood again getting up at the remem¬ 
brance of tlie rough handling ho had 
experienced. 

“ My orders have been obeyed, I 
hope," resumed Jago. 

“ Thy orders obeyed, knave!” in- 
teniptcd Don Manuel bitterly, with¬ 
out letting Jago finish his jihrase. 

“ Mexico calls mo Viednte Gue- 
ivro,” was the dry but dignified reply 
of the ex-airiero ; “ and hencefor¬ 
ward I must beg of your young se- 
fioria to address me by that name.” 

And with these words, the former 
muleteer, now suddenly transformed 
into one of Mexico’s most distinguish¬ 
ed generals, turned his back upon the 
astonished Don Manuel, amidst the 
loud laughter of the bystanders. 

“ Let the men get their breakfast 
at once,” continued Guerdro to Major 
Galeana, so that they may have at 
least three lioiirs’ siesta. Be kind 
enough to give me a cigar,” ho added, 
to another of his officers. “ Ha! 
there are tor/i’/fos,” laughed he, step¬ 
ping up to a group of Indian women, 
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who, were bnsled baking Che much- 
esteemed maize cakes, and had crept 
towards him in order to kiss the hem 
of his garment “ They arc good, 
Matta," said he, with a smile, to one 
of the girls, taking a tortilla from the 
pan,stretching out his hand for the 
Chili pepper, and sprinkling the cake 
with the pungent condiment. “ One 
more, Matta. So—try them, gentle¬ 
men, you will find them excellent.” 

The fudes-de-camp and generals 
hastened to follow the example of 
their chief. 

“ Apropos, Major Galeana,” re¬ 
sumed the latter; “ two Spaniards 
were caught trying to escape. Let 
them be strung up, Seilor Conde,” 
he continued, turning to his prisoner 
Carlos, “ you are our guest, I hope, 
and your friend also, if he will so far 
condescend. But where is ho ? Where 
is Don Manuel ?” 

Common and reckless as Gucrero’a 
manner undoubtedly was, there was, 
nevertheless, a something about him 
highly attractive; the more so, as the 
most superficial observer could easily 
discern that his abruptness was the 
result, not of a consciousness of great 
powei', but of a wish to make himself 
popular with his followers. During 
the last of the pauses occasioned in 
his desultory discourse by his attacks 
upon the maize cakes, an officer came 
np and made a report, which seemed 
strongly to interest the general. 

** The devill” cried he. “The 
Ldperos on the heights of Ajotla, say 
you? Let us have a look at them.” 

And so saying, he started off at a 
pace with which not one of his fol¬ 
lowers was able to keep up, and in a 
vfiiy few minutes had ascended an 


eminence commanding a distant view 
of the road from Puebla de los An¬ 
geles to the capital, while in the still 
remoter distance, beyond the lake of 
Chaleo, lay the city of Mexico itself. 

From that point a strange sight 
presented itself. The whole of the 
wretched class of people called L4- 
peros, the Lazzaroni of New Spain, 
had evacuated the eity and suburb^ 
and with their wives and^shildren had 
taken up their station upon the Ajotla 
road, their legions extending as far as 
the chain of volcanic hills which, on 
that side of the great Mexican valley, 
serve as outposts to the Tenochtitlan 
range. 

“ Madre de Dios!” cried Guerero 
to his officers, as they came up. * ‘ Now 
for three thousand muskets, instead of 
five hundred, and Mexico would be 
ours.” 

“ No se',” replied an old brigadier- 
general, “ I do not know that.” 

“ Jo lo se,” said Vicente Guerero, 
I know it; but as things now are, it 
certainly is impossible. They liavc 
two regiments of infantry, only Span¬ 
ish infantry to bo sure, but with the 
best colonel iu the service; and five 
militia regiments. Yet, give me three 
thousand muskets and Alexico should 
be ours. The L^peros are waiting 
for us.” 

He paused for a moment and seemed 
to reflect. 

“ Pshaw I” added he to his officers, 
“ it cannot bo done, Seilorea I But 
pacicnciaf before we are ten years 
older, Mexico shall be free,” 

And without vouchsafing another 
glance either to the city or tlie Le- 
peros, this remarkable man turned 
away in the direction of the Hacienda. 
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No eifort of genius, or industry, can 
make the history of England, during 
the eighteenth century, eciual in inter¬ 
est to that of either -the seventeenth 
or nineteenth centuries. By the eight¬ 
eenth century is meant the period of it 
ending in 1792: the subsequent eight 
years begin a n^era—the era of lie- 
volutions—which properly belongs to 
the nineteenth. It was essentially a 
period of repose. .Placed midway be¬ 
tween the great religious effort which, 
commencing in the middle of the six¬ 
teenth, w'as not closed in the British 
Islands till the end of the seventeenth 
century, and the not less vehement 
political struggle which began in the 
■world witli the French, or perhaps 
the American Revolution, and is still 
in uninteiTUpted activity, it exhibits 
a resting-place between the two great 
schisms which have distracted and 
distinguished modem times. It wants 
the ardent zeal, intrepid spirit, and 
enthusiastic devotion, of the former 
epoch, not less than the warm aspira¬ 
tions, fierce contests, and extravagant 
expectations of the latter. Passion 
had exhausted itself; energy was 
worn out by exertion ; enthusiasm 
damped by disappointment. We no 
longer see men nobly sacrificing them¬ 
selves for what they deemed thc'pub- 
lic good; the generous liad ceased to 
obliterate the selfish passions; good 
sense was the characteristic of the 
period; a desire for repose its leading 
principle; selfishness its rnling mo¬ 
tive. It is ever so with men, when 
vehement passions are not awakened, 
and the ardour of visionary pursuit 
has not obliterated the desire for im- 
mcdiatc^atification. - 

But if the eighteenth century can 
never rival the eras of the Reforma¬ 
tion and the French Revolution in 
heart-stining events, animated nar¬ 
rative, picturesque description, gene¬ 
rous devotion,. and sanguinajy ambi¬ 
tion, it is, perhaps, superior to cither 
in the lessons of political wisdom with 
which it is fraught. It is -so because 


it exhibits on a great scale, and for a 
longpcriod, the results of thosechanges 
which had been the subject^ of that 
vehement struggle in the two preced¬ 
ing centuries, and enables us to ap¬ 
preciate, by actual experience, the 
benefits and evilsof those great altera¬ 
tions in civil and religious institutions, 
which, after so long and severe n con¬ 
test, liad at length come to be tho¬ 
roughly establish^cd. The survey is, 
in some respects, disheartening, but 
it is instructive; if it dispels many 
theories and blights much anticipa¬ 
tion, it confirms many truths, and has 
established some principles which will 
probably never again be questioned. 
Wc arc not aware that the history of 
the eighteenth century has ever yet 
been written in tins spirit. It is un¬ 
derstood now to be in the hands of 
learning and genius; let ns hope that 
equanimity and impartial judgment 
will preside as much as these bril¬ 
liant qualities in the completion of 
the gi'eat undertaking. 

TJie great passion of the sixteenth 
century was for religious emancipa¬ 
tion. The real evil which it was the 
object of the Reformation to shake off 
was the despotism of tlie Romish 
priesthood: the freedom for which the 
Reformers contended was the freedom 
of the human soul. 'J'lie immediate 
object, the exciting cause, indeed, of 
Luther’s movements, "was the over¬ 
throw of the corrupt sale of indul¬ 
gences, which, in the time of Leo X., * 
had brought such scandal on the 
Church of Rome; but religious free¬ 
dom was the general and durable 
passion of tlyj Reformation. It was 
the constrained uniformity of worship, 
the compulsory unity of belief, the 
slavish submission to authority, in 
the dearest concerns of existence, 
which was the real evil that was com¬ 
plained of. This want, so natural to 
an age of mental activity, so indis¬ 
pensable to one of advancing freedom, 
the satisfaction of which is as neces. 
sary as vital air to one of general in- 
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teUigencfe^ diertinctly appeared in the 
forms of worship which the Re¬ 
formers generally established when 
they had thrown oflf the authority of 
the Roman pontiff. The Romish 
liturgies, touching, admirable, and ca¬ 
tholic, f^3 great part of them are, were 
in general abolished; and, in their 
stead, extempore prayers, often of 
portentous length, were used, to give 
oach individual minister an opportu¬ 
nity of introducing, in every part of 
the sacred proceeding, his peculiar 
tenets. The sermon, for a similar 
reason, became the longest and most 
important part of the service. Every 
one knows bow strongly the same 
lines of'distinction still charactcri/o 
the Ultra-Reformers, who contend for 
the Calvinistic tenets and Presbyte¬ 
rian form of worship, and those more 
moderate partizans of the Reforma¬ 
tion W'ho have embraced the less violent 
schism of the Church of England. 

Political equality was, and still is, 
the grand aspii-ation of the nineteenth 
century. What the ardent multitudes 
who embraced the principles of the 
PYench Revolution desired, Avas equa¬ 
lity of privilege, and universal par¬ 
ticipation in power. They saw the 
injustice and cruelty of their former 
oppressors, they felt how galling their 
chains had been, and they fiattered 
themselves that, if they could once get 
ossession of the reins of power, they 
ad suffered too severely from their 
abuse to be in any danger of being 
led astray in the use they made of 
them. Abolition of rank and privi¬ 
lege, the opening of all careers to all, 
and the admission of all into the 
equal enjoyment of power, by means 
of a government resting on nniversal 
suffrage, was the general object of 
ambition, and has be^n established 
for a brief period in France, Spain, 
Portugal, and Piedmont; moi'e dur¬ 
ably In North and South America. 
What the results of this system of 
government are to be, is the gi’cat 
problem Avhich is in the course of 
solution in the nineteenth centuiy; 
but be these f esttlts jfertunate or un¬ 
fortunate, it is this which coastitutes 
the Characteristic of the period, and 
will ibrm the object of close and 
anxious attention to historians in fu¬ 
ture times. It Avas a principle and 
basis of government wholly new in 


human affairs. No previous republic, 
either in ancient or jnodern times, 
had exliibited any approach to it. 
The seclusion of the gi’cat body of the 
working class, in ail the states of an¬ 
tiquity, from any share either in 
municipal or social powers, by reason 
of the generality of slavery — the 
arrangement of men in trades and 
crafts, through whose heads all their 
powers were exercised, in the free 
cities of Italy and Flanders, in mo¬ 
dern times, and in general in all the 
European burghs, necessarily ren¬ 
dered the basis of government in all 
former commonwealths essentially dif¬ 
ferent. A democratic valley may 
have existed in Uri or UndcrAvnlden, 
where all the citizens were equally 
rich in fortune, and nearly equally 
poor in intelligence; but the example 
of a great community resting on uni¬ 
versal suffrage, and a simple majority 
of votes, began Avith the year 1789. 

Although the proper democratic 
spirit existed in great strength in 
many of the leaders of the Great Re¬ 
bellion, and its extravagances gene¬ 
rally affected the army, and some of 
the powerful leaders of that convul¬ 
sion, yet extension of political poAver 
W'as not the object of the iiational wdll. 
This is decisively proved by the fact, 
that when they gained the pOAver, the 
people made no attempt, in any mate¬ 
rial respect, to alter the public insti¬ 
tutions. CromAvell, doubtless, was a 
military usui-pcr; but a military 
usui'per is only the head of a warlike 
republic, and he is constrained to 
obey the wishes of the soldiers who 
have elevated him to power. Neither 
he nor the Long rarliamcnt made 
any important alterations on the last¬ 
ing structure of government, tliougb, 
for the time, they totally altered its 
practice. ' Tlie Iuav AA^as adntinistcred 
on the old precedents during the 
whole Protectorate. The estates of 
the malignants were put under seques¬ 
tration, and many of the church lands 
were confiscated, but no great alter¬ 
ation in the foundations of govern¬ 
ment took place. Power, when the 
military oppression was removed, im¬ 
mediately returned to its former seats. 
The parliaments summoned by Crom¬ 
well pfOved so reffactory, that they 
were in g^eral dissolved after having 
sat a few days; juries, throughout 
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hia reign, were so hostile to his go¬ 
vernment that they acquitted nearly 
all the state offenders brought before 
them ; and legal prosecutions fell into 
disuse. Every thing was done by 
military force; but it never occurred 
to him to turn up the soil, so as to 
bring up fresh elemonts into action:— 
he never thought of summoning a 
parliament resting on universal suf- 
fj-age, or establishing a revolutionary 
tribunal, the jurors of which were 
nominated by that democratic assem¬ 
bly. So as the victorious party were 
allowed to chant hymns as they 
pleased, and hear long sermons re¬ 
plete with any absurdity, and indulge 
in the freedom of the pulpit, they cared 
nothing for that of the press, or alter¬ 
ing the structure of govenuiicnt. 
■When Charles IL was' recalled by 
Monk, he had only to issue writs to 
the counties and boroughs which had 
returned the Long rarliainent, to 
obtain the most tliorouglily loyal com¬ 
mons which ever aafc in England. 

Although the change of govern¬ 
ment in 1688 is usually called “ the 
Kevolution,” and although it certainly 
was a most decisive overthrow so far 
as the reigning family was concerned, 
yet it was by no means a revolution 
in the sense in which we now under¬ 
stand the word. It made no change 
in the basis of power in the state, 
though it altered the dynasty which 
sat on the throne, and for seventy 
years fixed the reign of power in 
the hamls of the AVhig party, wlio 
had been most instrumental in 
placing William and Mary on it. 
Hut the structure of Govenmieut re¬ 
mained unchanged ; or rather, it was 
changed only to be rendered more 
stable and powerful. We owe to 
the Revolution many of our gi*eatcst 
blessings; but not the least of 
these has been the removal of the 
causes of weakness which had so often 
before, in English history, proved fatal 
to the throne. It gave us a national 
debt, a standing army, and a stable 
foreign policy. The sum annually 
raised by William in taxes, within five 
years after he obtained the throne, 
was triple what bad been so much 
the subject of complaint in the time 
of Charles L; but the effect of this 
was to giv^ us a firm government 
and steady policy. De Witt had said, 
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in the disgraceful days of the alliance 
of Charles II. with France, that the 
changes of English policy had now 
become so fi*eqaent, that no man 
could rely on any system being conti¬ 
nued steadily for two years together. 
The continental interests and con¬ 
nexions of William, and subsequently 
of the Hanover family, gave us a 
durable system of foreign policy, and 
imprinted, for an hundred and forty 
years, that steadiness in our councils, 
without which neither individuals nor 
nations ever attained either lasting 
fame or greatness. Nor was it the 
least blessing consequent upon such a 
cliange of external policy, and of the 
wars which it necessarily induced, that 
it gave Government the lasting sup¬ 
port of a standing army, and thus pre¬ 
vented that ruinous prostration of the 
executive before the burst of popular 
passion, which had so often induced 
the most dreadful disorders in English 
history. After 1688, the standing 
army, though inconsiderable compar¬ 
ed with what it has since become, was 
always respectable, and adequate, as 
tim result of the rebellions in 1715 
and 1745 demonstrated, to the defence 
of Government against the most se¬ 
rious domestic dangers. That of itself 
was an incalculable blessing, and 
cheaply purchased by the national debt 
and all the bloodshed of our foreign 
wars. Had Charles L possessed five 
thousand guards, ho would at once 
have crushed the groat Rebellion; and 
the woful oppression of the Long Par¬ 
liament, wjiicli, during the eleven 
years that it sat, extorted eighty mil¬ 
lions, equal to two Inmdred millions 
at this time, from an impoverished 
and bleeding nation, would have been 
I^revented. 

Euglislimcn are not accustomed to 
pride themselves upon the external 
successes and military triumphs of the 
eighteenth century; and they have 
been so eclipsed by those of the Re¬ 
volutionary war, that they are now in 
a great measure thrown into the 
shade. Yet notiiing is more certain 
than that it is in external success nnd 
war like glory, that, during the seventy 
years which immediately suceeeded the 
Revolution, we must look for the chief 
rewards and best vindication of that 
eon\mlsion. England then took its 
appropriate place as the bead of the 
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Protestant faith, the bulwark of the 
liberties of Europe. The ambition of 
the House of Bourbon, which so nearly- 
proved fatal to them in the person of 
Louis XIV., became the lasting ob¬ 
ject of their apprehension and resist¬ 
ance. The heroic steadiness of Wil¬ 
liam, the consummate genius of Marl¬ 
borough, the ardent spirit of Chatham, 
won for us the glories of the War of the 
Succession and of the Seven Years. 
Though deeply checkered, especially in 
the American war, with disaster, the 
eighteenth century was, upon the whole, 
one of external glory and national 
advancement. To their honour be it 
spoken, the Whigs at that period were 
the party who had the national glory 
and success at heart, and made* the 
greatest efforts, both on the theatre 
of arms and of ^plomacy, to promote 
it. The Tories were lukewaim or in¬ 
different to national glory, averse to 
foreign alliances, and often willing to 
purchase peace by the abandonment 
of the chief advantages which war had 
purchased. During the Revolutionary 
war the case was just the reverse—the 
parties mutually changed places. The 
Tories were the national and patriotic, 
the Whigs the grumbling and discon¬ 
tented party. Both parties, in both 
periods, were in reality actuated, per¬ 
haps unconsciously, by their party 
interests—the Whigs were patriotic 
and national, the Tories backward and 
lukewarm when the Whigs were in 
power, and derived lustre from foreign 
success; the Tories were patriotic and 
national when they held the reins of 
government, and the opposite vices 
had passed over to their antagonists. 

But if from the external policy and 
foreign triumphs of the Whigs during 
the first sixty years of the eighteenth 
century, we turn to the domestic go- 
veniment which they established, and 
the social ameliorations which they in¬ 
troduced, we shall see much less rea¬ 
son to congratulate ourselves on the 
benefits g^ed by the Revolution. 
It is here that the great moral and 
political lesson of the eighteenth cen- 
tuiy is to bo found; this it is which 
it Troves our historians to tell; this 
itwhich they have left untold. 
Thd4pag possession of power, after the 
kco^asjon of William and Mary, by 
tae Whig party, which continued un¬ 
interrupted for seventy years, and the 


want of any philosophical histoiy of 
the period since they were dispossessed 
of office, have prevented the truth from 
being boldly told, or even generally 
known in this country. It is much 
more generally appreciated, however, 
by continental writers, and we may 
rest assm'ed the eyes of future gene¬ 
rations will be steadily fixed on it. 
The danger is, that it will throw dis¬ 
credit on the cause, both of civil and 
religious freedom, in the eyes of future 
generations in the world. Let us, in 
the first instance, boldly, and without 
seeking to disguise the truth, examine 
what are the religious and civil evils 
which have attracted the attention of 
mankind in Great Britain during the 
eighteenth century, and then enquire 
whether they are the necessary result 
of the Reformation and the Revolution, 
or haye arisen from causes foreign to 
that of religious and civil freedom—iu 
a word, from the usual intermixture 
of human selfishness and iniquity with 
those great convulsions. 

The two great evils which have dis¬ 
figured the refonned church' in the 
British islands, since its final esta¬ 
blishment at the Revolution, have 
been the endless multiplication and 
unceasing rancour of sects, and the 
palpable outgrowth of the population 
beyond the possibility of their gratui¬ 
tous instruction in religious truth by 
means of the national church. 

The three'great evils which have 
been felt in the political and social 
world ill England during the eighteenth 
century, are the prodigious, and in 
general irresistible, power of an oli¬ 
garchy ; the unbounded parliamentary 
and official corruption by which their 
influence has been upheld; and the 
unprecedented spread of pauperism 
throiigh the working classes of society. 

In these days the reality of thosif 
evils will probably not be disputed in 
any quarter; when we have seen the 
latter lead to the Reform Bill, and the 
great organic change of 1832, as well 
as keep the nation, and all serious 
thinkers in it, in a state of constant 
anxiety; and the former rend the na¬ 
tional church in Scotland asunder ; 
threaten the most ^rious religious 
divisions in England, and in both 
countries permit the growth of a huge 
body of practical heathens in the 
midst of a Christian land. 
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Were tliese evils tlie necessary and 
inevitable result of the Eeformation 
and the Revolution; or have they 
• arisen from causes foreign to these 
changes, and which, in future times, 
may be detached from them ? The 
Roman Catholic writers on the Con¬ 
tinent all maintain the former opinion, 
and consider them as the necessary 
effect and just punishment of the 
great schism from the church; which, 
by a natural consequence, ended in 
civil convulsion, public immorality, 
and social distress. The Englisli 
writers have, hitherto, rather avoided 
than grappled with the subject; they 
have rather denied the existence of 
the evils, than sought to account for 
them. Let us consider to what cause 
these unquestionable evils of the 
eighteenth century are really to be 
ascribed. 

They know little -of the human 
heart who expect that, in an age and 
country where religion is at all thought 
of^ sects and religious differences will 
not prevail. As well might you ex¬ 
pect that, in a free community, politi¬ 
cal parties arc to be unknown. Truth, 
indeed, is one and the same in all 
ages ; but so also is the light of the 
sun ; yet, in how many different hues, 
and under how i^lany different appear¬ 
ances, does it manifest itself in the 
world? In tlie smoky city, and on*he 
clear mountain ; on the sandy desert, 
andinthestagnantmarsh; radiantwith 
the w^armth of July, or faintly pier¬ 
cing the gloom of December. So va¬ 
rious are the cap^acitics, feelings, emo¬ 
tions, and dispositions of men, that, on 
any subject which really interests 
them, diversity of opinion is as in¬ 
evitable as difference in their coun¬ 
tenances, stature, character, fortune, 
and state in the world. Hence it was 
•that our Saviour said he came to 
bring not peace on earth, but a 
sword—to divide tlie father from the 
son, to array the mother against the 
daughter. It will be so to the end of 
the world. Unity of opinion on poli¬ 
tical subjects seems to prevail under 
Asiatic despotism; in religious, under 
the European papacy—but nowhere 
else. Tlie conclusion to be drawn from 
the absence of all theological disputes 
community, is, not that all think 
alike on religion, but that none think 
at all. 


But although no rational man who 
knows the human heart will ever 
express a wish to see entire religious 
unity prevail in a'state, yet there can 
be no question, that the prodigious 
multiplication of sects in Britain, 
which strikes foreigners with such 
astonishment, is mainly to be ascribed, 
as well as the immense mass of civi¬ 
lized lieathei^m which, through the'"* 
whole of the eighteenth century, was 
growing up in the island, to the ini¬ 
quitous confiscation of the property of 
the church which took place at*" the 
Reformation. It is well known that 
the proportitn of the tithes of England 
which belongs to lay impropriators, is 
more considerable than that which is 
still in the hands of the church ; and if 
to them is added the abbey and monns- 
toiy lands, they would by this time 
Iiavc amounted to a very large annual 
sum, probably not less than six or 
seven millions a-yeav. In Scotland, it 
is well kno>vn, the church lands at the 
Reformation were about a third of 
'the whole landed property. They 
would now, therefore, have produced 
£1,700,000 a-ycar, as the entire fental 
is somewhat above five millions. What 
a noble fund here existed, formed and 
set apartby the piety and charity of for¬ 
mer ages, for the service of the altar 
and of the poor—two causes which God 
hath joined, and no man should put 
asunder! What incalculable good 
would it have done, if it had been pre¬ 
served sacred for its proper destina¬ 
tion—sacred from the corruptions, 
mummery, and despotism of the Ro¬ 
mish churcli, but preserved inviolate 
for the support of religion, the relief 
of suffering, the spread of education! 
What is it which blights and para¬ 
lyses all the efforts now made, wliethcr 
by individuals, voluntaiy associations, 
or the statq, for the attainment of 
those truly godlike objects? Is it 
not ever one thing—the practical im¬ 
possibility of finding the requisite 
funds to support the institutions ne- 
ccssaiy to grapple with the evils, on a 
scale at all commensurate to their 
magnitude ? The Established Church 
could not spread for want of funds to 
erect and endow churches ; mean¬ 
while the population in the manufac¬ 
turing districts and great towns was 
rapidly increasing, and, in conse¬ 
quence, part of the people took refuge 



55# BHHih HUt&ry faring the Century. [March, 


m the dWelohs of dissent, part in 
the oblivion of practical heathenism. 
Thenoe the multiplication of sects, 
the spread of pauperism, the growth 
of civilized heathenism in the state. 
The poor-laws dated from the dissolu¬ 
tion of the monasteries ; the forty- 
second of Elizabeth stands a durable 
record of the real origin of tliat bur- 
"donsome tax. It was yie appropria¬ 
tion of the funds of religion and cha¬ 
rity to the gratification of secular ra¬ 
pacity, which has been the cause of the 
chief religious and social evils under 
which Great Britain has ever since la¬ 
boured ; and it is it which«till presents 
an invincible obstacle to all the efforts 
which are made for their removal. 

But the confiscation of the church 
lands and tithes to the use of the tempo¬ 
ral nobility was not a necessary part of 
the Beformation, any more than the 
confiscationof theestatesof thechuixh 
and the emigrants was a necessary 
step in the progress of IVeedom in 
France. In both cases, the iniquitous 
spoliation was the result of human 
wickedness mingling with the cuvrent, 
and faking advantage of the generous 
effort for religious or civil emancipa¬ 
tion on the part of the many, to ren¬ 
der it themcans of achieving individual 
robbery for behoof of the few. The 
Reformation might have been esta¬ 
blished in tlie utmost purity in Great 
Britain, without one shilling being 
diverted from the service of the 
church, or the maintenance of the 
poor, and with the preservation of a 
fund large enough to have provided 
for the pennanent support of the un¬ 
fortunate, and the progressive exten¬ 
sion of the Established Church, in 
proportion to the increase and wants 
of the inhabitants. In like manner, the 
Revolution might have been conducted 
to a successful and jwobi^bly bloodless 
tennination in France, without the 
unutterable present misery and liopo- 
less ultimate prostration of religion 
and freedom, which resulted from the 
confiscations of the Convention, and 
the division of all the land in the king¬ 
dom among the peasants. In neither 
case are wx jttstified in stigmatizing 
the cause of freedom, on account of 
the dreadful excesses which were 
committed by the selfish who joined 
in its support *, but in- both wo must 
acknowtwge the impartial justice of 


Providence, which has made the ini¬ 
quity of men work out their own 
appropriate and well-deserved punish¬ 
ments, and has mode it to descend to 
the third and fourth generations from 
those who committed or permitted the 
deeds of iujustico. ' 

The power of the oligarchy, which 
resulted from the Revolution of 1688, 
and the unbounded corruption by 
which, for seventy years afterwards, 
their power was maintained, has been 
less the subject of observation or cen¬ 
sure by subsequent -writers, for tho 
very obvious reason that the popular 
party, who had gained the victory at 
the Revolution, were during all that 
period in power, and they have been 
in no hurry to expose or decry these 
degi-adiug, but to them most profitable, 
abuses. Jt is jn-obablo that they 
never would have been brought to 
light at all, blit would have quietly 
and iiTevocably sapped the foundations 
of the British character and of British 
greatness, had it not been that, fortu¬ 
nately for the country, the incubus 
of corrupting Whig aristocracy was 
thrown ofi’ by George Ill. and Lord 
Bute, in 1701, and cast down by tho 
same monarch and Mr Pitt, in 1784 ; 
and, in their rage and disappointment, 
they exposed, when jtractised their 
opponents, the well-known, and, to 
them, long profitable ahnses, by which 
the govermnent, since the Revolution, 
liad been earned on. It is the reve¬ 
lations on this subject which have re¬ 
cently issued from the press, which 
have cast so broad, and, to the pliiloso- 
I)hic historian, so important a light on 
the history of the firsttwo-tliirds of the 
eighteenth century; and among them, 
the letters and memoirs of Horace 
AValpole occupy a distinguished place. 
Certainly it was far from the inten¬ 
tion of tliat able and witty annalist to# 
illustrate tho unbounded abuses, so 
long practised by Sir Robert Walpole 
and the Whigs who preceded him, 
nor the vast blessings conferred upon 
the country by George HI. and Lord 
Bute, wdio firat broke through the de¬ 
grading spell. We have heard little 
of this view of the subject from the 
able and learned Whigs who have 
reviewed his works. Yet it lies on 
tho very surface of things, and ligJo 
need bo said, and still less learned* o 
show that it is there that the turning* 
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point »nd political moral of the 

history of England, during the eight¬ 
eenth century, is to be found. 

* The truth on this subject could not 
so long have been kept out of view, 
had it'not been tliat, till very recently, 
no historian at all worthy ot the name 
has approached the subject of English 
history during the eighteenth century. 
The immortal work of Ilumc, as all 
the world knows, comes down only to 
the Revolution of 1G88; and ot the 
subsequent period, down to tliat when 
his history was Avritteu, in 17Gd, he 
has told us only tiiat the monopoly 
of otiices, places, and opinions, by the 
dominant Whig party, had been so 
close and uninten-iiptcd, that it had 
well-nigh rendered it impossible to 
arrive at the truth on the subject. 
Smollett, whose continuation of liume 
is to be seen in every booksellers 
window beside its great predecessor, 
is wholly umvoi'thy of the honourable 
place Aviiich chance, and the neglect 
of othexs, have hitherto assigned it. 
Admirable as a novelist at least as 
that charaeterwas understood in those 
days—graphic, entertaining, humour- 

01 ^_Smollett had none ol the rpiali- 

ties necessary for a historian. He was 
neither a soldier nor an orator, a poet 
ntf a philosopher. The campaigns ot 
I^rlborough, the eloquence ot Ciiat- 
ham, were alike lost upon Inm. lie 
•was neitticr wanned by the yictovy ot 
Blenheim nor the doatli of Wolfe : the 
adventures of Cliarles Edward and the 
disasters of Saratoga, were narrated 
■\vith tlie same imuertnrbahlc pldepn. 
As to pliilosopliic views of tin! propvss 
of society, t)r tlic social and political 

clfccls of the Itevolution ot 10b8 anil 

the Keformatiou, the thing was out ot 
the (mestiou: it neither belonged to 
his age nor character, to dream ot any 
-tiling of the kind. He was, m his 
histoiT at least, a mere bookseller s 
hack, who compiled a very dull and 
uninteresting work from tlic intorma- 
tion, scanty during ins period, which 
the A nnual Keqister and Purhawentanj 
HMoru afforded. If a gi-eatcr annal¬ 
ist than he do not arise to do justice 
to his mciits, the fame even ot Alarl- 
borough will never descend, at least 
in its full proportions, to future gene- 

deeply to be regretted that 

SirJamesMackintoshdidnot complbte 
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his long-cherisbed design of contlnu-. 
ing Hume’s history. No man, since 
Ilumo’s time, possessed so many qua'- 
lifications for the undertaking. To an 
incomparable talent for depicting cha¬ 
racter, and a luminous philosophic 
mind, he joined great erudition, exten¬ 
sive knowledge, and a practical ao- 
qiiaiutanco both with statesmen and 
ordinary life. Though ho was a party 
man, and had early taken, in his Fin- 
dicice GalUcfB^ a decided part against 
Burke, in apology of the French Re¬ 
volution, yet he possessed great can¬ 
dour of mind, and had magnanimity 
enough, in maturer years, to admit, 
that lui had been far led astray in 
early life by the inexperience and 
ardour of ^muth. "When a man pos- 
Bcsses this equanimity and justice of 
mind, it is wholly immaterial to what 
l)olitical party ho belongs, and with 
wiiat preconceived opinions he un- 
deitakes the task of narrating events. 
Truth will shine out in every page— 
justice will preside over every deci¬ 
sion—facts will inevitably lead to the 
coiTect conclusion. It is perverted 
genius, skilful partisanship, imagina¬ 
tion brought to the aid of party, and 
learning dedicated to the support of 
delusion, wliich is really to be dreaded. 
Mackintosh’smind was essentially phi¬ 
losophical : this appears in every page 
of his Life by his sons—one of the most 
interesting pieces of biography in the 
English language. His characters of 
statesmen, orators, and poets, in Eng¬ 
land during the eighteenth century, 
chiefly written at Bombay, or during 
the voyage home, ai*c perhaps un¬ 
paralleled in our language for justice 
and felicity. They shoAV how richly 
stored his mind was; how^ con-ectly 
his taste had been formed on the best 
models ^ how vast a stock of images, 
comparisons,, and associations, he 
brought to bear on the events and 
characters which he passed in sui-vey. 
He bad not a poetical mind, and was 
dt!stituteof a pictorial eye. Hishistory, 
tlicr(*iore, never Avould have been ad¬ 
orned by those moving scenes, those 
graphic pictures, which are the life 
and soul of the highest style of his¬ 
tory, and which have given immortality 
to the writings of Livy, Sallust, and 
Tacitus. But the eighteenth century, 
though by no means destitute of 
events calling for such imagmativc 
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powers^ has perhaps less of them 
than any equal p^od in English his¬ 
tory, What is mainly required for it 
is a philosophic mind, to appreciate 
the effects of the great convulsions of 
the preceding century, and an impar¬ 
tial judgment, to discern the causes 
which wore preparing the still move 
terrible catastrophe of the nineteenth. 
Mackintosh possessed these great and 
valuable qualities in a very high de¬ 
gree ; and his history, if he had suc¬ 
ceeded in completing it, would un¬ 
questionably have taken its place with 
those of Hume, Robertson, nndGibbon. 
The thing really to be lamented, is, 
that the time which Providence allot¬ 
ted to him, and which was amply 
sufficient for the completion even of 
so great an undertaking, Avas wasted 
amidst the attractions and frivolity of 
high London society; and that, more 
even than the heroic Swede in capti¬ 
vity, he was 

** Condemn’d a needy suppliant to wait, 
While ladies interpose, and slaves de¬ 
bate.” 

Lord Mahon has conferred essential 
obligations on English history, lie 
has brought to tbc annals of the Bri¬ 
tish empire daring the eighteenth 
century, qualities nearly the reverse 
of those of Mackintosh, but which 
are, nevertheless, not less essential 
than those of the Scotch philosopher, 
for a right appreciation and correct 
delineation of the period. He is a 
scholar, a gentleman, and a man of 
the world. Possessed of great know¬ 
ledge of his subject, vigorous applica¬ 
tion, and a classical turn of expression, 
he has united to these qualities those, 
in historical writers, still rarer, of a 
practical acquaintance with states¬ 
men, both in Parliament and private 
life, and a thorough knowledge of the 
leading public characters, both mili¬ 
tary, literary, and dignified, of his 
own time. Every one must see Avhat 
valuable qualities these are, for a cor¬ 
rect appreciation and faithfulnarrative 
of the history of England during the 
eighteenth century—great part of 
which was not distinguished by any 
entUusiaam or impulse in the public 
mindf and during which the springs 
of events were to be found rather in 
the intrigues of the court, the coteries 
of the nobility, or the cabals of Pav- 


liameni/thanin any great movements 
of the people, or mighty heaves of the 
human mind. In truth, no one but a 
person moving in the sphere and pos¬ 
sessed of the connexions which Lord 
Mahon enjoys, could either obtain the 
knowledge, or understand the real 
springs of events, during a great part 
of the period he has embraced in his 
work. But still the history of the 
eighteenth century remains to be wTit- 
ten. Lord Mahon has remarkable 
talents as a biographer; his account 
of the Rebellion in 1745, and subse¬ 
quent adventures of Charles Edwai*d, 
is not surpassed in interest by any 
thing in the English language, and is 
justly referred to by Sismondi, in his 
History of France, as by far the best 
account of that interesting episode in 
British liistoiy. But his History of 
England arc “Memoires pour servir 
h rhistoire,” rather than history itself. 
We want in his pages the general 
views drawn from particular facts, 
the conclusions applicable to all ages, 
which mark the philosophic historian. 
His volumes will always occupy a 
distinguished place in* English litera¬ 
ture, and will prove of essential ser¬ 
vice to every succeeding writer ■^o 
may undertake to treat of the period 
Avhich they embrace; but the mantle 
of Hume is destined to fall on otfler 
shoulders. 

Walpole’s correspondence and me¬ 
moirs, in many respects, are highly 
valuable, and Avill always be referred 
to, as throwing much important light 
on the parliamentary and court trans¬ 
actions of the middle of the eighteenth 
ccntur 3 ^ They devclope much that 
Avas known to no other man, at least 
to no other with Avhose writings avo 
are yet acquainted, Avho has left any 
record of his information to future 
times. In this respect, his memoira 
are-invaluable. It is astonishing how 
much information there is afloat in 
the higher political circles, in every 
age, Avhich is generally known at the 
time to all aa'Iio fi'equent them, Avhich, 
on that very account, perishes alto¬ 
gether Avith that generation. No one 
thinks of committing it to paper any 
more than they do the stages to Lon¬ 
don, or the names of the months in 
the year, or the usual forms of society— 
because every one knows them. Thus 
the information, often of essential value 
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t6 future historians, perishes like ihe 
beauty of the women which has ad- 
oraed the age, unless some garrulous 
-gossip, in his correspondence or me¬ 
moirs, has been trifling enough for 
his age, and wise enough for the 
next, to commit it to paper. Ho¬ 
race Walpole was that garrulous 
gossip. His correspondence with Sir 
H. Mann, embracing altogether a 
period of twenty years, which had 
previously been published, and his 
Memoirs of the Reign of George 
which have recently appeared, con¬ 
tain an account, tinged no doubt by 
strong party feelings, but still an ac¬ 
count of a very long and important 
period of English history; and abound 
not only in curious facts, interest¬ 
ing to the antlquaiy or the biographer, 
but contain many important revela¬ 
tions of essential value to the national 
or general historian of the period. 

The praise of these volumes, how¬ 
ever, must be taken with much alloy. 
Horace Walpole was a man of the 
world and a courtier; he had quick 
natural parts and much acquired dis¬ 
cernment. He was a good scholar, 
Avas fond of antiquities, and a pas¬ 
sionate admirer of curiosities, which 
he collected Avith indefatigable indus¬ 
try, and no small success, from every 
quarter. He liad lived too long in 
tlie political and the great Avorld not 
to hav'e learned its selfishness and 
appreciated its heartlessness; not to 
have become acquainted Avitli many 
political secrets, and seen enough of 
political baseness, lie had consider¬ 
able poAvers of observation, and occa¬ 
sionally makes a profound remark, 
especially on the selfish tendencies 
and the secret springs of the human 
heart. His characters are all draAvn 
fi’om the life; and often with great 
power both of observation and ex¬ 
pression. But he had not sufficient 
steadiness of thought or purpose to 
achieve any thing considerable, or 
draw any important conclusions even 
from the multifarious information of 
which he was master, or the powers 
of observation which he possessed. 
There waanothinggrand or generous in 
his composition. No elevated thoughts, 
no lofty aspirations, no patriotic re¬ 
solves, arc visible in his Avritings. 
Political insouciance was his prevail¬ 
ing habitude of mind j an invincible 


tendency to “ kUssez alter the basis 
of his character. But he did not lie 
by and observe events, likeMettemich 
and Talleyrand, to become embued 
with their tendency, and ultimately 
gain the mastery of them; he let 
them take their course, and in reality 
cared very little for the result. He 
was an epicurean, not a stoic, in poli¬ 
tics. His character approaches very 
nearly to that which common report 
has assigned to Lord Melbourne. He 
had strong party attachments, and 
still stronger paity antipathies f he 
seems to have devoutly swallowed 
the creed so common to party men of 
every age, that all those on his side 
were noble and virtuous, aud all those 
against him, base and selfish. He 
had much of the wit of Erasmus, but 
he had also a full share of his aver¬ 
sion to martyrdom. But we shall 
find abundance of patriotic, declama¬ 
tion, cutting invective, and querulous 
complaint. The misfortune is, that 
the declamation is always against the 
triumph of the Toi’ics ; the invective 
agaiust the astuteness of Lord Bute; 
the complaint against the disunion of 
the Whig leaders, or the Tory influ¬ 
ences at court. 

There is a class of readers consider¬ 
able among men, numerous among 
Avonien, in Avhora tlic appetite for scan¬ 
dal is so strong, that it altogether over¬ 
leaps tlie bounds of time and faction, 
and seizes Avith nearly as much avidity 
on the private gossip of the past as of 
tlieprescnt age. Withsuchpersons^the 
next best thing to discovering a faux 
pas among their acquaintances, is to 
liear of it among their grandmothers; 
the gi'catest comfort, next to laying 
bare political baseness in their rulers, 
is to discover it in the government 
which ruled their fathers. We con¬ 
fess Ave do not belong to this class. 
Wo have little taste for scandal, either 
in the male or female great world. 
We see so much of selfishness, envy, 
hatred, malice, and all uncbaritable- 
ness, around us, that their details have 
not only entircl}'’ lost the charm of 
novelty, but become absolutely sick¬ 
ening by repetition. To such readers 
the first volume of Wraxall’s Memoirs 
must be a precious morsel. We never 
doubted that the anecdotes be told 
Avere in the main true, from the mo¬ 
ment we saw the Quarterly and Edin- 
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bfPffh fymem icom'bined in runnWg 
hun down. BiTothing but trutU could 
bavo produced so portentous an alii- 
auce. They combiued in saying that 
what he said was a libel. Doubtless 
they were right, upon the principle, that 
the greater the truth the greater the 
libel. To such readers we woiUd 
strongly recommend the Memoirs and 
Correspondence of Walpole. They 
will hud a mass of scandal adequate 
to satiate the most voracious appe¬ 
tite ; evidence of general corruption 
suiUcient to satisfy the most vehe¬ 
ment political opponent. 

It is in the evidence which these 
volumes afford, of the general corrup¬ 
tion of Great liritain during the greater 
part of the eighteenth century, that, in 
our humble opinion, the most valuable 
lesson of political wisdom is to be found 
which that period conveys. AVe rise 
from the long series of his amusing 
volumes with the firm conviction, 
that in his days all parties were 
base, and all statesmen in a cer¬ 
tain sense coiTUpt. They absolutely 
render the common story credible, 
that during the days of Sir K. AVal- 
pole, when the members of Parlia¬ 
ment were invited to dine wdth the 
prime-minister, each found a L.5()0 
bank-note under his napkin, w hen he 
took it off his plate at dinner. At any 
rate the long, and in many res])ects 
beneficent, reign of that veteran states¬ 
man was maiutaiued entirely by pa¬ 
tronage and corruption. Horace Wal¬ 
pole himself tells us that it was com¬ 
monly said, at the accession of George 
HI. in 1761, that the country was 
governed by two hundred noblemen, 
who received more from the govern¬ 
ment tiian they gave to it. Tlio in¬ 
fluence of these two hundred noblemen, 
in then* res])ective counties or boroughs, 
was muiutiiined by the niost unsparing 
use, sometimes of actual bribery, al¬ 
ways of government patronage, to 
secure the adherence of every political 
partisan, even of the very lowest 
grade. With truth it might be said 
of England at that time, as it w^as of 
France before the Revolution, that 
no one was $o great as to be beyond 
Uie hatred of a minister, jior so little 
m to escape the notice of a comptroller 
of excise.” Every office m the state, 
Ikom the prime miuLster down to the 
humblest employe in the post- oflice or 
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customs, was conferred to s^ufo the 
fidelity of political supporters, Libe- 
^^rality to opponents, the public good, 
**fair dealing, the claims of long service 
to the' country, destitution, charity, 
noble descent, patriotic conduct, were 
alike scouted, and by common consent 
banished from the consideration of 
public men. Political support was 
the one thing needful; and to seciu'o 
it nothing was grudged, without it 
nothing was to be got. Johnson’s 
well-known definition of an exciseman, 
shows the profound indignation which 
this universal and unsparing system 
of corruption excited, among the few 
resolute and generous spirits which 
its long continuance had. left in the 
country. We heard nothing of the 
evils of this system frOiii the Whigs, 
during the seventy years subsequent 
to the Revolution, when it was prac¬ 
tised by themselves; but wc have 
heard enough of it from them since 
that time, when the state inachiuo 
they had erected has been W'orked by 
their opponents. 

The Emperor Nicholas said to the 
Mai-qiiis Custiue, with much bitterness 
and some truth—1 can understand 
a ileniocracy, where the popular voice 
is every thing, and the magistrates 
implicitly obey its mandates. I can 
understand a despotism, where the 
monarch’s voice is every thing, and 
the people merely obey his commands. 
But a constitutional monarchy, where 
the people are mocked by a show of 
liberty which they do not possess, and 
bribed into submission by corruption, 
by M'iiich they arc really degraded— 
that 1 do not understand, and I hope 
in God never again to see it. I had 
enough of it in the government of Po¬ 
land.” Ami^lst all the blessings of a 
limited and rcprescatative mouarchy, 
which no one who surveys the mighty 
empire of Great Britain can dispute, 
there is, it must bo confessed, some 
truth in this caustic remark. Wal-. 
pole has told us of the astonishing 
extent to which corruption was car¬ 
ried in his day, by Lord Bute and 
the 'Tories, who got possession of 
the corrupting government in 17C1, 
wliich the Whigs had been construct¬ 
ing since 1688. The untoward issue 
of tlie wai*, which terminated in 1749 
in the peace of Aix-la-Chapelle, the 
disgraceful commencement of the 





SeveaYears’ War,ni|fuBtly ex^gtedby 
the blood of Byng, gloriously redeemed 
by the genius of Chatham; the Sisp 
,asters of the American contest; the 
frequent defeats of the first years of 
the Revolutionary war, afford deci¬ 
sive evidence how deeply this degrad¬ 
ing and corrupting system had en¬ 
tered into the vitals of the nation 
during the eighteenth centmy. Eveiy 
one knows that America was lost in 
consequence of the imbecility and 
selfish views of the commanders, 
whom the corrupt system of govern- 
meut ill Great Britain had raised to 
the head of aflairs. On several oc¬ 
casions, they miglit, with a little en¬ 
ergy, have terminated the war with 
glory to tliemseltes and their country. 
The disasters of Flanders, in 179J5 and 
1794, were in a great measure owing 
to the sagio cause. During peace, 
influential imbecility is constantly ris¬ 
ing to the head of affairs, and the con¬ 
sequences immediately appear on the 
first breaking out of hostilities. No¬ 
thing but the pressure and disasters 
of war, can drive government out of 
tlie inveterate vice of purchasing par¬ 
liamentary suppoi’t by the promotion 
of incapable and improjicr j^ersoiis. 
The AVliigs, since they >vere driven 
from the helm of affairs in 1701, have 
been constantly declaiming against 
this system, which they tljcnisclves 
had introduced and matured during 
the preceding seventy years ; and the 
clamour, they raised at last Jiecaine so 
violent, that it brought about tlic great 
organic change of 1832. But no 
sooner were they again seated in 
power, tliau the same system was not 
only pursued by them, but extended : 
patronage was augmented in every 
possible way ; a new machine for in- 
lluence, adapted to the time—that of 
commissions — was introduced and 
largely worked, and promotions in 
every department were rigidly confined 
to political partisans. It has been a 
frequent subject of complaint against 
the Tory government, botli before the 
Revolution of 1832, and on their return 
to power in 1841, that they Averc too 
liberal to their opponents, and forget¬ 
ful of their friends, in tlic dispensing 
of the public patronage; and we have 
only to take up the Red Book, to see 
that this praise or imputation justly 
belongs to them. But no man alive 


heard of ft Whig, daring the ten 
years they wei’e in power, being ac¬ 
cused of giving any thing to a Tory, 
The saying, which had passed into a 
proverb during that pmod, that “ the 
Whigs could do with impunity many 
things to which the Tories could never 
set their faces,” proves how rapidly 
this degrading system of official cor¬ 
ruption was again spreading, during 
the Whig tenure of power, in domestic 
government. The disasters of Aff- 
gliaiiiston, the shaking of our power 
ill India, the abortive first two years’ 
hostilities with China, show with what 
dreadful danger it was attended to 
our external power and even national 
existence. 

We have said that it is the decisive 
mark of a party vTitcr to ascribe 
political and private vices to his op- 
Iionents, from which he represents his 
OAvn side as exempt; and we have 
immediately afterwards said, that the 
wide-spread conniption, and constant 
promotion of inllueiitial imbecility, 
which, ever since 1688, has been the ^ 
banc of Great Britain, and the chief,' 
if not the sole, cause of all the disas¬ 
ters w'e have undergone, and of nine- 
teiiths of the debts we have ©on- 
tiactcd, is mainly to be ascribed 
to the Whigs, who, during tlie long 
period of seventy years, immediate¬ 
ly subsequent to,the Revolution, 
were exclusively in power, and had 
the entire moulding of the constitu¬ 
tion, both in church and state, iu their 
hands. Having tfUccii the mote out 
ol* our neighbour’s eye, we proceed to 
take the beam out of our own. We 
liasten to show, that Ave do not ascribe 
greater political baseness to one party 
than another. Wo aaIU not follow the 
example of Walpole, Avho represents 
Chatliam, and all his Whig followers, 
as patriotic angels ; Bute, and all his 
Tory supporters, as selfish devils. We 
assume it as the basis of all just or 
rational historical discussion, that, 
though there may bo a wide and most 
important difference in the bmeftoial 
or ruinous effects with which‘their 
measures are attended, the real 
racter, tlie moral pia:ity of the motives, 
of nu'ii of opi^ositc parties, in the same 
age, is much alike. /There is, in¬ 
deed, a wide difference 4u the virtue 
and public spirit of different ages, and 
of men in tlie same community, under, 
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^ *: ISie patriotism of Regulus and Fa- 
Jjllciufi "v^as very different from that 
whiclr followed the insuiTection of 
the Gracchi; but Sylla and Marius, 
■Csesar and Fompoy, differed, if theii' 
real motives are considered, very little 
from each other. The same result 
would probably have followed the tri¬ 
umphs of cither. There is no such 
thing as all the sheep being on one 
side and all the goats on another, in 
the same country at the same time. 
The proportion of good and bad men, 
of generous and base motives, among 
the Roundheads and Cavaliers, was 
much the same. The cabal which>as 
“framing a government of despotic 
power for Charles 11-, was doubtless 
selfish and tyrannical; but Algernon 
Sidney, and the whole pati'iots who 
opposed them, except Lord Russell, 
were quietly taking, the whole time, 
bribes from Louis XIV. Severity 
‘was doubtless exercised in the punish¬ 
ment of the leaders, some of whom 
were, noble and high-minded men, of 
thft» Rye-House Plot; but that was 
only in retaliation of the still greater 
atrocities consequent on the fictitious 
Popish plots, and the perjury of Titus 
Oates, The Revolution of 1688 was, 
doubtless, brougfit about, as a whole, 
by necessity and patriotic intentions; 
but Churchill proved a traitor to his 
benefactor and king, and betrayed his 
trust to promote that revolution—a 
crime as deep as that for which Xey 
justly suffered in the gardens of the 
^^esembourg—and the blackness of 
which all the glories of Marlborough 
have not been able to efface. The 
government of Lord Bute and Lord 
North was doubtless mainly based on 


no doubt that this is trupYand 
it is not less true, that all power 
which is not systematically watched, 
will become corrupt. It is these prin¬ 
ciples which explain the universal and 
wide-spread comiption Which over¬ 
ran the country for a century after 
the Revolution; and they point to a 
couclnsion of the very highest impor¬ 
tance in political science. Direct or 
tyrannical power, by means of the 
prerogative, or the simple will, of the 
sovereign, having become impossible, 
in consequence of the safeguai'ds esta¬ 
blished by the Great Rebellion and 
the Revolution, and the disposition to 
tyranny and abuse' remaining the 
same, from the corrupt tendency of the 
human heart, the s^'stem of gaining 
a majority, both in Parliament and in 
the constituencies, by means of go¬ 
vernment influence and gflicial cor¬ 
ruption, became the acknowledged, and 
probably unavoidable, basis of govern¬ 
ment. During the seventy years that 
the Whigs were in power, they brought 
this system to perfection, and extend¬ 
ed its ramifications into the remotest 
corners of the kingdom. A majority 
of the House of Peers, in the Whig 
interest, amply provided with emolu¬ 
ments, offices, and dignities, got pos¬ 
session of so many boroughs and 
counties, that they secured a majority 
in the Commons also, and got the 
entire command of government. The 
sovereigns on the throne—men of 
little capacity, imperfectly acquainted 
with Englislij unable, from that cause, 
even to preside at the meetings of 
their own cabinet, and strongly op¬ 
posed by an ardent and generous, be¬ 
cause disinterested, party in the coun¬ 
try—became mere puppets in their 
hallos, and rendered the crown nearly 
destitute of all real or independent 
weight in the kingdom. 




the influpnee of official 6r parliament- The natural check in a free country 
ary patfonago, and the evils of that upon this corrupt system, into which 
corruption clearly appeared in the dis- every constitutional monarchy has so 
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and select the persons to be appoint¬ 
ed from ym ranks of their enemies. 
But this Blutaiy clicck upon bad go¬ 
vernment did not exist during Ihc 
first half of the eighteenth century; 
or rather, it existed only to fan and 
augment the inclination, already suffi¬ 
ciently strong, to corruiJt administra¬ 
tion on ttic part of tlic Whig oligarchy, 
■w ho had got possession of, the iudm. 
The popular party were now in power; 
their leaders had the disposal of every 
thing, and therefore not a whisper 
escaped their lips, as to the degrad¬ 
ing system which Avas so fast s})read- 
ing in the country. The 'I'ories, Avho 
wi'i’c ill opposition, were a discredited 
and defeated party. They had got 
into ugly coin^iauy—they had the 
axe impending over them. The. un¬ 
successful result of the rebellions of 
1715 and 1715, had, as is always the 
case, not only greatly augmented tlic 
strength of the ruling government, but 
it had ixunlered the Tories, Avho were 
in great part, and probably justly'’, sus¬ 
pected of a leaning to the rebels, to 
the last degree obnoxious to a hirgc 
majority of the English people. Keli- 
gious feeling combined with political 
antipatliy and personal terror to pro¬ 
duce this emotiou. The. Tories were 
associated, in the jiopular mind, Avith 
Jacobites and Rebels; AAith Popish 
mummery amj national antipatliy; 
with the fires of Smithiiold and the 
defeat of Prestonpans; Avith Scotch 
ascendency and revenge for the 
blood shed at Carlisle; with breech- 
less Highlanders and Protestant con- 
lisealion. Thus the Tories, as a jio- 
pnlar party, capable of cx(‘rcisingauy 
eftective control on the Adees and cor¬ 
ruptions of admiiiistralioii, were prac*- 
tically extinct. ^Meamvhile, the ]) 0 - 
pular party in England, steeped in 
cotTuptiou, and gorged Avith the spoils 
of the state, Avhich the expensive 
system of gOA'oniment, introduced 
Avith the Revolution, had done so much 
to augment, Avas efFcctuaUy gagged, 
and was enjoying its lucrative abuses 
in silence. This is the true explana¬ 
tion and real cause of thb prodigious 
corruptions which pervaded every de¬ 
partment of the state, and—Avhat Avas 
worse—every class in the country 
during the seventy years Avhich fol¬ 
lowed the Revolution, and which had 
wellnigh proved fatal to all patriotic 
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spirit, or public virtue in England, 
The two poAA^ers, that of the govern¬ 
ment and the people., usually opposing 
each other, had come to draw in the 
same direction, and they raised be¬ 
tween them a spring-tide of corruption, 
Avhicli wellnigh submerged the state. 

There can be no question, that if this 
degi*ading .system of government— 
the necessary and never-failing result 
of successful revolution—had continu¬ 
ed for a generation longer, it would 
have proved altogether latal to Great 
Britain. But, fortunately fon the 
country, George 111. and his advisers, 
from the very lirst moment of his acces¬ 
sion to the throne, set his face against 
the party which had introduced and 
matured this system of goAernnient-; 
and their etibrts, though after a se¬ 
vere struggle, AAere suecossful. 'I'liis 
Avas the tiiniing-point of English his¬ 
tory ; upon tljc succ(‘ss of that at¬ 
tempt, the future cliaracter of the 
government and of the people mainly 
depended. It, for the iirst time since 
the Revolution, restored the gOA'crn- ' 
incut to its proper position—it rested**^ 
it, in its ultimate eftccts, on property, 
and ])ut numbers in opposition. This 
is the only jn-oper basis of good go- 
verninent—ibr without property rul¬ 
ing, there can be no stability in admi¬ 
nistration ; and Avithout numbers 
Avateliing, there is no security against 
the multiplication of abuses. The 
corrupt system of Sir R. Walpole, 
and the i)receding administrations, 
bad arisen from the popular party— 
that is, nuuibors—having become the 
ruling poAver, and of course appro¬ 
priated to themselves the Avhole spoils 
of the state. Instantly their Avatchingfe; 
became equal to nothing, and every^ 
abuse was pcrjietrated Avithout either 
cxj)osuro or complaint. There Avere 
no AVilkeses nor Juniuses, to lash 
the vices of adciiuistration, from 1688 
to 1761, when the AVhigs Avere 
power; tliough that was beyond all 
question the most corrupt period of 
English history. But they appeared 
fast enough, and did infinite good, as 
soon as the Tories got possfission of 
the public treasury, TMs is the true 
secret of the unbounded corruption of 
the government of the Convention 
and Directory in France—of the 
rapid return to a corrupt system du- 
j-iug the ten years of Whig power 
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■which succeeded the downfall of the 
Tories in 1830,,and of t!ie estahlish- 
metit of Louis Philippe’s dynasty, 
„ now, on the basis of one hundred and 
thirty-eight thousand otliccs, which 
Tocfliioville tells us are at the disposal 
of the ruling power at the Tuilerics. 
It is not that the popular leaders are 
worse men, or by nature more inclined 
to evil, than their Conservative oppo¬ 
nents, but that, when they arc elevated 
into power by the result of a revolu¬ 
tion or social convulsion, th^ control¬ 
ling lias become the ruling jiowcr ; its 
leaders and followers alike profit by 
corruption and mal-administration; 
and thercforethereisnoloiigcr any pos¬ 
sible restraint ori abuse. It is not 
that the Conservative leaders arc by 
nature better men, or more inclined 
to eschew evil and do good than their 
popular opponents ; but that, a.s the 
basis of their government is property, 
which necessarily is vested in com])a- 
ratively few hands, they arc of course 
opposed and narrowly watched by 
„ numbers; and thus they are (Ict(‘rred 
" from doing e.vil, from the dread of its 
consc(iuences recoiling uptm them¬ 
selves. And this observation ex¬ 
plains the cause of tlie remark by 
Montesquieu, which the experience of 
all ages has proved to be well founded, 
“ that the most degrading despotisms 
recorded in history have. l)e(;n those, 
w’hich have immediately followed a 
successful revolution." 

The clearest proof of how stnmgly, 
and all but indelibly, corruption ami 
abuses had become engrained, as it 
were, on the practice of the English 
^jeonstitution, is to b(‘ found in their 
4'fong continuance and pernicious ef¬ 
fects after the popular party Iiad been 
thrown back to tbeir proper duty of 
watching and checking the abuses of 
govcriiracnt, and despite the prodi¬ 
gious efforts which wero made, and the 
vast talent which was exerted, to ex- 
pose and decry it. Walpole tells us 
enough of the corrut)t rrteans by which 
Lord Bute's authority was tnaintained, 
and of the discreiditable intrigues by 
which succeeding administrations were 
raised and ca«t dovtti, Wilkes 
and Junius exposed, In cutting libels, 
and with caustic severity, thiur real 
or supposed continuance iu a subse¬ 
quent part of the reign of George III.; 
Smie and Fox declaimed in a voice 


of tliuiider against the rices of Lord 
J^orth's admiuistratiou; and the di- 
sast(‘rs of that untoward period de¬ 
monstrate but too clearly, that the 
radical vice of parllamontary influence 
had almost banished talent and ability 
from the public service. Every one 
knows tliat commissions in the army 
and navy were bestowed on children, 
as the mere price of supj)ort to go¬ 
vernment ; and that, when tlic little 
hirelings of corruption were sent forth 
into tile luiblic service, th<‘y Were 
utterly ignorant, for tlie most part, 
of even the most elementary parts of 
tiieir duty. The same system con- 
fimied during the early 3 ^ears of the 
Kevolutionary war; and u e all know 
witli what disastrous effects it was 
then attended. Hut the AVIiig orators 
and patriots, with all their acuteness 
and zeal, forgot to fell us one thing, 
which, however, it most behoved 
them to have told—and that is, that it 
Avas themselves who had formed and 
habituated the nation to this degra¬ 
ding sv'stem. They have forgot to tell 
us that they had the framing of the 
constitution iu church and state, 
after the Jlevolution of 1088 ; that 
their ])f)wer was, for above a century, 
entirely paramount; and that, if tlic 
system ot government had come, (lu¬ 
ring that time, to rest on corrupt 
influences, it was they, and they 
alone, who are iTsjioiisihio for the 
])racticai moulding of tlie ConsUtiitiou 
into such a form. 

Ko man A\ho knows the human 
heart, or has liad any exi>erience, 
either of public characters iu his own, 
or historic shades in any former age, 
Avill .sitpji 08 (‘. that the (’onservativti 
party are more inclined in their hearts 
to pnre and virtuous administration 
than their popttiar opponents; but, 
nevertheless, there can be no ques¬ 
tion that their government, generally 
speaking, is much more pure, and its 
effects far more beneficial. Decisive 
proof of this exists in English histo^ 
during the nineteenth century. It 
took nearly forty years of incessant 
effort on the part of the Whigs to 
eradicate the harvest of corruption 
which sprang up. since 1761, from the 
Seeds so profusely sown by their prede¬ 
cessors during the seventy years before 
that period; and unless they had been 
aided by the disasters of the Ameri- 
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can, and the perilous chances of the 
Revolutionary contest, it Lsprobabicall 
tlicir ciToj'ts would liavc been iiusuc- 
ccssfiil. Hut when, by the firmness 
of (icorge Jir., and the talent of Mr 
Hitt, tlie contest for political supre¬ 
macy was at an (uid, and goverii- 
lucnl was resled on its true basis— 
that of ]iroi)erty being the ruling, and 
nuinbers the controlling power— 
^^llcn the U'ory ])arty, freed from the 
inlliicnce of their old Jacobite recol¬ 
lect i(uis, liad rallied with sincere 
loyalty jouikI tlie tlirone, and the 
Whigs, 1 ki\ iiig lost the glittering pros¬ 
pect of a return to po^\er and coirup- 
tion, had been driven to seek for support 
ill the passions of the ])eople, wliat a 
niarvellouM display of imblic \irluc 
and strength did the empire aftbrd! 
Search llit^ annals of the world, you 
will find nothing su])erior, few things 
equal, to the ])alrioiisin, ])iibfic spirit, 
and gciKM’iUis d(‘votion <.if tluj latter 
])i'riod ofthc Jte^'o]^^^ionary war. Jts 
unequalled triiim])hs jirovc this; the 
bi(>gi aphi(»s of its great men, u Inch 
are dail}' issuing from the jiross, *Jiow 
from what a noble and clevatcil spirit 
these triumphs had s])rnng. They 
compu'red because they were wovtliy 
to coii(|uer. The burning patriotism 
of N(‘lson ; the pro]»hctic courage of 
Pitt; the. ,sp(itl(*ss h(*art of Colling- 
wood ; the stern njsulves of St Vin¬ 
cent ; tlio steady judgnieiiT of lOhlon ; 
the moral firmness of Castlereagli ; 
the uncomiucrable resolution of Wel¬ 
lington, shiiK^ forth as tin* most con¬ 
spicuous oruaments of this brilliant 
]ieriod. Hut thesi; num, great as 
t lie}^ were, did not stand alone. Tlicy 
were in iirominciit situations, and 
have thence ac(piircd immortal fame; 
but they w(m*c fidlowcd and supiiortcd 
by hundreds and thousands, animated 
with the same spirit, and possessing, if 
callcdfortlijthesameabiUtios. England 
at tliat period seemed to have reached 
that epoch in national life, “ brief and 
S)>eedily to perish,” as 'racitus says, 
when the firmness of aristocracy had 
given invincible resolution, and the 
energy of democracy inexhaustible 
vigour to the state wlicii we had the 
tenacity of nobles witliout their pride, 
and the vehemence of the pccqilo with¬ 
out their liceiiliousness—“ Si mouu- 
luentum ciua^ris, circumspice.” 

The Emperor Nicholas, therefore, 


judged too hastily when he condemn¬ 
ed all free countries and constitutional 
monarchies as necessarily the scats of 
corruption. It is no wonder he 
thought so from the experience he 
had of them, and that which the 
greater part of such governments, in 
his time, had afi'orded. If we had 
judged of constitutional monarchy and 
the eausii of freedom from the his¬ 
tory of England from 1688 to 1793, 
■we should have said the same. But 
the subsequent history of the British 
cmpii-e has revealed the real cause of 
those general and wide-spi*cad abuses. 
It has shou ii that they arose not 
necessarily Irom the triumph of free¬ 
dom, but accidentally from govem- 
meut, ill conseqiu'iice of that triumph, 
having for a long period been cs- 
tablish(»d on a wrong basis. The 
conlonding powers, whose opposi¬ 
tion jiroduccs (.Mpnlibrium, had been 
brought to draw in the same direc- 
lion, and thence the spring-tide of 
eomqition. A (-onstitutional mon¬ 
archy is not necessarily" based on pa¬ 
tronage; it is so only when the jiopular 
party are in power. Tliat party, hav¬ 
ing, as a wIkiIo, little or no interest in 
tiu* property of the slate, can be re¬ 
tained in obedience, and hindered 
from urging on tlie revolutionary 
luovenumt, onlyby bcingw"cll supplied 
with otJices. Jt is like a beast of prey, 
which must be constantly gorged to 
be kept quiet. But the liolders of 
ju'opcriy need no such degrading ino- 
ti\ (• to keep them steady to the cause 
of order. 'I'liey are retained there by 
their own private interest; by their 
deep stake in the maintenance of 
tranquillity^; by their dcsii'c to trans¬ 
mit their estates unimpaired to their 
descx'iidants. ‘'Jliey'- arc as certain, in the 
general case, of supporting the cause of 
order, and its guardians at the helm of 
a state, as th,». passengers in a ship are 
of standing by the pilot and crew who 
are to ^ave tlnan from the waves. 
Tlie true, the legitimate, the honour¬ 
able support of a Conservative go¬ 
vernment, is to be found in that nu¬ 
merous class of men who have no 
favours to ask, u ho would disdain tor 
accept any gratification, who adhere 
to the cause of order, because it is 
that of peace, of religion, of them¬ 
selves, and of their children. It is a 
sensti of the strength of these bonds, 
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a knowledge of the independent and 
disinterested support which they are 
certain of receivmg, which enables a 
Conservative administration so often 
to neglect its supporters in the dis¬ 
tribution of the public i>atronage, and 
seek for merit and worth in the ranks 
of its opponents. A democratic go¬ 
vernment can never do tliis, because 
the passions and interests of the great 
bulk of its supporters arc adverse to 
the preservation of property; and 
therefore they can be kept to their 
colours, and hindered from clanionr- 
ing for those measures which its lead¬ 
ers feel to bo destructive, only by the 
exclusive enjoyment and entire mo¬ 
nopoly of all the patronage of the 
state. 

Without undervaluing, then, the 
effects of the Revolution of 1688 ; 
without discrediting the motives of 
many of the patriots ■>>ho combined 
to shako off the oppressive tyranny 
and Romish bigotry of James II., it 
may safely be aflirined, that it was 
George III., Lord Hutc, and Mr Pitt, 
who put the British constitution upon 
its right, and the only durable and 
beneficial, basis, and worked out the 
Revolution itself to its appropriate 
and beneficent effects. This is the 
great and important moral of English 
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history during the eighteenth century; 
this is the conclusion forced ou the 
mind by the perusal of Walpole's Me- 
moirsy and his vehement abuse of Lord 
Bute and George III. for their dismis¬ 
sal of the Whigs from power. Doubt¬ 
less, they acted from selfish motives in 
doing so. The king wanted to regain 
his prerogative, the minister to secure 
his power ; but still it was, on the part 
of both, a step in the right direction. 
But for the resolute stand which they 
made against the Whig oligarchy— 
but for their wisdom in throwing 
themselves on the property of tin; 
nation to withstand its debasement, 
a doiiiitieering party would have be¬ 
come omnipotent, the people would 
have been irrecoverably plunged in 
the slough of corruption, and the 
liberties of England lost for ever, ac¬ 
cording to all former experience, in the 
firmly established despotisnt conse¬ 
quent ou a successful revolution. 
George III. said, on the first decisive 
jmrliamentary division which gave a 
majority to the Tories in 1701—“ At 
length, then, we have a king on the 
throne in England.” Posterity Aviil 
add—at length the foundations of a 
free constitution were laid oii a du¬ 
rable and practicable basis. 
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north’s specimens of the BRITISH CRITICS. 

No. IT. 

Dkyden akd Pope. 


Specimens of tlic British Critics arc 
unavoidably an irre<?ular history of 
Criticism in tliis island ; and such a 
history of our Criticism is unavoidably 
one, too, of our Poetry. The lirst 
name in our series is Dryden. See 
M'hat we have written, and you find 
half of our p:iper is on Sliaksimaro. 
Pope is oiir iioxt worthy; and of 
three or four pillars on which his 
name as a critic, rests, one is his ciia- 
ractcr of tlie Protagonist. J'lius, for 
this earlier part of a iicav Age, the 
Presidents of Criticism arc the two 
Kings of Ah’rse. 

AVIicn the poet is a critic, liow' shall 
WG sever in liiiu tlie t^\o Arts? If his 
prose is ex])li<*it, his verse is implicit 
criticism ; and there was tlius a reason 
for s]ieaking somcwliat especiall}’’ of 
Dryden’s character as a tragedian 
in drawing his character as a critic. 
But indeed tlie man, the critic, and 
the }>oet, arc one, and must be cha¬ 
racterized as a whole ; only you may 
choose which asjjcct shall be ])rinc,ipal. 
In studying Ids works you are struck, 
throughout, with a mind loosely disci¬ 
plined ill its great intellectual powers, 
in his critical writings, principles has¬ 
tily proposed from partial considera¬ 
tion, arc set up and forgotten. He in¬ 
tends largely, but a thousand causes 
restrain and lame the cxeculion. Mil- 
ton, ill unsettled times, maintiiincd 
his inward tranquillity of soul—and 
“ dwelt apart.” Dryden, in times 
oscillating indeed and various, yet 
quieter and safer, discloses ])rivatc 
disturbance. Ilis own bark ajipears 
to be borne on continually on a rest¬ 
less,* violent, wdiirling, and tossing 
stream. It never sleeps in briglit- 
ncss on its owm calm and bright sha¬ 
dow. An unhappy biography weaves 
itself into the history of the inly 
dwelling Genius. 

llis treatment of “The Tempest” 
shows that he wanted intelligence of 
highest passion and imagination. One 
powerful mind must have discernment 
of another; and he speaks best of 


Sliakspearc when most generally. 
Then we might believe that he under¬ 
stood him in all the greatness of. his 
iniglit; blit our belief cannot support 
itself among tlie many outrages of¬ 
fered by him to nature, in a blind or 
wanton desecration of her lioliest 
revcalmontd to her inspired priest. 
In tlie sense stated above, his trans¬ 
formation of “Tlic Tempest,” isanim- 
plicit criticism of “ ThcTempest.” And, 
assuredly, there is no great rashness 
of tlieoiiziiig ill him who finds in this 
barbarous murder, evidence to a lack 
of apprehension in Dryden, for some 
part of llie beauty which he swept 
away. It Avould be unjustifiable to¬ 
wards the man to believe that, for 
the lowest legitimate end of a play¬ 
wright—money—or for the lower, 
because illegitimate end, the popular 
breath of a day amongst a public of 
a day—he \oluritariIy ruined one or 
tlie most delicate amongst the beauti¬ 
ful creations with which the divine 
muse, his own patroness, had enlarged 
and adorned the bright world of mind 
—ruined it down to the depraved, the 
degraded, the debased, the grovelling, 
the vulgar taste of a corrupt court 
and tOAvii. “ The Inchanted Island” 
is a dolorous document ungainsayable, 
to the appreciation, in particulars, by 
that Dryden who could, in generals, 
laud 8hakspcarc so well—of that 
Shakspeare, And if, by Dryden, then 
by the age whicli he eminently led, 
and for which'* he created, and for 
wliieh he—destroyed. 

“ The Inchanted Island,” and “The 
State of Innocence” come under no 
criticism. They are literary facinora. 
No rational account—no theory of 
them can be given. There they are 
—melancholy, but instructive facts. 
They express the revolution of the 
national spirit, on the upper degrees 
of the social scale. That which thirty, 
twenty, ten years before was impos¬ 
sible, happens. The hewing in pieces 
of Shakspeare, to throw him into the 
magical caldron, to reproduce him, 
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not in youth but in dotage, showa a 
death, but not yet the consequent 
life. Stupendous and sweet Nature 
whom we possessed, has vanished— 
fled heavenward—resolved into a dew 
—gone, into the country. At least, 
she is no longer in town! It may 
safely be averred, that no straining of 
the human intellect can compute the 
interval overleaped betwixt those ori¬ 
ginals, and these tran,scrij)tiona. It is no 
translation, paraphrase, metaphrase. 
It is as if we should catch a confused 
and misapprehending glimpse of some¬ 
thing that is going on in dnpiter. It 
is a transference from one order of 
beings to another; avIio have some 
intellectual ])rocesses in common, but 
are allied by no sympathy. The 
sublime is gone! The beautiful is 
gone! The rational is gone! Tlie 
loving is gone! Tlic divine is not 
here! Nor the angelical! Nor tli«^ 
human! Alas! noteventhedialKtlical! 
All is corrupted! banished! obliterat¬ 
ed! 

Wc have seen Dryden complaining 
of Shakspearc’s language and style— 
of the language as anti(iuated fr(uu 
the understanding of an audhuice in 
his own day—of the whole stylo as 
Ueing “ so pestered witli figurative 
expressions, that it is as aifeeted as it 
is obscure.” And wc were .aware of 
the modest self-attribution, “ 1 have 
r^ned the langmgef in Drydeuisiug 
Troilus and Cressida, “ wliich before 
was obsolete,'' And Samuel Johnson 
corroborates and enlarges the self- 
praise. “ Dryden w'as the first wlio 
refined the language of poetry.'' 

At this day, such expressions fill 
the younger votary—creative or criti¬ 
cal—of our vernacular muse with 
astonishment and i)erplcxity, and set 
an older one upon thanking. Sucli 
assertions, it must be said, are “wn/w- 
telligihle"' now, because a nobler un¬ 
folding of time, a happy rrtnvn of 
our educated mind to the old and to 
t^ natural, has antiquated" the 
literary sentiment, which Dryden and 
Johnson shared, and win’ch they so 
confidently proposed to fitly-preiiared 
readers. 

Shukspcarc obsolete! There is not 
a writer of to-day—whose wokds are 
neo/ter to om hearts. Our own arc 
hardly as intimate there^ as his are — 


You arc my true and honourable wife, 
JLs dear to ma ns are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart f 

sa3'S the tnmbled Jlnitiis to Porliii, 
Avho has expressed a mistloubtiiig <tf 
Ids true and clear affection for her. 

Is this antiquated" English, and 
thence “ unintelligihlc?" 

Viola. —]My father had a daughter 
loved a man, 

As it might be. perhaps, wnui; I a 

WOMAN, 

I should your lordridp. 

Dale \ — And what's her history ? 

Yiotn.—A hlanki unj lord. JSlia nev^’r 
told her lore. 

♦ * Jl: * 

Duke. —Ibit died thv sister of her love. 

%• 

my boy t 

Viola, — 1 am all the daughters (►!’my 
father's bouse, 

And all the brothers, too.'* 

Mirtnida —I am a f(H)l 
To weep at ■\vbat 1 am glad of. 

Ferdinand. —V\'her(‘ should this inu- 
sit: be ? 

r til’ air 1- or tli' eartJi ? 

It sounds no more; and sure it wails 
upon 

Some god o* tif island. Sitting ou a 
bank, 

Weeping again lh(‘ king my father's 
wreck, 

This music crept b> mciipmi the waters, 
Allaying botJi their fury ami my jiassion 
\Vith it.s air. Thence have 1 

follow *d it. 

Or it liatli drawn me, ratlier. But ’tis 
gone.— 

No! it begins again. 

* ♦ * ¥r * 

The ditty does remember iny drown’d 
lather. 

This is n<> mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes.—1 hear it now 
above me.” 

Hero we have an ^'‘antiquated" 
touch or two tliat would have distreta- 
cd Dryden. “Tashion ” is used fh the 
old strong general sense of iiowerfiil, 
possessing emotion—in this example, 
filial sorrow; and lower down, wc 
have the obsolete “owes” for the 
modern “ owns,” which two vitiating 
rejiques of antiquity, along with that 
“pestering,” “affected,” and “ob¬ 
scure” figui‘0, crept by me upon 
the waters,” would explain, without 
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donljt, tlie impossibility which tlio 
reader feels Jiimself under, of deriving 
any y)leasnre from the passage, and, 
to s])ealc strictly, of diseovei'ing any 
signiticatiou in it!! 

Assuredly we do not design trans¬ 
cribing whole Sliakspeaj’C, in order 
to contradicting a rash word of Dry- 
den's. It might not be. jtolitic, either; 
for we should now and then meet 
with hard sentences, which might 
seem, like nnlneky witnesses, to give 
evidence against the party that brings 
them beft>re tlie tribunal. They would 
not. It is not in l^\enty idaees, or 
not in a hmidred, that the ol)s<)letc- 
ness of a w^ord or i)lirase makes Shak- 
spt'are liard, nor any thing in tlui 
w^orhl but his wit, his intellect in 
excess, that occasionally rmis awuiy 
with him, and wraps np liis nieaning 
in a ])hraseology of his own creating; 
enigmas that are embarrassing to dis- 
iinolve agaiii—witieh might, indeed, 
be an aiitifpialed manner of his age, 
but not an obsolete dictionary and 
grammar, Neither is it required of 
us to convince tlic reader, by eopious 
extracts, that he really understands 
Shaksjieare, one or other of whose 
volumes he has always in his poeket, 
and whose Englisli ho sits hearing by 
the hour, lisjied, mouthed, and legiti¬ 
mately .spoken niton the stage, and 
still fancying that he understands 
wdiiit he hoars. But it seemed not 
altogetlier out of place., when the 
criticism of .style is moved, and Shak- 
spoare'.s English challenged, to recall 
into the li\elie.st consciousness of the 
reader, for a moment, the principal 
feature of the ease, w'hich is, w'ithoiit 
doubt, that Shakspeare is, in all our 
literature, the writer in wdiom this 
highest art of writing—namely—start 
not, good, iuiiocent reader! for it 
mu.st one day be said— tiir art of 
SIMPLICITY —reaches its height; that 
magical art of stee])ing the words and 
ii^nis that fall li'oin every lip at 
cWry minute, in music, and beauty, 
and pathos, and power, so that the 
familiar sound slips along the well- 
knowm inlets into the soul, and avc 
arc—“ took ere w'e arc ’ware.’’ 

Otherw ise, for the general fact, tliat 
he, the reader of 1845, does under¬ 
stand, without much dilUculty, the 
dramatic poet wdioin, in 1C65, the 
gulf of years and the mutations of 


apeocli from father to son had rendered 
“ unintelligible ”-for the general verity 
of this unforeseen and improbable, but 
indisputable fact, the reader’s recol¬ 
lection of his own personal liistory 
since he was eight or ten years old) 
may be h*ft satisfactorily to vouch. 

Neither was it, perhaps, unreason¬ 
able to snatch the occasion of alleging 
and manifesting the momentous and 
instructive truth — that the intenser 
V'orhimj of the mind finds oiU^ in every 
(uje^ the per)n'.ini(ies of a language. 

Let u.s take our place for a moincut 
in the Age of our ])oetry, wdiich began 
w'ith Drydeii inclusive, and ended, or 
began ending, with Cowqier exclusive. 
Jt w'as the uKcnKATivE ago of our 
poetry ; or, if you insist ni»on a deno¬ 
mination positively grounded, the 
imitativk; or it was the unimpas- 
stoned^ or it w'as the rational. Only 
the stage—losing passion, and not 
being the place for rijason—went mad; 
as Avith Nat Lee. IloAvcvcr, it retained 
something like a creative energy in 
Otway—and, moreover, Cato was 
really and afflictingly a rational 
play.—^".riie mere musical flow of the 
verse took the place of ever A'ary- 
ing expression ; and the name used 
as nearly equivalent ■ft'ith a good 
verse, at least for describing that 
wdiich a verse should ordinarily be, 
is a sniomth verse. Concurrent in time 
and cause was the invasion of the 
ten syllabled rhymed couplet, Avhich, 
in jdace of the old dh’-ersified measures, 
took posso.ssiou—off the stage—of our 
])oetiy. With all this Avent a trans¬ 
formation of tlic language accepted 
in verse ; a scA cring and setting apart, 
as if a consecrating of the Farnassiau 
dialect, Avhicli formerly Avaa always 
caught up fresh from the lap of nature, 
at the risk, no doubt, of pulling.weeds 
amongs the lloAvcrs. 

In the incidental enunciations of 
criticism, avc may easily gather notices 
of the moA^ementthisAvay, in thedouble 
mattci* of the language and the verse. 
In both, it receives, as it should (Jo^ 
the same name and description. It is 
the disengaging 6f RE^iTNEMjiNy—its 
birth from the bosom of Bakbarism 
— distinct as mother and daughter. 
Shakspeare and Milton are the two 
great barbarous kings with a numerous 
court. If we try to give ourselves ac¬ 
count of this Refinement and to vindi- 
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cate for it the title, wo are at a loss for 
names and notions. A Eefincment 
which places the sluts of Dryden and 
his contemporaries above Imogen and 
Miranda, and above Eve. One hangs 
down the Iiead in shame and perplex¬ 
ity. The history of England affords us 
a key in the name of Charles 11. The 
Court, the Town, and Life-in-doors, 
are the words that resolve the mys¬ 
tery. The Muses that were Powers 
of Fell, and Flood, and Forest, and 
Field, that went with man wlicrevcr 
he went—in cottage and palace, in 
divan and in dungeon,.in the student's 
or the miser’s chamber, on the battle- 
plain, and at the dance of bacchanals 
—and when and wheresoever man 
spoke, heard their own mother-tongue, 
they were beguiled and imprisoned 
within the pale of artificial society 
and of high life. They had to learn 
the breeding of the drawing-room. 
Their auditors, in short, were ge.ntle- 
meii and ladies, whtmever forgot that 
they were such in the sudden over¬ 
powering consciousness of their being 
men and women. 

There was therefore not only a dc- 
naturation, but an ener\^ation of our 
poetry. There grew a dainty, fastidi¬ 
ous, casily-loatliing taste, betokening 
that the robust health of the older day 
—its healthy hunger, and its blood 
glowing and bounding like a fiS-estcr’s 
—was gone by. Never to come again? 
No ! not so bad as that. AVc mark 
main lines. We have not room for the 
filling-up. The last century closing, 
opened another Age, and we of to-day 
renovate and reinvigorate ourselves the 
best wc mav. 

England surely did not bring up the 
Heroic Tragedy from its unsown soil. 
It was foreign falsehood that over¬ 
came English truth and ^incxiVity. A 
factitious excitement that induced a 
false pitch throughout. On the old 
French stage, there were these two 
eminent characteristics of tragedy: 
Whatever the subject—if Qidipns, and 
the Plague raging—there must be a 
love-talc; and the most impassioned 
persons most continually dissert. Ge¬ 
nerally, Dryden's heroic plays have 
these two marks—both disnaturinga 
of trage^. Wc conceive in Dryclen’s 
age, andCin himself as participant, a 
pampved taste that cannot relish the 


t^holesomo simple meats which Na¬ 
ture, “ good ciitercss,” provides for 
her beloved, healthy, naturally-living 
children. That is to say, a vitiation 
of taste, by indulged excesses; the 
wine and high feasting of their own 
theatrti—which really made them un¬ 
apt for iindcrstandiug Shakspeare. 
For in such things men imdcrstaiul by 
force of delight, and if delight deserts 
them iiitolligencc does too. The writ- 
iug.s of the great crentWc poots—of 
IlonuT, Dante, Chaucer, and the 
rest—always give you the, impres¬ 
sion tliat they possessed nature by 
observation and sympathy—outward 
nature and man's luitnrc—that this, 
as it wcj’c, stood in their soul—the 
great pcrpetiialiy-preseut original— 
from >\hieh they drew fancifully 
varied portraiture. It is there as their 
standard of reference, wiicn they read 
other poets. In Dryden, it is not so. 
You know ncitlier what iie draws 
from, nor to wir.it he refers in tlioso 
extraordinary heroic tragedies Avliich 
resemble notliing—no men and no wo¬ 
men, that were, are, or shall be. The 
iin])o sible hero, the inij»osKiblc hero¬ 
ine, and their extravagaut sentiments, 
afford scope for a strife and a torture 
of tlionght, wliich is an insoi)arablc 
medley of wit and argumentation; 
wit reasoning, and logic jesting; a 
strange coiifLision of mental actions, 
with an unfavourable result; fur this 
result is neither truth nor Miinii; 
but very chimera —changing coloiu: 
like the chameleon—shape like the 
clouds, and substance like the con¬ 
tents of an alchemist's crucible. Wit 
‘that to nonsense nearly is allied, if 
the thin partitions an; not often 
actually broken down. Where you 
should have the living blood that 
flows (iirough the living heart—the 
aflections, the passions, and the ac¬ 
tions that mould man and his world 
—yon find sporting and rejoicing in 
their own elastic vigonr, their adrqjj- 
ness and buoyancy, and in their won¬ 
derful starts and c^apricious bounds, 
aimless flights and aerial gambols— 
the bold, the keen, the nimble, the 
strenuous faculties, summoned toge¬ 
ther to compose the masculine, ran¬ 
ging, intrepid, various, piercing, and 
comprehensive Intellect —long tho 
acknowledged sovereign-master of 
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that high literature, which Milton had 
uow left, and which Pope did not yet 
occupy. 

Drydcn dealt in the same incompre¬ 
hensible way with Milton as witli Shak- 
speare. In that famoiis falsifying epi¬ 
gram, the poet of ParadiseJjOst\?> greater 
than Homer and Virgil rolled into one; 
and his name is frequently mentioned 
■with seeming reverence in tliosc otf- 
liaiid Prefaces. Yet even in such cri¬ 
tical passages Uicre is no just appro¬ 
bation of his genius. Thus, in the 
preface to “The State of Innocence,” 
]»c sa^^s—“The original being un¬ 
doubtedly one of tlie greatest, most 
noble, and most snbiiine ]>oems whicli 
eitiier tliis agoor nation has ju'oduced.” 
This age! One if the. gratiesl^ ! 
'J'he age of Charles 11. ! And what 
has become of the other great, noble, 
and sul)liuie, poems wliieli that age 
has produced V These Avaveriiig wortls 
were nritteii the year Milton died; 
and Dennis, or some one else, tells ns 
that, twenty years after, Drydeii con¬ 
fessed that ho had not tlicn been sen¬ 
sible of half the extent of his excel- 
](mco. Put what, twenty years after, 
does he say?— 

“ As for Mr Milton, whom wo all admire 
with so much justice, his subject is not 
of an heroic po('m, jiroperly so called. 
IJis design is the losing of our happi¬ 
ness ; his event is not ]»rosperous like 
that of all other epic works ; his hea¬ 
venly inacliinos are many, and human 
persons are but two. But I will not 
tak(‘ Mr Rhymer’s work out of his hands; 
he has promised the world a critique 
on that author, wherein, though he will 
not allow' his poem for heroic, I hope 
ho will grant us that his thoughts arc 
elevated, his words sounding, ami that 
no man has so happily cojiied the man¬ 
ner of Homer, or so copiously translated 
his Grecisins, and the Latin elegancies 
of Virgil. It is true he runs into a ilat 
of thoughts, sometimes for a hundred 
lines together, but it is w’hen he has 
got i#(o a track of Scripture. His an¬ 
tiquated words were his choice, not 
his necessity; for therein he imitated 
Spenser, as Spenser did Chaucer. And 
though, perhaps, the love of their mas¬ 
ter may Jiave transported both too far 
in the frequent use of them, yet, in my 
opinion, obsolete words may there bo 
laudably revived, when either they are 
more sounding or more significant than 
those in practice; and when tlieir ob- 


^ scurity is taken away, by joining other 
words to them which clear the sense, 
according to the rule of Horace, for 
the admission of new words. But, in 
both cases, a moderation is to be ob¬ 
served in tlie use of them: for unne¬ 
cessary coinage, as well as unnecessary 
revival, runs into alFectation; a fault to 
be avoided on cither hand. Neither 
will I justify Milton for his blank verse, 
though 1 may excuse him, by the ex¬ 
ample of Hannibal Caro, and other 
Italians, w'ho have used it; for what¬ 
ever causes he alleges for the abolish¬ 
ing of rhyme, (wliich 1 have not now 
the leisure to examine,) his own parti¬ 
cular reason is plainly this, that rhyme 
was not his talenl ; he had neither the 
case of doing it, nor the graces of it; 
which IS manifest in his ‘ Juvenilia,* 
or verses wiitten in his youth, wdiero 
his rhyme is always constrained and 
forced, and comes hardly from him, at 
an age when the soul is most pliant, 
and the ])assion (jf love makes almost 
every man a rhymer though not a poet.” 

The general effect of this captious 
l)assage is far from ])leasaut. It leaves 
ns ill doubt of the sincerity^ of Courts, 
and Towns, and Dryden’s admiration 
of ]\Ir Milton. “ IJis subject is not that 
of a lieroic poem, properly so called.” 
JMilton did not call it a heroic poem. 
Hut it is an epic poem, and a divine. 
“ '■J'lic event is not prosperous.” As¬ 
suredly not. For that matter, neither, to 
our minds, is that of the Iliad, It seems 
not a little unreasonable to complain 
tliat in Paradise Lost, the “ human 
])ersons are but two.” Drydeii “ will 
not take Mr Hhymer’s work out of 
Ids hands, wiio has ]n'omised us a 
critkpic on that author; ” and ho 
hopes Mr llliymer inll grant so and 
so—look pray again at -what Drydeu 
hopes Mr Kliymcr wdll grant to*Mr 
Milton. Mr Khynier bad jn’ornised 
to favour the public “ wdth some rc- 
llcctioiis on that Paradise Lost of Mil- 
ton, which some arc pleased to call a 
poem.” But this jiromise, says best 
Sir Walter, “ he never filled up the 
measure of bis presumption by at¬ 
tempting to fulfil.” Milton running on 
a flat of thought for a hundreid lines 
together on a track of Scripture! In 
liis poem, by unnecessary coinage of 
new, and unnecessary revival Of old 
words, running into affectation / Mil- 
ton not to jnstijied, fov his blank 
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ver8G, no not oven by tlie example of 
tjie illustrious and immortal Hannibal 
Caro I Then he took to it in despair, 
for rbyine was not bis talent! Ilis 
rhyme fon;ed and constraintid in tJio 
llyinn on tlie Nativity—in Lycidas— 
in L’AIlegro—in II Penseroso I 
In llio same Essay ou Satire—Diy- 
deii talks, not very intelligibly, about 
“ the beautiful turns of u'ords and 
thoughts^ wliieb are as requisite in this 
as in heroic poetry itself; but ^\itli 
■which he confesses himself to have 
been unacquainted till about twent}'’ 
3 ^ear.s before, when “ thal noble ^it 
of Scotland/’ Sir (leorge AInckeiizie, 
asked him why he di<l not imitate 
‘‘ the turns of Mr Waller and Sir John 
Denham, of >\'hich he i*epeated many to 
me.” The memory of that “ noble wit 
of Scotland” is larfroin being honour¬ 
ed—nay, it is execrated hy his couii- 
tiyincn—by the common people wo 
mean—and, in the long run, tluy 
are no bad judges of merit, lie was, 
we believe, no great shake.s as a 
lawyer, cither within or without the 
bar ; and, like many other well-born, 
weak-minded men, ha<l a taste for 
elegant literature and vulgar blood. 
Of his ‘‘voluminous works, historical 
and Juridical,” 'we know less th;ni no¬ 
thing; but his “Essays ou sevtaal 
moral subjects,” have more than once 
fallen out of our Imiids. Sir Walter 
sa^^s, “ he 'was au acconq)lisIied 
scholar, of lively talents, and ready 
elocution, and very well deserved th<‘ 
appellation of a “ zioble wit of Scot¬ 
land.” “ The Bluidy Mackenyie,” re¬ 
citing to Dryden many “ beautiful 
turns” from Waller ujid Denham—and 
Dryden calling tlie poetasters “ those 
two fathers of our English poetry,” 
in the same page w^herc he is writing 
of Milton! At Sir George’s behest, iu 
Cowley, even iu his ^ Davideis,” an 
heroic poem, lie sought iu vain for 
“ elegant turns, cither on tlu^ word or 
ou the thought;” and his search was 
equallyfriutlcsKsiiithc “ParadiseLost” 
—for, as Milton “ endeavours eveiy 
where to express Jlomcr, whose age 
had not yet arrived to that'fineness, I 
found in him a true sublimity, lofty 
thoughts, which were clothed with ad- 
mirublc Grecisms, and ancient words 
which ui; had beep digging from tiic 
mines of Chaucer and Speuscr; and 
which, with all their rusticity, had 


•spmotvhat of venerable in them. But 
I found not there neither, that for 
which 1 locked.” Ilis search through 
Spenser and Tasso is more fortunate; 
Virgil and Ovid are the two princijial 
fountains of them in Latin iioetiy ; 
and “ the Ereuch, at this day, are so 
fond of them, that they judge them to 
bo first beauties; delicate elbten tounie^ 
are the highest comnnuidatioiis which 
tiny b(;stow ou soimw\ hat which they 
think a masterpiece.” 

This sort of explicit criticism, iu a 
small ■'vay, is rather unsatisfactoiy ; 
so let us look at a specimen of imidicfi 
on j\lilton. la J'odd’s edilloii are, 
detailed the names of the traiislulors 
of “ I’aradisc Lost ” into rhyme and 
prose. “ We must not,” sa}s Sir 
'\Valter, “ confound with these effu¬ 
sions of gratuitous folly an alteration 
or imitation i)lanued and executed by 
John Dryden.” IVe must not; tlien*- 
fore let “ liLs gratuitous foll}^” stand 
aloof from theirs, ain| lie judged iu 
itself. “The Slate of Innocence ” is 
AN OrKUA I “ Had the subject b('eu 
of a nature whicb mlmitlcd its being 
actuality represented, we might con¬ 
ceive that Diyden, who A\as uiuhu' 
ciigagenu'utslo the theatic,Avith which 
it Avas not ahvays easy Ut conqdy, 
might liHve )u:eu desirous to shorten 
his <ovu labouj’ hi/ adoptinf^ the slorg^ 
scutinu nts^ and language of a jtoent ” 
(how kiml and cod) “Avliich he so 
highly esti'cmod, and Avhich might 
jjrobably Jun e been nv^v to the geiie- 
ralitv of bis audience. Jlut the co.s- 

t 

tuwc of oiir first paiviits, hud theui 
been no other objection, must have 
excluded ‘The State of Innocence’ 
from the stage ; and, accordingly, it 
Avas certainly iica’it intended for re¬ 
presentation.” One cannot w ell help 
agreeing Avith Sir W'alter iu this plea¬ 
sant passage ; nevertheless, might not 
the opera haAC been indited Avilh a 
view to representation? With what 
more rational purjiose could itjiavi* 
been “ planned and executed ?” The 
stage directions are full and minute; 
and, if meant for perusal only, and 
to be part of tbc poem, they are be¬ 
yond the ridiculous. As, for example— 
“ Scene I. represents u chaos, or a 
confused mas.s of matter ; the stage 
is almost AvhoJIy dark. A symphony 
of warlike music is heard for some 
time ; then from the heavens (Avhicli 
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ari! opened) fall tlic rebellions angels, 
wheeling in air, and seeming trans¬ 
fixed witb iliuiidcrbolts. Tlie bottom 
of the stage being ojiencd, receives 
the angels, who fall out of sight. 
Tunes of vietttry are played, and an 
hymn sung ; angels discovered alone, 
brandishing their swords. The music 
ceasing, and the heavens being closed, 
the scene, shifts, and, on a sudden, 
represents hell. Tart of the scene is 
a lake of brimstone, or rolling lire; 
the earth of a burnt colour. T'hc 
fallen angels ajjpearon the lake, lying 
prostrate; a tune of honor and la¬ 
mentation is heard,” 

IIow all this might take with amix- 
ed audience, wt, do not presume lo 
conjecture, yet very gi’cat absnrditii's 
do soimdimes take almost as well on 
as otf the stage. Must “ the atstKme 
of our fii>t ])arenis, had there been no 
other objection, have excluded the 
‘ State oi Innocence’ from the stage?” 
'Fme, Sir Charli's Sedley, and other 
“ men of wit and fashion about town,” 
were notw'idl ree(‘ive(l when exhibiting 
tbemsclves naked on a balcony over¬ 
hanging a grc'at thoroughfare; but 
then tliey were drunk, and acted not 
only indecent but insulting, nay, 
threatening attitudes, accompanied 
with abjnrgations and blasplie.mics, 
wdiich was going injudiciously in 
advance of that ago of relincment. 
Sn])i)o,so Booth })orlcctly sober in 
Adam, and Nell (iwynne nj) merely 
to the, proper pilch of vivacity in Eve, 
Ave do not see why the opera might 
not have had a. mu during the. reign 
of tlie Merry 1\1 01 jarch. Tin* first sight 
Ave liave of Adam is, “ as newly 
created, laid cm a bed of moss and 
flowers, by a rock.” He rises as lu^ 
begins to utter his earliest soliloipiy ; 
ami Avc belicwe it is au established 
rule, not to turn your back on—or hi 
playhouse j)hrase—not to rump your 
audience. In such a case, however, 
considerable latitude would have been 
conceded by both sexes to our ori¬ 
ginal ; and Avhat Avitlj sliades and 
shrubs, and, above all, the rock, au 
adroit actor could liave had little dilti- 
culty in accommodating to Ins jioste- 
rity their ju'ogcuitor. Of Eve oiir 
first glimpse is among “ trees cut out 
on each side, witli several fruits upon 
them; a fountain in the midst; at the 
far end the prospect terminating in 


Avalks.” Nelly might have worn her 
famous felt chapeau, broad as a 
coach-wheel, os appropriately in that 
as in any other character, and con- 
trhed lo nnible about Avitll snflicieut 
decorum for those fastidious times. 
Besides, as custom soon reconciles 
people to the most absurd dress, so 
Avoiikl it probably, before long, re¬ 
concile them to no dress at all. A 
full-bottompd Avig in the mimic scene, 
on lieroic rej>resentutivc of a clasii of 
men, v. ho, off the boards, had always 
AV(*ni, not only tlieir own hair, but a 
crop, was a sine (jua non condition of 
histrionic success. In purin naturali- 
bm wM)uhl have been but to fall back 
on nature. Why, cmly a couple of 
years ago, half a million of our coun- 
trymon and country women of all ages, 
Hocked by instalments, in a single 
s(;asou, to look at our First Barents 
fresh iVom the hands of a I'^reucli 
jiaintm*, naked as you Avorc born. Such 
is the poAver ol‘ Names. No imagina¬ 
tion—not the least hi the Avorld—had 
that painter; no sense—not the least 
in the Avorld—of the beautiful or of 
tlie sublime in the human figure. But 
the population, urban and rural alike, 
Avere nnhap])y till liny had had a 
sight of Adam and Eve in Paradise. 
"We clieerfully acknowledge tliat Adam 
Avas a very good-looking young fel- 
lOAv—bang up to the mark, six feet 
Avithoiit his shoes—close upon thirteen 
stone. Iladhebecn advertisedasMajor 
Adam of the Scots Greys, the brevet 
Avould have exhibited himself on tliat 
bank to em])ty benches. lu like 
manner, Avith the fairest of her daugh¬ 
ters, Eax. As I’ope says, 

AVhoovcr thinks a faultless piece to 
see, 

Thinks A\hat ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er 
shall be.”e 

Pious old gentlemen, howcAcr, pro¬ 
nounced her ])orfect, merely because 
they gazed on tlie image of the mother 
of mankind, l^aiutcd they both were 
in oils. But from wdiat we saw—for 
we too were caiTied away by the ge¬ 
neral enthusiasm—we are justified in 
inferring that, under prudent manage¬ 
ment, our First Parents might be suc- 
cessfull}' got up alive during the sum¬ 
mer season at our Adelphi, 

"We believe that “ The State of 
Innocence’^ tea*written for the stage. 
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But the playwright did not intend 
that Adam and Eve should be stark- 
naked in an acted opera. Strange to 
say, there is not a word in it about 
their naked majesty or innocence. 
Dryden, by his idea of an opera, was 
forced to depart from nature and Mil- 
ton. Eve’s dream, so cliaracteristi- 
cally narrated by her to Adam in the 
poem, is sliadowed out by a vision 
])assiiig before her asleep, in the opera. 
The stage direction gives: — “ A 
vision, wiiere a tree rises leaden witii 
fruit; spirits rise with it, and draw 
a canopy out of the tree; and the 
spirits dance about the tree in deform¬ 
ed sha])es; after the dance an angel 
enters, with a ivoman^ habited like 
Eve.” That is decisive. 

But wJiat of the opera? In tlie 
preface, Dryden says. “ I cannot, 
without injury to tJie deceased author 
of ‘ Paradise Lost,’ but acknowledge, 
that the jioem has received its entire 
founddtum^pm'tofthc desitjn^ andmuny 
of the ornaments from him. What I 
have borrowedwiii be socasilydiscern- 
cd from my mean productions, that I 
shall not need to point the reader to 
the places.” That avowal may be 
thought to set aside all criticism—but 
not so—for his illustrious editor says, 

“ the probable motive therefore of this 
alteration was the wish, so common 
to genius, to exert itself upon a sub¬ 
ject oil which another had already at¬ 
tained brilliant success; or, ns Dryden 
has termed a similar attempt, the de¬ 
sire to shoot in the bow of Ulysses.” 
And he adds, that because Milton in¬ 
tended at tirst to model his poem into 
a d.amatic form, “ Dryden, conscious 
of his own powers, and outhusiasti- 
cally admiring those of Milton, "was 
induced to make an exj)eriincnt on 
tlie forsaken plan of th^ blind bard, 
which, with his usual rapidity of con¬ 
ception and execution, he* completed 
in the short space of one month.” 
Wide-encroaching "Walter would see 
nothing far wrong in Glorious John. 
It IS not “ the forsaken plan of the 
blind bard,"'nor any thing in the least 
like it. They are opposite as any 
things that “ owm antipathy in na¬ 
ture.” But this is all mere nonsense. 
I'he opera Ls disgracefid to Dryden. 

It proves that he liad no nnderstaud- 
ing of the “ Paradise Lost.” 

‘‘ Ay, you may tag my verses, if 


you will.” But had Milton lived to 
hear their taggery, wrathful fire would 
have been in his eyes. 

The opera opens, as we saw, in 
chaos, the scene sinking into hell, and 
we have Lucifer “ raising himself on 
the lake.” llis exclamatory speech, 
of some sixteen lines, on the lake is 
versified, not in Dryden’s best manner, 
from tliat most sublime one of Satan 
on reaching with Beelzebub the burn¬ 
ing inaiie, with some additions from 
Satan’s first address to that angel, 
wiiilo yet they were lying side by side 
on the fiery flood. To those who 
have the First Book of the “Paradise 
Jjost” by heart, this sort of transposi¬ 
tion patchwork cannot but be most 
offensive. As if to give an air of ori¬ 
ginality, wdicrc every thing is borrowed 
and bliirred, Asinoday in Milton one 
of the loive.st, is made one of the high¬ 
est, and is substituted for Beelzebub— 
and to him laicifer most unarchaiigci- 
like calls “ Ho! Asmoday, a^vakc ! ” 

Asinoday answers in a sliort speech, 
ver 3 Mll reported, formerly deli^'e^!d by 
Milton’s Beelzebub, concliulhig with a 
hit absolutely stolen from his Satan 
himself! J.aicifer then observes to As¬ 
inoday, that “ our troops,//4c 
li.nves in autumn^ lie! ” A poor plagi¬ 
arism indeed from the famous descrip¬ 
tion from Milton’s owm lips, and from 
J^icifers incredibly absurd! Lucifer 
then aniiounees— 

With w ings expanded wide, ourselves 
>ve’ll rear, 

And fly iiieumbont on the dusky air. 

Hell! thy new lord receive ! 

Heaven cannot enVy me an empire here.” 

{Both jiij to dry land.) 

You remember the lines in Milton— 

4 

** Then w'ith expanded wings he steers 
his flight, 

Aloft incumbent on the dusky air ”— 

and the other sublimities oT the- de¬ 
scription—all here destroyed by the 
monstrous absurdity of making Luci¬ 
fer paint his owm projected flight. 
He then asks “ the rest of the devils,” 

“ Are you on beds of dovmV^ On 
beds of down our grandsires lay—but 
think of eider-ducks in heaven. Mo¬ 
loch says his say froiTi the Miltonic 
Satan, with a slight new reading. 

** Better to rule in hell than serve in 
hea\en.” 
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And Beelzebub approves the dictum. 

Moloch, in that all are resolved, like 
thee. 

The means are unprepared; but ^tis not 
- fit. 

Our dark divan iu j)ublic view should 
sit; 

Or what we plot against the Thunderer, 
'Phe if/tvobfe ciiowu of vulgau devils 
hear ! ” 

Lucifer adopts tliis disdainful sug¬ 
gestion, and, great magician as he is, 
exclaims— 

A gulden palace let be raised on high. 
To imitate—no, to outeihine the sky ! 

All mines are ours, and gold above the 
rest; 

Let this be done, and quick, as Hxvas 
exprest.^* 

“ A palace rises, whore sit as iu 
council, LicirEU- Asmoday, ^loloch, 
liclial, Beelzebub, and Satan.” AVho 
he may be, dcuec take us if we can 
tell, rp to the very moment of Ids 
making liis ap])carance, we in our sirn- 
plcfaithhad believed imeifer and Satan 
to be one devil—nay, the devil. We 
were taken quite aback by this unex¬ 
plained phcnoincnon of Satan’s acting 
the part of his own tail. In this ea- 
])acity he makes but one. 8])oech—but 
it is the speech of the eveidng. One 
seldom hears such elotpioncc. iVIoloch 
having proposed battle, the mysterious 
stranger rises to second the motion. 

‘‘ Satan. 1 agree 

Wilh this bravo vote; and if in Hell 
there bo 

Tni more such spivitSy hea\cn is our 
u\\u again, 

^Ve A cntiiru nothing, and may all obtain, 
"i'et, vho can hope but well, since our 
success • 

Makes foes secure', and makes our dan¬ 
gers loss 't 

S'raph and Cher}d>, careless of their 
charrfc 

And ivanton, in full ease now lire at 
hnpe ; 

Vnqmrdrd leave the passes of the sinj, 
And all dissolved in hallelujahs lieP 
In tlic “ grand consult,” as recorded 
by Milton, Beelzebub, after proposmg 
the “ perilous attempt,” asks, 

** But, first, whom we shall send 
In search of this new world ? Whom 
shall wo find 

Sufficient ? who sliall tempt with wan¬ 
dering feot 

^J'he dark, nnbottom’d, infinite abyss, 


And through the palpable obscure find 
out 

His uncouth way, or spread his aery 
flight, 

Upborne with indefatigable wings 
Over the vast abrupt, ore ho arrive 
The happy isle ? ” 

And Satan is the self-chosen mis- 
sioiuiry of the religion of Hell. In 
Drydcii Asmoday suggests the en- 
tei’ijrise, and 

Moloch. This glorious enterprise— 
{risiuq tip ) 

Lucifer, lliisli angel, stay. {Pising, and 
lading his sceptre on Moloch's head.) 
That palm is mine, which none shall 
lake away. 

Jlot braves like thee may fight, but know 
not well 

To manage this, the last great stake of 
hell.” 

The coTiiicil comes to a close—nnd 
J^ueJfer i)i’oini.ses to be witli them 
again, 

Before von brimstone hike thrice ebb 
and flow.” 

Tides iu the Meditemuiean ! a touch 
beyond Milton. 

“ Here, while tlu‘ chiefs sit in tlic 
fialace, may be c\])ressed the. sports 
of the devils, as flights and dancing in 
grotesque ligures; aud a song, ex- 
])re.ssiug the change of their condition, 
■wlnit thoy^ enjoyed before, aud bow 
they fell bravely in battle, ha\ing dc- 
\served victory by their valour, and 
what they avouUI have done if they 
had conquered.” 

What had Drydcn purposed to 
achieve V Out of tiVo books of a great 
epic, to edity one act of an opera. 
U'o invention of situation, character, 
or passion, ho asjiircs not; all he had 
to do—since he must needs meddle— 
was to select, compress, and abridge, 
with some judgiju'nt and feeling, and 
to give the n'sult—unhappy at the 
best—iu his own vigorous verse and ^ 
dcarly-bcloYcd rhyme. But beneath 
the majesty and imagination of Mil¬ 
ton, his genius, strong as it was, broke 
down, and absolutely sunk beneath 
the level of that of common men. Yet 
not in awe, nor in reverence of a 
superior po^ver; for there is no trepi¬ 
dation of spirit; on tlie contrary, with 
cool.self-assurance he rantS/his way- 
through the fiery gloom of hell. By 



^78 NortKs Specimens of the British Critics, 

his hands shorn of their beams, the 


fallen angels arc, one and all, poor 
devils indeed. The Son of the Morn¬ 
ing is seedy, and has lost all authority 
over the swell mob, ■which lie vainly 
essays to recover by cracking Moloch’s 
organ with his sceptre. Yet Sir Wal¬ 
ter, blinded by his generous admira¬ 
tion of Drydeu’s great endowments, 
scruples not to say that “ the scene 
of tlie consultation in Pandemonium, 
and of the soliloquy of Satan (not 
Satan, it seems, but Lucifer) on his 
ani\al in the newJy-crealed universe, 
would possess great imndt did thi'y 
not unf()rtunat(‘lv remind us of the 
majestic .simplicity of INlillon.” Oh, 
heavens and earth! the veritable 
Satan’s soliloquy on Niphate’s toji! 

O thou, that vith surpassing glory 
('n)Wii'd, 

T.ook’sl friun Ihv sole dominion like the 
(Jod 

Of this new world j at uhose sight all 
the stars 


LMarc] 

nge merit of one who, at times, conld 
indeed command “ the long-majestic 
inarch and energy divine.” 

Adam and Eve fare little better than 
the angels under his reforming fingers. 
Milton, you remember, makes Adam 
tell Raphael the stoiy of lii.s birth, in 
language charmful to afiabhi arch¬ 
angel’s oar, albeit tuned to harmonics 
in heaven. Lrydeu Imrlcstpies that 
revelation into the following soliloquy, 
supposed to hav(‘ been the fit at words 
spoken by human lips, Adam at once 
opens his mouth in the style of the 
ago of refinement. After the fall, how 
degenerate kept growing on our father 
tongue, till it reached its acme in the 
barbarous lingo of Sliakspeare ! And 
liow suited, here, the thought to the 
s]>eech ! liow natural tin* nainral 
theohigy of both ! Jle anticii>ates J)es- 

cart(‘s. 

Afhtiii lA'hat am I '? or from 

whence ? Far that / am (rising) 

I knowy because I ihiak ; but whence 1 


Hide lluii* diminish’d heads, to thee 1 
call, 

Hut with no friendly voice, and add thy 
rnmey 

O Sl'n ! to tell thee how I hate thy 
beams, 

That bring to my iMmiembrance from 
what state 

I fell, how glorious once above thy 
sphciM', 

Till pride and worse ambition tlirow mo 
down, 

Warring in heavtm against heaven's 
matchless king ! ” 

And so on for nearly a liniidrcd lines, 
in Tuany a changeful strain, arch-an¬ 
gelical all, of heaven-remembering 
passion, while ever, as thus ho spoke, 

Each passion dimm’d his face. 

Thrice changed with pal(*, ire, envy, ami 
despair; 

Which marr’d hia borrow’d visage, «and 
betray’d 

Him counterfeit, if any eyo belrnld ; 

Tor heavenly minds, from such distem¬ 
pers foul 
Are ever clear.” 

The soliloquy of Tlryden s Tmcifcr 
consists of tw^enty lines, taken almost 
at liup-hazard fnna that of Milton’s, 
jumbled togeihtw ■without eotisidera- 
tion, and matigled from the mo«t mul- 
titudinou.- blank verse ever w'ritten, 
rhymes nmch beneath the aver- 


e()in(‘, 

Or how tins frame of mine began io be, 
Y’hat other being can disclose to me 'i 
] move, and see, an<l speak, discourse, 
and know ; 

'i'hmigh now,! am, 1 was not always so. 
Then that from whicli 1 was, must be 
before, 

horn, as my spring of being, 1 adore. 
How full of ()rnanient is all I ^iew. 

In all its parts! and s(‘(‘ms as beautiful 
as new: 

() goodly order’d earlli ! () Pow(‘r 

Divine ! 

Of Ihce I am, and what I am is thine. 

A day or two after, “ a cloud de¬ 
scends with six angels in it, and when 
it is near tlio^grouiul breaks, a?Kl, on 
each side, discovers six more.” Ra¬ 
phael and (iabriel, sent to admonish 
and warn, discourse Avitli Adam, the 
ten otliers standing at a distance. Tlie 
conversation in.stantly assumes, and 
throughout sustains, aii inteiusely con¬ 
troversial character, and Raphael and 
Gabriel, though two to one, and 
moreover angtd versus man, arc hard 
put to it on ])rcdestination and free¬ 
will. Adam is equipped with all the 
wea])<ms of the schools, and uses 
them defensively, and most ofi'ensive- 
Jy, with all the dexterity of a veteran 
gladiator. But our disgust soon 
ceases, along with our decei)tion ; and 
we but sec and hear John Drydcn 
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puzzling a brace of -wonlfl-bo wits at 
Wills's. The whole reads like a so-so 
bit of the lletiijwLau i, It cuds thus:— 

. “ A^d<t^n. Hard slate of life! since hea¬ 

ven foreknows niy will, 

Why am 1 not tied up from doing ill ? 
Wliy am I trnsled with myself at large. 
When he's more able to sustain the 
charge ? 

Since angels fell, whose strength was 
more than mine, 

’Twouhl then inore grace inv frailty to 
coniine. 

Foreknowing th(‘ success, to leave me 
free, 

Excuses him, and yet supports not me ! '* 

This IVoin Adam yet .sinless in Fa- 
ra<lis('! 

'I'lic loves of Adam and Kve are not 
pel'll a] )S absoiutely coarse—at least 
ind so lor Dryden—Init they are of 
the earth earthy, and tlie earth is not 
of tlie mould of Hchm. Aihlins— 
not coarse, but verily eo^jiietlish, and 
soimdliiiig niong is Eve. And slic is 
too silly. 

Froni each tree 

The feather'd kinds peep down to look 
(ju me; 

And hea^^ts with upcast eyes forsak<‘ 
their shade. 

Ami gaz<' as :f 1 \>(*re to he obey’d. 
Sure I am somewhat which they wish 
to be. 

And cannot. 1 nm jtrowl of mcT 

A (lay or two after lludr marriage, 
Eve gives Adam a long description of 
her first (‘motions (‘x])eri(‘nre(l in th(i 
nuptial b(»wer. M(tre warmly^ co¬ 
loured than in her simplicity she 
seems to be aware of; and Adam, 
pleased W'ith her innocent flattery, 
treats her with an Epithalamium. 

“ WJien to my aims thou brought’st thy 
virgin lo\ (', 

Fairang(ds sang our bridal hymn above: 
Hie ICtenial, nodding^ shook the frma- 
ineviI 

And conscious nature gave her glad 
consent. 

looses iinbid, and every fragrant flower 
Flew from their stalks to strew thy 
nuptial bower : 

The furrVl and feather’d kinds the 
triumph did pursue, 

And fishes Icap’d above the streams 
the passing pomp to view.” 

Hats off—bravo—bravo—hurra— 
hurra I—Of such stuff is made, in the 
“ State of Innocence,” Dryden’s im¬ 


plicit criticism on the Paradise Lost 
of Milton. 

Peace be with his shade! and its 
forgiveness with, us. Jt is dangerous 
to unite the functions of judge and 
executioner. Thcimperturbablebosoiii 
of the seated judge calmly gives forth 
tlie awai’d of everlasting Justice, and 
the inaudalo for the punishment that 
must expiate or appease her violated 
majesty. But the judge wlio is obliged 
to turn lictor, and must step down 
from the trihinial to take his criminal 
farllier in hand, undoubtedly runs a 
risk, when he feels his hand in, of be¬ 
ing carried too far by Ins excited zeal. 
After all, we have stayi^d ours. And 
HOW', having discharged a principal 
))art of our ollice, what re.main.s, but 
tliat we turn round, heal with our 
light hand w hat our left has inflicted, 
and lift up (ilorioiis John to the skiesV 
And lift Jiim up we will; and with 
good reason; for wc arc far indeed 
from being done with this first era of 
deliberate and formal criticism in 
English literature. Extol him to the 
clouds and to the stars wc will, but 
not now; for lo ! where another great 
name beckons! 

J'lie close of tlic seventeenth cen¬ 
tury for ever shut the eyes of John 
Dryden iijaui the clouded ami fluc¬ 
tuating daylight of our sublunary 
world, it may have been, in the 
same year, that a s(Jitary boy, tlien 
twelve years old, wrote five stan¬ 
zas which any man miglit have been 
glad to liave written—and which j'ou 
June by heart—an “Ode to Soli¬ 
tude”—cous|>icuous ill the annals of 
English ]ioolry a.s the. dawn-gleam of 
a iiew' siiii that was ]ncsenfly to arise, 
and to fill the region that Dryden had 
left. 

A feeble frame has dedicated manjr 
a student. This, witli otlicf causes 
about this time? took the boy, Alex- 
ANiiKii Eoi'e, from schools wdierc he 
learned little, to commit him, iindet 
the guardian more than guiding love 
of indulgent parents, to his own ma- * 
nagemeiit of his ow'n studies. And 
study he did—instinctively, eagerly, 
ratnblingly through books Of snufdry- 
kinds—helping himself as he could to 
their language's—devouring more than 
he digested—wedding himself to the 
high and gracious muses—seeking for, 
and finding, his own extraordinary 
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powers—and diminishing-the small 
quantity of delicate health which na¬ 
ture had put in his keeping. He re-: 
signed himself to tlic, and was dying, 
" when a strong interposition, among 
other sanatary nieagiires, transferred 
him fi'om the back of Tegasus to that 
of an earth-born horse. 

Pope had a gentleness of spirit, 
which slmwcd itself in his filial oHices 
to his father and mother—to iter the 
most, in the prolonged uxaring out of 
a beloved life. It appears in kindly 
relations to his friends, in cliarities, in 
the scheme of his life—conteiitediiess 
iuabounded,quietexisteuce,ascclnsiou 
among books, and trees, and flowers. 
His lifeflovvodou peaceably and gently, 
like the noble river upon which his mo¬ 
dest dwelling looked. Ill health, as we 
said, often dedicates a student. The 
coustitutioual feebleness from which 
ho sufiered, uiiglit doubly favour liis 
mind; as often the more delicate 
ffameharbours the greater spirit; and 
as inaptitiulc for active and rougli 
sports, throws the solitary boy upon 
the companionship of books, and upon 
the energies, avocations, and plea¬ 
sures of his own intelligence and fancy. 
The little poem of his boyhood, and 
the first of his manliood, propliesy his 
tenor of life, and his literary career. 

A commanding power, a predomi¬ 
nant star in English literature—you 
might say that the last century be¬ 
longed to him. Diyden reigned over 
his contemporaries. Pope, succeeding, 
took domiiiiou over his own time niid 
the following. The pupil of Diydeii, 
and gratefully proud to proclaim the 
greatness of his master, and to own 
all obligations, he moulded himself 
nevertheless upon a type in his own 
mind. In the school of Dryden he is 
an original master. Dryden is, i)ro- 
perly speaking, without imitators. 
His manner proceed*^ from his o\>n 
genius, and baffles transcribers. But 
Pope completed an art which could 
be learned, and ho left a world full 
of copyists, 

A remarkable feature is the early 
acknowledgment of Pope by his con¬ 
temporaries. At sixteen ho is a poet 
for thf world by his Pastokals, and 
at that age he J^as a literary adviser in 
Walsh and a literary patron in Trum¬ 
bull.^ He does not seem to court. 
He is courted. - Ho is the Intimate 


friend, we do not know how soon, of 
scholars and polite writers, of men 
and women high in birth, in educa¬ 
tion, in station. Scarce twenty, by 
his “Essay ON Criticism'’ he assumes 
a chair in the school of the Muses. 
At fivc-and-tw'enty, he is an acknow¬ 
ledged dictator of polite letters. So 
early, rapid, untroubled an ascension 
to fame, it would require some research 
to find a parallel to. Our literature 
has it not. And this acknowledg¬ 
ment, gratulation, triumph, w'hicli 
friends and circles, ami the confined 
literary^ world of that day in this 
country could furnish, a whole age, 
and a whole country, and a whole 
Avorld, the extended republic of let¬ 
ters, confirm. 

In the judgment of England, in 
the eighteenth ceiilury, the rep\itation 
of Pope may be called the most daz¬ 
zling ill English literature. It was 
a nearer sun than Dryden, Milton, 
f:>liakspearc; as for Spenser and Chau¬ 
cer, they were little better than fixed 
Stars. 

Great revolutions in the state of 
the heavens and of astronomical 
science lia\e ensued. To say nolhing 
of new luminaries that have come into 
birth, from tlie bosom of “ cliaos ami 
unoriginal night,” cither we have 
wheeh‘d round n])un SliaUspcarc, or 
he upon us, in a surprising innnncr; 
the orb of Alilton enlarges day by 
day; chcerilj''we draw large acces¬ 
sions of the gentlest light from Spen¬ 
ser ; and old Fatlier GeoflVoy and wc 
are sensibly ai»proximating. 

^\^c have taken Pope’s couiiKcd. 
We have with some good-will reverted 
to Mature, and so wc come nearer to 
the poets of Nature. Tlicre may have 
been other causes at work,. Thcchaug(i 
has involved more than was just a 
depreciation of Pojic himself: as if he 
were an accomplislied artist in a limit¬ 
ed sjihere of art, and no i^oet. W'o 
dissmit tofo corde ct toto cwh. Ho 
was a spirit, muse-born, a hero of 
half celestial extraction, and so by all 
rule a demigod. 

His age coufined him, A poet is 
not independent of his ago. Jfo may 
ride on the van of the tide—no more. 
And we sec that tlie greatest poets 
are but the most entire expression of 
the age, taken at the best. How shall 
it be otherwise ? Their age is mother 
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«iia norsQ to them. And' whiCt air 
does a poet respire, but theclreulating, 
thnhlQg, living, breeze of sympathy ? general capacity,^'precisely ifi^ « 
* more thaxi all beings receives into thing as if it vrefo not. And^ Pi^, 
his soul the souls of other men. So no gi’udging bestower of ^leii^d ' 
he thrives and grows ; and shall hO honoui^, awards generous praii^ to his 
not be a pai’taker in his age ? irregularly-great predecessbr, amply 

In an age thus to bo described, that acknowledging, with one wdrd, in him 
it refines instead of creating, and that, both native power and efifectual sym- 
in particular, it imposes the refine- pathy with theh* unparagoned oil- 
ment elaborated by social, and in- ginal. * 

deed aristocratical manners; upon Let us reflect, also, that after* tdl a 
genius, which should only refine it- true translationof Homer into English* 
self by tenderness and sanctity, and is, in all probability, a thing impos- 
by love dwelling evermore in the in- sible. Why did not Mjlton leave us x 
OKtinguishable paradise of the beauti- half a book, or some fifty'verses, thaj 
fill—he who was fitted to hil' age by we might know what the ut^nost pO- 
much of his mind, by his wit, by etical power, and the utmost mastery > 
fancy given moi'o fully than imagi- of our speech, and the utmosf ^e■^ 
nation, by inclination to the Umte sources of our verse, could effect? 
labor, by the susceptibility of polish, The inspiring expressive, music of 
by a reasonableness of luiderstaudiiig, the original tongue clothes the sim- 
by his perception of manners, even plest and most unadonied word and 
by the delicacy of his habits—he, phrase in wealth, splendour, gorge- 
Aiexandeu Pope, nevertheless, de- ous majesty, prodigal magnificened"; 
sired the greatiies^s of poetry. At and this, not with any incongi’uence 
fourteen, he trie? his hand in practice or disharmony, any more thai^ Eve's 
on the lofty S'atius—at five-and- golden tresses were excessive onia- 
twenty, upon the sublime Homer, ment, unmeet for the primitive sim- 
Jndgo of his poetical heart by his Pro- plicity of Eden. The same cxhilara- 
faco to Shakspeare, by his translation tion and vivification of the hearing 
of Homer, preface and all. What was soul, which this perpetual music in- 
tlic translation of Homer ? Of all fuses, united to the same simplicity of 
works, not creative, the one of most the thought and the words, will not 
aspiring ambition, even more than that easily be found in English. Again, 
of Pindar or JJ^schylus. The young rhyme seems waiitei to. the richness 
poet who has launched on the air the of the harmony. Yet hbw shall rhyme 
light self-buoyed, gracefully-floating allow that utmost freedom and range 
Rape of the Lock, who has dipped his in the flow of the thought which mai'ks 
pen in the pathos of love and religion the now majestically, now impetuous- 
for Eloisa, longs to put in use the Jy sweeping, Ilomcrip rivpr? Thai 
powers that kindle and struggle within measure, so measured, sjid yet so friaiB; 
him. He will do something of greater large, various, capacious—that hex- 
design in wifightier literature; he will, ametcr is despair. Meanwhile no 
so'asapoetinay,stir, melt, strengthen, nation concludes to forego the incor- 
instruct, exalt, and amplify the mind poration of the m'eat foreign works of 
of his country; and he makes the literature into its own, merely for such 
greatest of poets, the* father of* all discouragement, merely because the 
poetry— ^English. He pledges him? adequate representation lies wholly 
self, before his countiy, to the task, out of reach. We have gaiped 
and then trembles at the difficulties in bringing over the poweiful ma^tpr, 
and magnitude of his undertaking, if we must leave the style behiudy ai^ 
and then sits down to it, and then yet the -styloii^ almost apart oLtke 
delivers it accomplished. matter. , 

Did Homer already speak English, Homer is out of hand— 
through the organ of Chapman? If Odyssey. The Mseomanswhas 
he did, it was not English for Eng- peued the powers of thd o^dduutal 
laud ;* least of all, for the England of poet. And 

Popc?s day: Fiery and eloquent, and declares that henceforward he will 
creative as it is, Chapman’s Homer write from^ as well tfs to, his own 
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“Essay o»'l^”’follow8. 
It flkpressed that graver study of tho 
* universal *su})ject, MAN, which ap- 
^ared to Pope, now self-knoWn, to 
TO, for the time of poetical literature 
to which he came,'tho most practica- 
his own ability the aptest; 
and it embodies that part of anthro- 
poIo|^ which doubtless Was the most 
9 congenial to his own inclination—the 
philosophical contemplation of man’s 
nature, estate, destiny. 

Tho success of this enterprise was 
* astonishing. Be the philosophy what 
and -yrtiose it may, the* poem revived 
to the latest age of poetiy the‘phe¬ 
nomenon of tho first, when precept 
and maxim were modOlated into verse, 
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‘aphs for the sake of Alexander 
^►e aiid Christopher North. And 
now accompany us while we select 
our specimens of the British critics, 
from the “ Nightingale-of Twicken¬ 
ham's ” preface to the wewks of Shak- 
flpeare. What he proposed to accom¬ 
plish in this undertaking was, “ to 
give a more coirect text from the 
collated copies of, the old editions, 
without any innovation or indulgence 
to his own private sense, or conjec¬ 
ture; to insert the various readings 
in the inp,rgin, and to place the 
suspected passages or intei’polations 
at the bottom of the page; to this 
was addtd an explanation of some of 
the more obsolete or unusual words; 


that they might write themselves in 
every brain, and live upon every 
tongue. 

Tho spirit and sweetness of the 
: verse, the lucid and vivid expression, 
the pregnant brevity of the meanings, 
the marrying of ardent and lofty poe¬ 
tical imagings to moral sentiments and 
reflections, of which every bosom is 
the bSth-homc, the pious will of 
the argument, which humbles the 
proud and rebellious human intellect 
under the absolute rectitude and be¬ 
nevolence of the Deity—nor least of 
all, the pleasure of receiving easily, 
as in a familiar spcec^i, thoughts that 
were high, and wight he abstruse, tliat, 
- at all events, wore aprofound andphilo- 
Bophical air—with strokes intervening 
of a now playful, now piercing, .but 
always adroit wit—and with touches, 
here and there stre>vn between, of 
* natural painting, and of apt unsought 
pfithos—these numerous and excol- 
leht qualifications met upon the sub¬ 
ject of all subjects nearest to all—M an 
— speedily ipade the first great, origi¬ 
nal, serious writing of Pope a te?ct- 
book and a manual fbf its branch of 
ethico-theosophy, in every house where 
, there wore books in England. These 
poweiful excellences of this groat 
poem did* more. They inwove its 
terse, vigorous, clear, significant, wise, 
loving, noble, beautiful, and musical 
sentences—east, west^ north, south— 
witli •all- raenKaries, the mature and 
thb immature-^eveu as iu that old, 
brave day of the world or ever books 
: wre. 

Pause, gentle reader, for a wliilc, 
^ and reflect kindly on these para- 


and such as appeared to him the most 
striking passages were 'marked by a 
star, or by inverto-d commas.” Warton 
laments that Pope ever undertook 
this edition; “ a task which tlie course 
of Ills reading an<l studies did not 
qualify him to^exccute with the abili¬ 
ty and skill which it deserved, and 
with which it-lias since been exe¬ 
cuted;” but though it Avas a filihire,- 
there was no occasion for lamenta¬ 
tion. Johnson says more wisely, 

“ that Pope did many things wrong, 
and left many things undone, but let 
Mm' not be defrauded of his due 
praise. He w'as the first tliat know, 
or at least, the first that told by what 
helps tJie text migh^' be" improved. 
If he inspected the early editions 
negligently, ho* taught others to be 
more accurate,' In Fijs preface he ex¬ 
panded with great shlfl and eloquence 
the character whicli had been given 
of Sijakspi‘are by Dryden; and he 
drew tho public attention' upon his 
works, which, tliough often mention¬ 
ed, had been little i:ead.” 

Warton, too, admits that the “ pre¬ 
face is written with taste, judgment, 
purity, and elegance.” Po])o speaks 
modestly of the design of his preface, 
whicli is not, he says, to enter into a 
criticism upon Shakspeare, “ though 
to do it cflectnally, and nOt superfici¬ 
ally, would be tho best occasion that 
any just writer could take to /prm 
the judgment and taste of our nation.” 
His liuinbler aim is but to give an ac¬ 
count of the fate of his works, and^he 
disadvantages under which they have * 
been transmitte'd to us. But he can¬ 
not neglect the opportunity thus af- 
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ford^i him, of mentioning some of 
the pnncipal ai^d characteristic ex-* 
cellenccs for which (notwithstanding 
his defects) he is justly and univer¬ 
sally elevated above all other dramatic 
writers" 

“ If ever any author deserved the name 
of an original, it was Sliakspeare. Homer 
himself drew not his art so immediately 
from the fountains of nature j it pro¬ 
ceeded through Egyptian strainers and 
channels^ and came to him not without 
some tincture of the learning, or some 
cast of the models, of those before him. 
The poetry of Sliakspeare was inspira¬ 
tion indeedhe is not so much an imita¬ 
tor, as an instrument, of Nature; and 
it is not BO just to say that ho speaks 
from her, as that she speaks through 
him. ^ 

His characters are so much nature 
herself, that it is a sort of injury to call 
them by so distant a name as copies of 
her, 'J'hose of other poets have a con¬ 
stant resemblance, which shows that 
they received them from one another, 


of the thftn the ridiculous in human 

nature j noblest tenderifosses, 

than of our vainest'foibles; of our 
strongest emotions, thcgi of our idlest' 
sensittions! 

Nor does he only excel in the pas¬ 
sions ; in the coolness of reflection and ^ 
reasoning he is full as admi^ahle. His 
sentiments are not only in general the 
most pertinent and judicious upon every 
subject; but by a ^lent very peculiar, 
something between penetration' and 
felicity, he hits upon that particular 
point on which the bent of each-argu¬ 
ment turns, or the force of eafch motive 
depends. This is perfectly amazing, 
from a man of no education or experi¬ 
ence in those great and public scenes of 
life which are usually the subject of his 
thougiits; so that he seems to have 
known the world by intuition, to have 
looked through human nature at one 
glance, and to be the only author that 
gives ground for a very new opinion, 
that the philosopher, and even the man . 
of the world, may be born, as well as 
the poet.” 


And were but multipliers of the samo 
image ; each picture, like a mock rain¬ 
bow, is but iho reflection of a reflection. 
But every single character in Shak- 
speafo is as mu(;h an individual as those 
in life itself; it is as impossible to find 
any two alike; and such as from their 
relation or affinity in any respect aj)- 
pear most to be twins, will, upon com¬ 
parison, bo found rcmai"l<ably distinct. 
Tj^his life aftl variety of character, avo 
must add the M'onderful preservation of 
it; which is such throughout his plays, 
tliat had all the speeches been })rinted 
without the wiry names of the persons, 
1 believe one might Iiavc applied them 
with certainly to every speaker. 

The yoiuer over our pass-tons was 
never possessed in a more eminent de¬ 
gree, or displayed in so different in¬ 
stances. Yet all along, there is seen no 
labour, no pains to raise them; no pre¬ 
paration to guide or guess to the effect, 
or be perceived to lead toward it; but 
the heart swells, and the tears burst 
out, just at the proper places; we are 
surprised at the moment wc weep ; and 
yet upon reflection, find the passion so 
just, that wo should be surprised if we 
had not wept, and wept at ttiat very 
^moment. 

“ How astonishing is it again, tliat 
the passions directly opposite to these, 
lAitghter and spleen, are no less at his 
' command 1 that he is not more a master 


Nothing can be better. Dryden 
gave Its large and gi'aud outlines. 
Pope’s is closer criticism. .But it is 
more than that which Johnson says, 
that all the successors of Dryden have 
produced—an expansion only of his 
notions; unless, in that sense in which 
every follower in time could by pos¬ 
sibility do nothing but expand the 
notions of the first critic who should 
have said—" Shal^Caro was a poet 
of tlie highest description, with a good 
many troublesome faults.” Pope’s 
portraiture is draAvn from near and 
intent inspection ; a likeness afte'f the 
life, and reflecting the life; tho¬ 
roughly independent of any thing pre¬ 
ceding him. Thus, the compi.etk se- 
VEiaNG OF NEARLY-ALLIED PERSON¬ 
AGES (upon wliich Pope insists, and 
which, inoro'*than the immense mul¬ 
tiplicity, contemplated in a general 
way, of the some hundred dramatis^ 
PERSONS, determihes essential va-* 
riety; attests the constituting of every 
character, after the manner of Nature, 
from an indivisible selfJ which, at 
once rules it into unity, and holds it 
unconfused with all others) is-a fine- 
ly-Just observation, of which we have 
not a hint from Diyden j and if car¬ 
ries us, instantly, deep into a most 
interesting study of comparisons. As 
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of lilacbeth and Richard III., both 

f aurderoua usurpers, as different as 
v^O men can well be; of Leontes and 
OtheUlo, two jealous husbands, and as 
different, even in their jealousy, as 
two men can’bo ; of Coriolanus and 
Hotsptti', each an earthly Mars; each 
“ the soul of honour each sudden 
in passion, impetuous, and ungovem-. 
able; cach- with a kindliness of nature 
that draws and attaches his friends as 
much as the superiority of his charac¬ 
ter oveiTules them; each with a rough, 
abrupt, penetrating strength of intel¬ 
lect ; each endowed, which is more 
peculiar, with vivid imagination, that 
leaps into bold poetical figures; each 
of a cutting wit, and, in his own way, 
a humourous pleasantry; and yet the 
semi-traditionary Roman patrician, 
and the quite historical English earl's 
son, so distinct that you shall read the 
two plays, in which they are, ten and 
twenty times over, without thinking 
of pnttingthe toweiinglieroes, twinned 
by so many, so marked, and so pro¬ 
found affinities, upon a line of compa¬ 
rison. Or put all Shakspeare’s gal¬ 
lant warriors in a catalogue, and whal; 
a diversified list have you dra^vn up! 
Hector, Troilus, Diomed, Coriolanus, 
Tullus Aufidius, Mai'k Antony, Othel¬ 
lo, Cassio, nay, and lago, Falcon- 
bridge, Hotspur, OlendoAver, Morti¬ 
mer, Heniy V., Talbot, Warwick, 
Richard HI., Richmond, Macbeth, 
Banquo, Macduff, Old Seward, Ed¬ 
mund, Edgar, Benedict, Bertram, are 
some of them; for Shakspeare like 
Scott loved a good soldier. Compare 
the melancholy Hamlet and the melan¬ 
choly Jaques; both shrewd observers 
of umn; both given to philosophizing; 
and yet different—Heaven know^s. 
And so on. Thus, the remark of 
Pope goes to the root of Shakspearc’s 
creative art, and leads you into a me¬ 
thod of thinking, not soon exhausted. 

We endeavour, says Hryden, to 
follow the VARIETY and greatness of 
characters that are derived to us from 
Shalsspearo and Fletdier. But does 
this most general atU'ibution of a 
characteristic-T-shared wkh Fletcher 
—and such as the loosest observation 
of the plays forces upon the most un¬ 
critical reador—docs the accident that 
Diyden left this inevitable word 
“VAIRIETY" written, make the criti¬ 
cal observation of Pope no more than 


a diffiisihg^' and paraphrasing^’ 
of Dryden’s “Epitome?” Has he 
only “ changed Dryden’s gold for 
baser metal, of lower value, though 
of greater bulk ? " It would at least 
bo as near the truth to say, that he 
has made Dryden’s bill good money 
by accepting it. Pope, in the pre¬ 
cise and critical sense in which he 
has attached the praise of “variety” 
to Shakspeare, would certainly not 
have communicated the praise, with 
liirn, to Fletcher. 

Shakspeare, says Dryden, “ drew 
the images of Nature, not laboriously^ 
but luckily.” “ All along,” says Pope, 
“ there is seen no labour^ no pains to 
raise the passions, no preparation to 
lead towards the effect; but the heait 
swells, and the tears burst out, just 
at the proper places.” The unstudied, 
spontaneous movement of the scene, 
in Shakspeare, both of the Action and 
of the Passion, as if every thing went 
on of its own impulse, and not as 
willed and ruled by the i)OCt, is an 
imitation of Nature which no other 
dramatist has so closely urged. Pope 
insists upon it—for the passion, at 
least. Is tliis characteristic iilmady 
contained in the “ not laboriously, 
but luckily,” of Dryden ? If it is 
contained, it is hardly conveyed. A 
seed has dropped from the hand of 
Dryden. Under the gardening of 
Pope, it springs up inio a fair and 
fairly-spread plant, ^ That is a sort 
of “ diffusion ” very distinct from 
turning gold into base metal. So 
Pope of himself admires that, in the 
comedies, liistories, and tragedies of 
the unversed Shakspeare, all the 
businesses, high and low^, of hiunaii 
life, turn upon their own hinges.— 
If a statesman counsel, he lays 
down the very grounds’ of proceed¬ 
ing which gi'cyheaded statesman¬ 
ship would have propounded—a king 
reigns like a king, a soldier fights 
like a soldier, a woman loves and 
hates like a woman, a clown is a 
clown, a thief is a thief. In short, 
besides the individual constitution 
and self-consistency of the charac¬ 
ters, besides the spontaneous and 
self-timed motion of the tassioxs, 
Ave are further and distinctly to 
admire this—that th^ springs, the 
constitution, and the government of 
ACTION are imitated 5—as if the in- 
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experienced player from Avon side 
had stood personally, confidentially, 
participatingly present in the .heart 
of all human transactions: And if 
it appears to the acute critic won¬ 
derful that Shakspeare should have 
found, in his own bosom, the arche¬ 
types of so many and so diverse 
individualities, that he should have 
found there the law given by original 
Natui'o for the flow and current, the 
impulsion, the meandering, and the 
preci[>itation of the passions; it strikes 
him as yet more wonderful, more like 
an insjuring, that he should have 
found there a divination of that which 
is subsequent to and ingrafted ni)on 
Nature—namely, of human life itself, 
of universal human experience; iniicli 
in the samenvay as Ulysses admired 
most, in the song of Dcmodocus, his 
knowledge of that which had passed 
withinside the Wooden Horse, and 
concluded, hence, to the undoubted 
insjuratiou of the Muse. 

This api)cars to us to be the mean¬ 
ing of Pope’s eulogy; and if it but 
unfolds the hints of Dryden’s, it un¬ 
folds them, bo it said, uninvidiousl}'', 
something after the fasliion in which 
Shakspeare himself unfolded the hints 
which he found in old books, of plots 
and personages; that is to say, ori¬ 
ginally, creatively, with quite inde¬ 
pendent power; and certainly with 
no deterioration to the matter. Pope 
goes on to admit faults. We must 
here dissent as to facts and opinions, 
and must qualify- 

It must be owned, that with all 
these great excellences, he has almost 
as great defects: and that as he has 
certainly written better, so he has per¬ 
haps written worse than any other. But 
I think I can in some measure account 
for these defects, from several causes 
and accidents ; without which it is hard 
to imagine that so large and so enlight¬ 
ened a mind could '‘ever have been sus¬ 
ceptible of them. That all these con¬ 
tingencies should imite to his disadvan¬ 
tage seems to me almost as singularly 
unlucky, as that so many various, nay, 
contrary talents should meet in one 
man, was happy and extraordinary. 

It must be allowed that stage- 
poetry, of all other, is more particu¬ 
larly levelled to please the populace^ 
and its success more immediately de¬ 
pending tipon the common suffrage. One 


cannot therefore wonder, if Shakspeare> 
having at his first appearance no other 
aim in his writings than to procure a 
subsistence, directed his endeavours 
solely to hit the taste and humour that 
then prevailed. The audience was ge¬ 
nerally composed of the meaner sort of 
people, and therefore the images of life 
were to be drawn from thj^se of their 
own rank; accordingly we find, that 
not our author’s only, but almost all the 
old comedies have their scene among 
tradesmen and mechanics ; and even 
their historical plays strictly follow the 
common old stories or vulgar traditions 
of that kind of people. In tragedy, ,no- 
thing was so sure to surprise and cause 
admiration, as the most strange, unex¬ 
pected, and consequently most un¬ 
natural, events and incidents ; the most 
exaggerated thoughts; the most ver¬ 
bose and bombast expression; the most' 
pompous rhymes, ancl thundering versi¬ 
fication, In comedy, nothing was so 
sure to phase as mean buffoonery, vile 
ribaldry, and unmannerly jests of fools 
and clowns. Yet even in these, our 
author’s wit buoys up, and is borne 
above his subject; his genius in those 
low parts is like some prince of a ro¬ 
mance in the disguise of a shepherd or 
peasant; a certain greatness and spirit 
now and then break out, which manifest 
|iis highci extraction and qualities. 

It may be added, that not only the 
common audience had no notion of the 
rules of uTiting, but few even of the • 
better sort piqued themselves upon any 
great degree of knowledge or nicety 
that way; till Bon Jonson, getting pos¬ 
session of the stage, brought critical 
learning into vogue ; and that this was 
not done without difficulty, may appear 
from those frequent lessons (and indeed 
almost declamations) which he was forced 
to prefix to his first plays, and put into 
the mouth of his actors, the grex, chorus, 
&c., to remove the prejudices, and in¬ 
form the judgntent of his hearers. Till 
then, our authors had no thoughts of» 
writing on the model of the ancients: 
their tragedies wore only histories in 
dialogue \ and their comedies followed^ 
the thread of any novel aa they ibund 
it, no less implicitly thanjf it had been 
true history. 

To judge, therefore, of Shakspeare 
by Aristotle’s rules, is hke trying a man 
by the laws of one qountry, who acted 
under those of another. He writ to 
the people; and writ at first without 
patronage from the hotter sort, and 
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therefore without aims of pleasing them: 
without assistance or advice from the 
learned^ as without the advantage of 
education or acquaintance among thorn; 
without that knowledge of the best of 
models^ the ancients, to inspire him with 
an emulation of them: in a word, with¬ 
out any views of reputation^ and of what 
poets are pleased to call immortality: 
some or all of which have encouraged 
the vanity, or animated the ambition, of 
other writers. ^ 

“ Yet it must be observed, that when 
his performances had merited the pro¬ 
tection of his prince, and wlien the en¬ 
couragement of the court had succeeded 
to that of the town, the works of his 
riper years are manifestly raised above 
those of his former. The dates of his 
plays sufficiently evidence that his pro¬ 
ductions improved, in proportion to the 
respect he had for his auditors. And I 
make no doubt this observation would 
be found true in every instance, were 
but editions extant, from which we might 
learn the exact time when every piece 
was composed, and whether writ for the 
town or the court.” 

Pope here apologises for the very- 
middling sort of comi)jiny which Shiik- 
speare, hi his Comedies, obliges us to 
keep, by the obligation he was under 
of “holding the mirror up to” his 
hearers, who being, for tlu‘- most part, 
“ the meaner sort of people,” would 
• only duly recognise and sympathize 
with “ images of life drawm from those 
of their own rank.” And so wo have 
a pardonable cause, wherefore “our 
author’s” (like “ almost all the old^) 
Comedies, have their scene among 
TRADESMEN and MECHANICS ; ” aud 
some excuse for the degradaition of 
history by the historical plays, which 
strictly follow the common ot.D sto¬ 
ries or VUEOAR TRADJTIONS of tliat 
sort of people. 

The defence is kiudly; and bears 
witli it, wc must acknowledge, a ype- 
cions air. In the mean time, here 
lacks surely something to tlie rt^gular 
ordering of the Mai. Where, we 
should be glad to know, is the coii- 
ptis DEiauri? Before justifying, let 
US hear sode witnesses to the of¬ 
fence, Let us call over the Come¬ 
dies. Hero, ia the roll of them. 

The Tempest !— l>ramaiis Per- 
sonm: —Alonso, Kino of Naples;— 
Sebastian, his Brother; —^Proepero, 
the rightful Duke of Milan!—An¬ 


tonio, HIS brother, the u^urfxko 
Duke of Milan I—Ferdinand, jsOn to 
the Kino of Naples!—Gonzalp, an 
honest old Counse 8 .I 40 R of Naples! — 
Adrian, Francisco, Lords !—Really, 
we are afraid that all . the ignobler 
males left, Caliban, a sava,ge and de- 
foimed Slave ; lYiuculo, a Jester ; 
Stepbano, a“ drunken Butler; the 
Master of a Ship, the Boatswain, 
and Mariners —will not, any more 
than Miranda, witli Ariel and the 
Spii'its who personate in Prospero’s 
masque, and who clear out the play¬ 
bill, suffice to lay the scene of the 
“ Tempest” among tradesmen and 
mechanics. Next come, handsomely 
cloaked and feathered in old Italian 
garb, “ The Two Gentlemen ot 
Verona!” 

But we will not spare, any further, 
the curious reader tlie Inbonr of 
turning over the leaves of his own 
copy, or of his memory. The truth 
is, as every reader’s recollection at 
once answers, that the rule for tlio 
comedy of Shaksj)earc, res])ectivcly to 
the social degrees along which it moves, 
may be worded safely enough from 
the scheme of persons exhibited 
above. The comedy of Shakspeare 
rejnoves itself, by two great strides, 
from the incaiier sort of its auditory; 
for light-footed, or more soriously- 
liacing, it loves to tread on floors of 
state; it associates familiarly Avith 
the highly-bom and tlie highly-na- 
tured. Ilis Thalia is of a very aris¬ 
tocratic humour. But, more 'than 
this, she, further distances the vulgar 
associations and experience of her 
spectators, by putting between hei- 
self and them the Romance of Man¬ 
ners. Wc have seen the names— 
Naples, Milan, Verona. Let us pur¬ 
sue the roU'Call. In “ Twelfth 
Night,” the “scene” is a city in 
Illyria, and tlio sea-coast near it;— 
in “ Measure for Measure,” Vienna; 
—in “Much Ado about Nothing,” 
Messina; — in the “ Midsummer 
Niglit’s dream,” Athens, and a 
WOOD NOT FAR FROM IT; —ill “Love’S 
Labour’s Lost," Navarre; —in the 
“ Merchant of Venice,” partly at 
Venice, and partly at Belmont, 
THE SEAT OF PoRTIA, ON THE CON¬ 
TINENT (understand, of Italy;) — 
in “As You Like It," the scene 
LIES, first, near Oliver’s house ; 
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Al''feiiWARDS, PAKTI.Y IN THE 
UBTCfEPlfB’S COUKT, AND PARTLY IN 
THE FOREST OF Ardkn ; —in “ All’s 
Well that End’s Well,” partly in 
France, and partly in Tuscany ; 
—iu the “ Taming of the Shrew,” 
SOMETIMES IN PaDUA, AND SOME¬ 
TIMES IN PeTRUCHIO’s house IN THE 

country;— in “The Winter’s Talc,” 
(a comedy, wherein only two of the 
personages die—one eaten,) the 

SCENE IS SOMETIMES IN SlClLlA, 
SOMETIMES IN BOIIEMIA ;—111 lllC 
“Comedy of Errors,” at Ephesus; 
—Last of all, ill the “Merry Wives 
of Windsor,” in Windsor and the 
parts adjacent. Tiukteen comedies 
lying in Italy, Illyria, Germany, 
Greece, France, Asia Minor, Sicily, 
Bohemia, and in that uninhabited 
island, inhabited by a day-dream, 
and whndi lies nowhere. One in AVr/- 
laml. 

Wc thnuv every tiling together. 
To Shakajiearo the boarded stage is 
the field of imagination, lie comes 
from the hand of Nature an essential 
poet. That he is a dramatic poet, 
should have two reasons. The first, 
given in liis poetical constitution; that 
the piercing and various iinniisitioii 
of lnimanity for whicli ho was gifted; 
the intimate mastery of passion ; anil 
tlie extraordiuar}^ activity of ratioci- 
luition which distinguish him, arc 
satisfied only by the Drama. Then, 
in th(! accident of the times—that as 
the stage- rose for vEschylus, So])ho- 
clc.^ Euripides, and they for the 
stage—so, Mith Sliakspeare, in Eng- 
* liuid. At a ciTtaiu jioiut of the social 
progression, the tlicatre becomes the 
spot where jKietiy lias living power. 
Sliakspeare must seize upon the mind 
of his countrymen, as Homer took 
possession of Greece— viva voce. 
The silent and retired press is for tlio 
dream-like Sjienser—for the star-like 
Milton. To Sliakspeare, the Prome¬ 
thean maker of men and women, 
earthly-moulded if kindled into life 
with fire from heaven—give a stage 
and actors!—Give men and women, 
to personate men and women!—And 
give three thousand men and w omen, 
to throng roundabout, and look and 
listen—thrill and weep—suspended in 
one breathlessness! But not because 
he has deigned to trace upon those 
actual boards his magical ring, and 


because within it his powerful art 
calls up no air-made phantasmagoria, 
but breathing and. sentient substantial 
humanity; not, therefore, is he less a 
magician—less a poet —less, if yoit 
will, a dreamer. Imagination is the 
faculty which habitually divides him, 
as all his brotherhood, from us, the 
vulgar of mankind. To him the stage 
is the field of imagination; therefore, 
he avails himself of all allowed ima- 
giuativc resources. Distance, irrtime 
iiud place, which renders indefinite; 
strange, picturesque, poetical man¬ 
ners, and K'gions, lira such legitimate 
means. In particular, imagination 
piid'ers high rank to low, for half a 
dozen reasons. The outward show, 
state, ponij), retinue, splendour of 
costume, of habitation, of all daily 
accidental conditions ;—these allure 
imagination, which, like gi’ief, “ is 
easily beguiled.” Ease, in human 
life, like that attributed to the hea¬ 
venly divinities—the qua, —the 

gods -who live at ease, pleases im^gi- 
uatioii;—which might be justified. 
But imagination is not a light and 
idle child, to be won by the mere toy 
of a throne and robe, crown and scej)- 
Irc. These are the signs of a universal 
homage rendered; and in this mean¬ 
ing, besides their natural richness 
and beauty, pleasing. Again, iuuigi- 
nation ilstdf docs homage to stately 
]>owcr—not homage servile, as to that 
from wdiicli it dreads evil—but free* 
homage, contemplatively, to a wcll- 
sju'ing of momentous efiects. I'lio 
power that invests the person of a 
sovereign, of lu'cessity clothes him 
in majesty. Again, many and grave 
destinies bang about high persons. 
Eacli stands for many of less note; 
and imagination is a faculty, taking 
delight in the representation of many 
by one. Bt»?idcs, high persons cany 
on high actions; and they ,are free 
to act. They will, and straightway 
they do. 

Here, then, is good cause jvhy the 
imaginative drama, comic or tragic, 
shall delight in high persons. And 
you sec accordingly, that the plays of 
Sliakspeare, of whatsojfrer description, 
move regularly amongst the loftily 
born—kings, independent dukes, no¬ 
bles, gentlemen. 

The Emperor of Russia was my 
father : ” 
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am you B^patWze >vith her proud 
cpns^iouspess, and you thb more feel 
ixer ahdiorred indignity. 

If Spenser could say, that it be¬ 
longs to gentle blood to sit well on 
horseback—much more does the easy 
and inborn courage and worth of 
gentle blood bestride bravely, grace¬ 
fully, lightly, and well, the career¬ 
ing, rearing, bounding, plunging, and 
headlong rushing horses of human 
destinies. 

The fact, then, is this;—Shak- 
spearo thus views the world; and he 
frames his idea of the drama accord¬ 
ingly. 

What, then, does Pope mean, when 
he says that Shakspeare “ lays his 
scene amongst tradesmen and me¬ 
chanics?” 


la this '^«t “ of the *^s6eno 

amongst, tradestnon wd meohaaidi,” 
which has afford^ our critic his ab¬ 
solute description of Shakspeareh 
comedy ? 

We greatly suspect, that it had 
too much to do in suggesting the 
strange misrepresentation, 

And is this all ? 

No! It is not. 

There is one play that, by its whole 
invention, lies nearest the reality, 
which must be taken as habitually 
possessing the uiiderstnndings of an 
English—a London—audience, in the 
reign of Elizabeth. It is that one 
comedy which haunts upon English 
ground—“ The Merry Wivesof Wind¬ 
sor.” The complexion aud constitu¬ 
tion of the play lay it in the bosom 
—the manners are those—of 


Surely he does not include under 
tradesmen^ great merchants. Not, for 
example, the “ Merchant of Syra- 
ensa,” the grave and good old iEgmon, 
condemned to death in the “ Comedy 
of Errors ” because Ephesus and Sy- 
racusa have war. He and his fortune 
arc as faraway as a king with his— 
from the ’prentices of London. It is 
not the Venetian merchant, the prince¬ 
ly Antonio, with his argosies, spice 
and silk laden, that Pope regards as 
letting down the dignity of tlie sock ; 
nor, we hope, the Jew and usurer, 
Shylock; the sublime in indignation, 
#ehen he vindicates to his down- 
spurned race the parity of the human 
tempering in body and soul; the su¬ 
blime in hate, when lie fastens like a 
devil his fangs—or prepares to fas¬ 
ten—in the quivering, living flesh of 
his Clu'istiaix debtor. 

No! these are not yet the key to 
the enigma—“ tradesmen and me¬ 
chanics." 

In the “MidsummerNigJit’sDream,” 
“ a crew” of six “ rude wiecAanicafe,” 
“ hard-hhnded men,” “ that work for 
bread upon Athenian stalls,” enact 
TWO scenes wholly to themselves— 
ONE, which mixes them up with the 
failles; and one, in the presence of 
Theseus, Duke of Athens, and of his 
fair warrior-bride Hippolyta, Queen of 
the Amazons; to Say nothing of one, 
or possibly two fairy scenes, wliich 
include ,one of the said ‘‘ swaggering 
hcmpeit^homespuns,” transformed by 
fa^iy, 


English life. 

Here are the persons:—Sir John 
Falstaff; Fenton, (lie is Ann Page's 
lover, the list of the names assigns 
him no rank. In conversation with 
mine host of the Garter, however, 
he asserts his own quality; with 
“as 1 am a gentleman ; ”) Shallow, 
a country jmtice ; Slender, cousin to 
iihallow; Mr Ford, Mr Page, two 
yrnilemen dwelling at Windsor; WiU 
Ham Page, myayy^sonto Mr Page; Sir 
Hugh Evans, a Welsh parson; Dr 
Cains, a French physician; Host of 
the Garter Inn ; Bardolf, Pistol, Nym, 
followers of Ealstaft'; Kobin,to 
Falstaff; Simjilc, .servant to Slender; 
Rugby, servant to Dr Caius. 

There is no need of adding two 
wives and a daughter. Here is the 
toning of that which we will take leave 
to call Shakspeare’s only unromaniic 
and unai'utocratical comecly. 

Was this written to please the 
“ meaner sort ” of people who fre¬ 
quented the playhouses? 

Dennis hands clown the tradition— 
which he may have had from Diydon, 
who may have had it from Sir W^ 
Davenant—that “the qomedy was 
written at the command of Queen 
Elizabeth, and by her direciionP At 
all events, and whatsoever other tastes 
it courted and may have gratified, it 
won the favour of the highest audience. 
Tlie quarto edition of 1602, describes 
it as having been “ divers times acted 
by the right honourable my Lord 
Chamberlaino’s servants, both before 
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her' Maiesttei: and else-wh^^” and 
in' the accounts of the BjexitU at CourU 


in the latter end of 1604, it figures as 
performed on the Sunday following 
November first, “ by his Majestie’s 
plaiers.” 

Wo have thus, in part explicitly 
and in part summarily, documented 
the TONK, if it may be so called, of 
Shakspeare’s Comic Theatre—being 
impelled so *to do, first of all, by the 
duty of contradicting, the most inju¬ 
rious and utterly groundless charac¬ 
terization of a critic, whom wo cite 
with the highest esteem and npplause; 
further, by the fear that the positive 
and unqualified averment •of a high 
and critical authority might entrap a 
docile and easy reader into an nnliap- 
py misrecolkction of his own true and 
clear knowledge upon the matter. 
Thirdly, Ave were not sorry to find 
ourselves engaged in clearing iqi, once 
for all, our own liitlicrto somewhat 
confused and insecure impressions. In 
the fourth place, we do always rejoice, 
and are irresistibly SAvayed from our 
equipoise, and arc liable to be hurried 
auy lengths, when we fall in with any 
opportunity of talking in any way 
about Shakspeare. But in particular 
Avc arc glad to be obliged to approve 
and authenticate any general and 
grounding vicAvs of his poetrj'; and it 
came not amiss to our humour, in 
this day of the world, to show hoAv 
tenderly and reA'crcntly the Spirit, who 
lias the most loAuiigly, largely, and 
profoundly comprehended humanity, 
vicAved the mistrusted and assailed 
iiistittitions which liave all along built 
and sustained the societies of men. 
If there is “ beauty” that “ inakcth 
beautiful old rhyme,” there is verse 
that reacts upon its matter; the poetry 
of Shakspeare shall stand in the place 
of a more easily fallible political science, 
to strengthen, whilst it adorns, the old 
pillars of man’s Avorld. Song can draw 
down the moon from the sky—song 
shall draw and chaim many a rugged, 
uncouth, untamed understanding to a 
more submissive political docility. 

But, indeed, there lurked one other 
less ambitious motive. What could 
the accurate Pojio mean by this most 
inaccurate description of his author? 
We presume that there is an answer. 
The eulogy which precisely describes 
Shakspeare, is Pope’s own. The im¬ 


putations against Shakspeare, oiTwhiclij 
rope will palliate the edge, are not' 
Pope’s. /They are the impeachments 
laid by the adversary, which Pope, 
zealous of mitigating, too largely and 
hastily concedes. Standing, then, in 
bare and sharp opposition, as they do,' 
to the fact, they may serve us as con¬ 
stituting a fact in themselves. They 
attest the opinion of the day—opinion, 
at least, prevalent high and wide, 
since Pope allows it. AVc can under¬ 
stand the opinion itself only as a 
confused and excessive exaggeration 
of the admixture Avhich Shakspeare 
alloAVcd to the lower comic, in comedy 
and in tragedy; as a protest—in Avliic’h 
liow far did Pope join ?—against that 
admixture. The conclusion which 
this day Avill draAv, must be, that the 
criticism of Shakspeare in polite 
circles, at that day, stood low. 

“ Another cause (and no less strong 
than the former) may bo deduced from 
our author’s being uplayer, and forming 
himself first upon tho judgments of 
that body of men whereof ho was a 
member. They have ever had a stan¬ 
dard to themselves, upon other prin¬ 
ciples than those of Aristotle. As 
they live by the majority, they knoAv 
no rule but that of pleasing the present 
humour, and complying with the wit in 
fashion ; a consideration which brings 
ull their judgment to a short point. 
Players are just such judges of what is 
as tailors are of what is graceful. 
And in this view it will bo but fair to 
allow, that most of our author’s faults 
arc less to be ascribed to his wrong 
judgment as a poet, than to his right 
judgment as a player. 

“ By these men it was thought a praise 
to Shakspeare, that he scarce ever blotted 
a line. This they industriously propa¬ 
gated, as appears from what we are told 
by Ben Jonso^ in his Discoveries^ and 
from the preface of Heminges and Con- 
dell to the first folio edition. But in 
reality (however it has prevailed) there 
never was a more groundless report, or 
to the contrary of which there are more 
undeniable evidences; as the comedy 
of the Merry Wives of Windsor, which 
he entirely new writ; the Uisiory cf 
Henry VI., Avluch was first published 
under tffe title of Tlie Contention of 
York and Lancaster, and that of Henry 
V,, extremely improved; that of Hamlet, 
enlarged to almost as much again as at 
first, and many others, I believe the 
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oommOn opinion of his want of learning 
proooedod fr<Hh no better ground. This 
too might be thought a praise by some, 
And to this his errors have as injudi¬ 
ciously been ascribed by others. For 
it is certain, were it true, it could con¬ 
cern but a small part of them ^ the most 
are such as are not properly defects, but 
puperfoetations; and arise not from want 
of learning or reading, but from want 
of thinking or judging: or rather (to 
be more just to our author) from a 
compliance to those wants in otlicrs. 
As to a wrong choice of the subject, 
a wrong conduct of the incidents, false 
thoughts, forced expressions, &c., if 
these are not to be ascribed to the 
aforesaid accidental reasons, they must 
be charged upon the poet himself, and 
there is no help for it. But I think 
the two disadvantages which I have 
mentioned, (to be obliged to please 
the lowest of people, and to keep the 
worst of company,) if the consideration 
be extended as far as it reasonably 
may, will appoiir sufRcient to mislead 
and depress the greatest genius upon 
earth. Nay, the more modesty with 
which such a one is endued, the more 
he is in danger of submitting and con¬ 
forming to others against his own better 
judgment.” 

On the other hand, as the intellec¬ 
tual destiny of Shakspeare was to bo 
the greatest of dramatists, the trade 
of a player had its advantages, lie 
learned absolutely w'hat a stage is, 
what actors can do, and w'hat audi¬ 
ences are. Charles Lamb feebly main¬ 
tained, tliat Shakspeare’s Plays are 
inifitted fur actijig, by being alx>vc it. 
They are alcove reading too ; at least, 
they are above most—why not say 
the truth at once—above all readers 
of them. Yet it would be a pity to 
leave them unread. Tliey are tlic 
best fitted of all jilays for acting; for 
of all plays they bc^ possess the 
stage, and command the audience. 
In thus extolling the essential poetry 
of Shakspeare, he condemns his prac¬ 
tical understanding, his art. He over¬ 
steps, too, the inabilities of the his¬ 
trionic art. The inabilities of the his- 
trions themselves, is. auedher matter. 
The difiicnlty of understanding Shak- 
spoare, must not be tnrued^ito the 
inapoBsibillty of representing him when 
understood. The power, art, science, . 
capacity, what you will, with which 
he has titted his works to thoii* imme¬ 


diate shows itself remarkably in 
this, that aa the stage grows in its ma¬ 
ted^ means, the play comes out in 
power, splendour, majesty, magnifi¬ 
cence, as if the stage but gi’ew to the 
dimensions of that which it must con¬ 
tain ; and it must have been hundreds 
of times felt in the green-room, tliat 
only the Plays of Shakspeare try, and 
fmin actor and actress, foster and 
rear them to the height 6f their pos¬ 
sible stature. 

But as to his want of learning, it 
may be necessary to say something 
more: there is certainly a vast differ¬ 
ence betvften learning and languages, 
IIovv far lio was ignorant of the latter, 
I cannot determine; but it is plain hn 
had much reading at least, if they will 
not call it learning. Nor is it any great 
matter, if a man has knowledge, whe¬ 
ther he lias it from one language or an. 
other. Nothing is more evident than 
that lie had a taste of natural philoso¬ 
phy, mechanics, ancient and modern 
history, pot‘tioal learning, and mytho¬ 
logy : we find him very knowing in the 
customs, rights, and maimers of anti¬ 
quity. In Coriolanus and Julius Ca ‘. 
.sYtr, not only the spirit, but manners of 
Boinans are exactly drawn : and still a 
nicer distinction is shown betwcc*u the 
manners of the Uomuus in time of the 
former and of the latter. IJis reading 
in the ancient historians is no loss con¬ 
spicuous, in many roferenoes to parti¬ 
cular passages; and tlio speeches copied 
from Plutarch in Coviolanus mayt I 
think, as w'oll bo made au instanco of 
his learning as those copied from Cicero 
in Catillnef of Ben Jon.son s. The man¬ 
ners of other nations in general, tlie 
Egyptians, Venetians, French, &c., are 
drawn with equal propriety. Whatever 
object of nature or branch of science 
he either speaks of or describes, it is 
always with competent, if not exteu- 
sivo knowledge; his descriptions are 
still exact; all his metaphors appropri¬ 
ated, and remarkably drawn from tho 
true nature and inherent qualities of 
each subject. When he treats of ethic 
or politic, we may constantly observe* a 
wonderful justness of distinction as well 
as extent of comprehension. No one is 
more a master of the poetical story, or 
has more frequent allusions to the vari¬ 
ous parts of it. Mr Waller (who has 
boon celebrated for this last particular) 
has not shown more learning this way 
than Shakspeare. We have translations 
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from Ovid published in his name, among 
those poems which pass for his, and for 
» some of which we have undoubted au¬ 
thority, (being published by himself, 
and dedicated to his noble patron, the 
Earl of Southampton.) He api)ear3 also 
to have been conversant in Plautus, 
from whom he has taken tho plot of one 
of his plays. He follows the Greek au¬ 
thors, and particularly Dares Phrygius, 
in another; although I will not protend 
to say in what language he read them. 
The modern Italian writers of nov(‘ls h<^ 
was manifestly acejuainted with; and we 
may conclude him to be no less conver¬ 
sant with the ancients of lus own coun¬ 
try, from the use he has made of Chau¬ 
cer in Troihis and Cressida^ and in the 
Two Noble Kinsmen, if that play be his, 
as there goes a tradition it was; and 
indeed it has little rescinblanee of Flet¬ 
cher, and more f)f our author Ilian some 
of those that have been receiv('d as 
genuine. 

am inclined to think, this opinion 
]iroceedod originally from tho zi*al of 
the partisans of our author and lien 
Jonson ; as they endeavoured to exalt 
the one at tho expense of the other. It 
is ever the nature of parties to be in 
extremes; and nothing is so probable, 
as that because Pen Jonson had much 
the more learning, it was said, on tlie 
one hand, that Shakspoare Jiad none at 
all; and beenust^ Shakspoare had much 
the most wit and fancy, it was retorted, 
on tho other, that Jonson wanted both. 
Because Shakspoare borrow'cd nothing, 
it was said that Ben Jonson borrowed 
every thing. Because Jonson did not 
write extempore, he was r(‘proaohGd 
with being a year about every piece; 
and because Shakspoare wrote with 
ease and rapidity, they cried, he never 
once made a blot. Nay, tho spirit of 
opposition ran so high, that whatever 
those of the one side objected to the 
other, was taken at the rebound, an<l 
turned into praises; as injudiciously 
as their''antagonists before had inado 
them objections.'^ 

The Jenming of Shakspearc! Fopo, 
like Dryden, has said w^ell upon it. 
Shakspoare, the personal friend of 
men of highest rank, learning, genius; 
and reading in the English language 
as much as he chose of the wit and 
wisdom there entreasnred, inherited 
the mind of the world. What will 
you llave more? That he shall read 
his own spirit; and, therefore, is he 


above all men learned. As for that 
seeming wildness and irregularity of 
Lis style, which many are incliiled, 
oven at this day, to set down to his 
imperfect education, we beg you to 
recollect his more elaborated rhymed 
poems; hia Venus and Adonis; his 
Rape of Lucreco; Ids Passionate Pil¬ 
grim ; Ids Sonnets. And are you quite 
sure that some of the most finished, tho 
strictest composition as to language 
and verse, of Ids age, shall not be 
found there, far beyond the experience 
or even comprehension of Dr Parr 
and all liLs scholars? 

Reader beloved from old, and with 
wh(nn wc have ever loved, on plea¬ 
sant lauding-jdace in spaciou.s article, 
lovingly to eonfabulate—while prin¬ 
ter’s devil, forgetful of copy, in the 
far (lei)tlis of Altisidora indulged in 
snoreless sleep—reader,beloved anew, 
tell us who were the Greeks ? “ They 

were that division of mankind in which 
Homer took mortal existence. Homer 
spoke Greek.” Good. And so, three 
or five thousand years hence, some¬ 
body will be asking somebody, who 
were the English? “OilI they in- 
habiU^l the island in which Shakspeare 
was born! Then, and a little while be¬ 
fore and aftiT. Shakspeare spoke Eng¬ 
lish. He was an Englishman.” Good. 
Ay, ay, rough and ready, and gentle 
reader, in what civilized part of Cen¬ 
tral Africa such question and i*eply will 
be made, wo ])redict not; but you and 
we feel, that when and wheresoever 
the little dialogne shall occur, we two 
shall have for ourselves our own 
siifhcient sliaix* of posthumous reputa¬ 
tion, and eke Charles Knight. These 
twelve volumes always lying on their 
own line of our table, are Cliarles’ 
edition of Shakspeare, alone of all our 
valuables uninsured at the Sun, for 
they are bound in asbestos. And now, 
obedient reader, listen to us lectm-ing, 
like a philosophical critic as we are, 
on Pope’s Essay on Ciiiticism, in¬ 
volved in these ten volumes, edited 
twenty yeai-s ago by William Roscoe, 
no^v with tho saints. 

Essay on Criticism! What does one 
expcc^ Criticism, be it noted, has 
two phases. This is the first. In its 
origin, it follows now afar, now close 
upon the works out of which it has 
arisen.. It desciibes the methods 
which genius has half-instinctively, 
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followed. It brings 
otit into clear statement, certain 
movements and felt workings of 
genius; and it defines formal imita¬ 
tion to workers that shall come. It 
'appears, therefore, as an embodying 
of rules. This is, in the main, the shape 
in which criticism appears in classical 
antiq^it 3 ^ This was the meaning of 
the name with Pope and his contem* 
porarics. “ Dicta sunt omnw,” re¬ 
marks Quinctilian, (insisting upon the 
order in which nature produces, first, 
the arts themselves, poetry or elo¬ 
quence, in power—operative ; then^ 
the deduction and exposition of the 
method,) “ antequam pr<eciperentu7\'' 
And so in Pope and his contempo¬ 
raries, we read of nothing but rules 
—RULES—RULES! At this day, the 
word then in honour, gi’ates, albeit 
a smootli one, upon one’s ear. It seems 
to depress and to tame, to shut up 
and imprison thought, which would 
range and soar, and asks breath, and 
vigour, and liberty, from true criti¬ 
cism. The truth is, that since that 
day the world has turned round, and 
we arc turned philosophers. Thus the 
second phasis has arisen. Wc want 
no longer the rules, but the trinci- 
TLES—the facts or the laws in our 
nature, and the natm*e of things about 
us, which have given out the^ulcs; 
whence they flowed to Homer and to 
Demosthenes. Wo will drink from 
the fountains; not even from those 
“ golden urns!" And with right and 
with reason, for we, too, arc the 
children of nature. Besides, we will 
jui>GE Homer and Demosthenes. 
Without doubt, criticism, founded as 
an art empirical, tends continually to 
its second phasis, of a science ground¬ 
ing an art. And it is to be iioped, 
that something- towards this pro- 
founder constitution ha^ been attain¬ 
ed, and that we, in following down 
our critics, shall follow out some part 
of such a progress. In the mean 
time, let ns not rate our predecessors 
too low, merely upon the showing of 
their own modesty. Do not believe 
that Aristotle could propound a rule, 
through which a principle did not 
gleam'out. And, in sooth, wffen this 
Essay sprang from the brain of Pope, 
^were not, possibly, the papers lying 
in the desk of Addison, in which he 
began, for our litcratiwe, the dcjibc- 


i*ato and express examination into 
the Philosophy of Criticism, within the 
domain of the beautiful in Ai’t and 
Nature? 

Addison, in a commendatory cri¬ 
tique in the Spectator^ said, that the 
observations in the Essay “ follow 
one another without that methodical 
regularity that would have been re¬ 
quisite in a prose writer.” And War- 
ton, in opposition to Warburton, who 
asserted that it was a regular piece, 
written on a regular and consistent 
plan, has spoken scornfully of the 
Bishop’s Commentary, and concluded 
ill his usual forcible-feeble way, that 
Pope had no plan in the poem at all. 
Roscoc spiritedly rates Warton for 
assuming to know Pope’s mind better 
than Pope himself, who gave the Com¬ 
mentary his imprimatur. It may oc¬ 
casionally refinerather too ingeniously, 
but on the whole it is elucidatory, 
and Roscoe did well to give it entire 
in his edition of Pope, The Essay is 
in one book, but divided into three 
principal pai’ts or numbers; and Wai*- 
burton in a few words tells its plan; 
—‘‘The first gives the rules for the 
study of the ai*t of criticism; tlie 
second exposes the causes of wrong 
ji^gmcut; and the third marks out 
the morals of the critic.” And Ros¬ 
coe says, with equal truth, that “ a 
certain degree of order and succes¬ 
sion prevails, which leads the reader 
through the most important topics 
connected with the subjet; thereby 
uniting the cliarm of variety with the 
regularity of art.” Adding finely, 
that “ poetry abhors nothing so much 
as the appearance of formality and 
restrainfe” 

An excellent feature of the Essay, 
giving it practical worth, and inter¬ 
esting as native to the character of the 
writer, is the strenuous requisition to 
the poet himself, that he shall within 
his own soul, and for his own use of 
his own art, accomplish himself in 
criticism. It is recorded that Wakh, 
“ the muses’ judge and friend,” said 
to Pope—“ There is at least one vir¬ 
tue of writing in which an English 
poet of to-day may excel his prede¬ 
cessors-; that is— CORRECTNESS.” But 
it is more likely that the perception 
of this virtue in the poctied intellect 
of Pope drew out the remark from 
Walsh, than that the remark suggested 
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to the poet the pursuit of the virtue. 
Pope, in his verse, ig his prose, in 
his life, rultz himself. Deliberated 
■ purpose, resolutely adopted and con¬ 
sistently executed, characterises the 
man and the writer. It is nature, or 
some'profouuder control than a casual 
suggestion of a literary aim, that im¬ 
parts this pervading character. As 
little could he owe to another the 
nice discrimination, the intellectual 
precision, the delicacy of perception— 
in a word, the critical sense and ap¬ 
prehension which make up one aspect 
of the mind, impressed upon the style, 
generally considered, of Pope. As far, 
then, as the virtue of con-ectness is 
to bo predicated of his writings—and 
we do not believe that the country¬ 
men of a poet go on predicating of 
him, for generation after generation, 
gi’atnitously—we must believe that we 
have to thank himself for it, and not 
Walsh. 

We said, “ urox the style, ge- 
NEiiALLY c'oNsiDEKED,”—foF WG ac¬ 
knowledge exceptions and contradic¬ 
tions to the general position ; inaccu¬ 
racies and incorrectnesses, that w^ould 
make ap answer to the question— 
“ What is the cokrectnessofPoue?” 
a somewhat troublesome aifair. But 
wc resolutely insist that when, in his 
“ Essay on Criticism,” he calls upon 
the poet himself severely to school his 
own mind in i)reparation; when ho 
re(iuires, that in working he shall not 
only feel and iancy, but understand 
too ; wlien, in a word, lie claims that 
he shall possess his art as ax art; 
he speaks, his own spirit impelling; 
and so stamps a fine personality, 
which is one mode of originality, on 
his work. 

The praise that is uppermost in 
one’s mind of the Essay on Criticism^ is 
its rectitude of legislation. Pope is an 
orthodox doctor—a champion of the 
good old cause. Hence, after almost a 
century and a half, this poem of a minor 
(Warburton says his twentieth year) 
carries in our literature the repute and 
weight of an authority and a stand¬ 
ard. It is of the right good English tem¬ 
per—^thoughtful and ardent-^^screct 
and generous—firm, with sensibility— 
bold and sedate—manly and pofished. 
He establishes himself in well-cho¬ 
sen positions of natiu’al strength, com¬ 
manding the field; and he occupies 


them in the style of an experienced 
leader, with forces judiciously dispos¬ 
ed, and showing a resolute front eveiy 
way of defence and offence. You do 
not curiously enquire into the novelty 
of his doctrines. He has done well 
if, in small compass, he has brought 
together, and vigorously compacted 
and expressed with animation, poig¬ 
nancy, and effect, the best precepts. 
Such writing is beneficial, not sim¬ 
ply by the truths which it newly pro¬ 
pounds, or more luminously than Iierc- 
toforc unfolds, but by the authority 
which it viudicates to true art—by 
the rallying-point which it affords to 
the loyal atmerents of the high and 
pure muses—by the sympathy which 
its w'ins, or confirms, to good letters 
—by its influence in dispersing pesti¬ 
lent vapours, and rendering the at¬ 
mosphere wholesome. 

In perusing the “ Essay on Criti¬ 
cism,” the reader is occasionally 
teini)ted to ask himself “ Avhetfrer he 
has under his eyes an art of criti¬ 
cism cr an art of poetry.” Tis no 
wonder; since, in some sort, the two 
arts are one and the same. They 
coincide largely; criticism being no¬ 
thing else than the reasoned intelli¬ 
gence of poetry. Just tlic same spii*it, 
power, precision, delicacy, and ac¬ 
complishment of understanding, which 
reign in the soul of the great poet 
creating, rule in that of the good 
critic judging. The poet, creating, 
criticizes his own ■work; he is poet 
and critic both. TJic ciltic is a poet 
without the creation. As Apelles is 
eye and hand, both ; the critic of 
Apelles is eye only. This identifica¬ 
tion, so far as it goes, has been vari-. 
ously grounded and viewed. Of old, 
it was urged that only tlio poet is the 
judge of poetry, the. painter of paint¬ 
ing, the musician of music, and so on. 
Such positions proceed upon a high 
and reverential estimation of art. To 
judge requires the depth and sharp¬ 
ness of sensibility, the vivid and pa¬ 
thetic imagination, which characterize 
the artist, It asks more. To s^e the 
picture as it should be gazed upon, 
to Leal' the poem as it would be 
listened*to, laborious preparation is 
needed—study, sti-enuous and exact, 
learned and searching—that ardent 
and lover-like communing with na¬ 
ture, the original of arts, and that 
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of a public language and human asso¬ 
ciation—instead ot'abond of heart with 
heart—an amalgamation of people 
.with people. Posterity will scarcely be¬ 
lieve that the neglect of unity should 
have so nearly approached to the study 
of separation. Even the coin of the 
two countries was different in impress 
and in value—the privileges of trade 
were different—the tenure of property 
was different—the regulations of the 
customs (things which penetrate 
through all ranks) were different— 
and a whole army of revenue officers 
were embodied to carry on those com¬ 
mercial hostilities. The shores of the 
“ Sister Islands ” presented to each 
other the view of rival frontiers, and 
the passage of a fragment of Irish 
produce was as impracticable as if it 
had been contraband of war. 

It was Grattan who first broke 
down this ban*ier, and he thus ren¬ 
dered the mighty serv ice of doubling 
the strength of the empire; perhaps 
rendered the still mightier service of 
averting its separation and its ruin. 
As the nation had grown strong, it 
had grown sullen ; its disgust was 
ripening into wrath ; and its sense of 
-injury might speedily have sought its 
* relief iu national revenge. And yet it 
is only justice to acknowledge that 
this evil arose fiiiiipjy from nfigligenCO 

on the part of England ; that there 

was no design of tyi'anny, none of the 
capriciousness of superiority, none of 
the sultan spirit in the treatment of 
the rayah, Put no minister liad yet 
started up in English councils capable 
of the boldness of throwing open the 
barrier *, none of intellectual stature 
sufficient to look beyond the old pai*- 
titiou wall of the countries; no ex¬ 
ample of that statesmanlike sagacity 
which discovers in the present the 
shape of the future, and pierces the 
n^sts, which, to inferior minds, magni¬ 
fy the near into giant size, while they 
extinguish the distant altogether. 
But no man can ever write the annals 
of England, without a growing con¬ 
sciousness that magnanimity has been 
the instinct of her dominion ; that she 
has been liberal on principle, and 
honest by nature ■, that even in the 
chillest and darkest hour of her sove¬ 
reignity, this influence has existed un¬ 
impaired, and like gravitation on the 
globe, that it has accompanied and 
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impelled her, day and night alike, 
through the whole circuit of her proud 
and powerful career. • 

This was the glorious period of Grat¬ 
tan’s public life. His task, by uni¬ 
versal confession, was the noblest that 
could be enjoined on man, and he sus¬ 
tained it with powers fitted to its 
nobleness. On the later portion of his 
history I have no desire to tonch. 
The most hazardous temptation of 
early eminence is the fondness which 
it generates for pci*pctual publicity. 
The almost pretcniatural trial of-hu¬ 
man fortitude is, to sec faction with 
its vulgar and ea.«y triumph seizing 
the fame, which was once to be won 
only by the purest and rarest achieve¬ 
ments of patriotism. "When the ban- 
n(u*which had flamed at the head of the 
nation on their march to Right, and 
wlucli was consigned to the hand of 
Grattan as its legitimate bearer, was 
raised again, in a day threatening tlio 
subversion of every throne of Europe; 
he exhibited a jealousy of his obscure 
competitors, unworthy of his renown. 
But ho did not join iu their procession. 
He was niistained- If he felt the 
avarice of ambition, he exhibited no 
decay of that original dignity of na¬ 
ture, which, in his political nonage, 
had made him the leader of beareled 
men, and a model to the maturity of 
Ills country’s n inuc. 

On this night* he spoke witli re¬ 
markable power, but in a style wholly 
distinct froffi his former appeals to the 
l)assious of the House, llis accents, 
usually sharp and high, were now 
lingering and low; his fiery phrase¬ 
ology was solemn and touching, and 
even his gesture, habitually wild, dis¬ 
torted, and pantomimical, was sub¬ 
dued and simple. Ho seemed to la¬ 
bour under 'an nuavowed impres¬ 
sion of the share which the declama¬ 
tory zeal of his party had to lay to its 
charge in the national peril. But 
I msver saw more expressive evidence 
of his genius, than on this night 
of universal consternation* His lan¬ 
guage, ominous and sorrowful, had the 
force of ail oracle, and was listened 
to like an oracle. No eye or ear 
strayed from him for a moment, while 
he wandered dejectedly among the 
leading events of the time, throwing 
a brief and gloomy light over each in 
passing, as if he carried a funeral 
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lamp in hia hand, and was straying 
among tombs. This wa^ to mo a wliolly 
now aspect of his oxtraonlinary facul¬ 
ties. I had ]-egardctl nipidity, bril- 
Uancy, and boldness of tlionght, as his 
inseparable attributes ; but his speech 
was now a magiiificeut elegy. 1 had 
seen him, when he furnisliecl my mind 
almost with the imago of some of 
those men of might and mystery, sent 
to denounce tlie guilt, and heap coals of 
fire on the heads of nations, lie now 
gave me the image of the prophet, la¬ 
menting over tlie desolation which he 
jiad once proclaimed, and (lei)recathig 
less the crimes than the calamities of 
the laud of his mitivUy. 1 never was 
more struck witli the richness and 
variety of his conceptions, but their 
sadness was sublime. Again, I de¬ 
sire to guard against the supposition, 
that I implicitly did homage to either 
his talents or his political views. 
From the latter, I often and deeply 
dissented; in the former I could often 


perceive the infirmity that belongs 
even to the highest natural powers.* 
He was no “ faultless monster.” I 
am content to recollect him as a first- 
rate human being. He had cucmlcsj 
and may have them still. But all 
private feelings are hourly more and 
more extinguished ill the burst ofpraise, 
still ascending round the spot where 
Ills dust is laid. Time does ultimate 
justice to all, and while it crumbles 
dowp the fabricated fame, only clears 
and separates the solid renown from 
the common level of things. The 
foibles of human character pass 
away. The fluctuations of the luiinau 
features are forgotten in the fixed 
majesty of the statue; and the foes 
of the living man unite in carrying 
the memorial of the mighty dead to 
its place in that tcmi>lc, where poste¬ 
rity comes to refresh its spirit, and 
elevate its nature, with the worship 
of genius and virtue. 


BETIJAm’s ETRUniA CELTICA. 


Herodotus has this amusing story 
of a philologiciil experiment made by 
the Egyptian king Psammctichns, 
who may, not inappropriately, be 
termed the James* the First of his 
dynasty :— 

The Egyptians, bofor? the reign of 
Psammetiohus, considered fhemsedves 
the oldest of mankind; but, after the 
reign of Psamnietichus, enquiry having 
boon made as to wJiether that were the 
case, thenceforth they considered the 
Phrygians to be their edders, themselves 
being next in seniority. For Psamme- 
tichus, finding no satisftiotury solution 
to his onfjuiry on this subject, devised 
the following plan: He took two in¬ 
fant boys, born of humble parents, and 
committed them to the care of a shep¬ 
herd, to he educated in this manner— 
that he should not permit any one to 
utter a sound in their hearing, but 
should keep them by themselves in a 
lonely houbo, admitting only she-goats 
at stated times tu suckle them, and ren¬ 
dering them the other requisite services 
himself. he did so 7 and Psamme- 
tirhus directed him, as soon as the in- 
fintB should cease their inarticulate 


cries, that he should carefully note what 
word they should first utter. And so it 
was, that, after the lapse of two years, 
both infants, with outstretched hands, 
running to meet their atloi»dant the 
shepherd, as he entered one day, cried 
out, ‘bec<*o.' Of which the shepherd 
at first made no report, but hearing 
them reiterate the same, as often as he 
went to visit them, he informed his 
lord, and, by his commands, brought 
the boys and exhibited them ; where¬ 
upon Psammetichus, as soon as he heard 
them, enquired ‘ what nation they were 
who called any thing by the name of 
bccco V to which enquiry he learned 
for answer, that the Phrygians call 
bread by that name. So the Egyptians 
being convinced by that argument, con¬ 
ceded the point, that the Phrygians had 
existed before them. ‘ All which,’ says 
the father of history, 'I learned from 
the priests of Vulcan at Memphis.’ ” 

This story, after exciting the smiles 
of the l(!ame(l for about two thousand 
years, fell, in an evil hour for the peace 
of mind of modem plulologers, into tho 
hands of John Goropius Becan, a man 
of letters at Antwerp, who, recollecting 



1845»] BeAam's Etruria Ceitica* 475 


that hec haa a like signification in 
pntch, (bcc in that language meauiiig 
bread, and hechtr^ as in our own, a 
. baker,) immediately jumped to the 
conclusion, that Dutch must have 
been the language of the Phrj^giaus, 
and that the Dutch were constiquently 
the most ancient of mankind. This 
insane proposition ho puts forward as 
the sole foundation of his two great 
folios, entitled, “ Oru/mts Avtwer- 
pinnm^ Hive, Cmmeriorum Becmilanay' 
printed at Antwerp in IhGO, in which 
he derives all the nations of antiquity 
from the Dutch, and makes all the 
names of gods, demigods, heroes, and 
places of the Old World, to have their 
only proper and characteristic signifi¬ 
cation in that language.. The gra^ 
precision with Avliieh he lays the first 
and only foundation-stone of this 
monstrous sni)erstructiire, is suffi¬ 
ciently entertaining. “ The Plny- 
gians s])oke the Scyliiic (?. c. the 
High-Dutch) tongue; and the Kgyi)- 
tiaiis allowed the Phrygian language 
to be the primitive one. For when 
their king liad ascertained that hac 
was a word of the original language 
of mankind, and could not understand 
it, he was informed that, among the 
Phrygians, it signified bread ; whorc- 
npon lie ndjudgedthat language to he 
of all others the first in' which bev 
hath that meaning; Aviiich hec being, 
at this day, our word for bread, and 
hecker (“ baker”) for bread-maker, it 
stands, consequently, confessed, on 
this most ancient testimony of Psam- 
meticlins, tliat our language is, of all 
others, the first and oldest.” From 
so extravagant a commencement, no¬ 
thing but tile most fantastical results 
could be expected, and tlic reader Avill 
not be sni’iu’iscd to find (loropins 
making Adam and Eve a Dutchman 
and a Dutclnvoman, as one of tlic 
very first corollaries from his funda¬ 
mental proposition; the. Patriarchs 
follow; then the Gentile gods, god¬ 
desses, and heroes; the Titans, the 
Cyclops, the pigmies, griffins, and 

Gorgons, and hydras, and chimeras 
dire/’— 

nations, tribes, territories, seas, rivers, 
lakes, mountains, valleys, citit's, and 
vilkgcs—all arc draAvu into this vast 
vortex of nonsense, set agoing origi¬ 
nally by the single syllabic bee, which, 


after all, if this story of the priests of 
Vulcan have any foundation in fact, 
was, most probably, nothing more 
than an imitation of the peculiar cry 
of the goats by wliich the infants had 
been suckled. Goropius’s book was 
published at a time when the learned 
world Avero in no humour to tolerate 
such absurdities; and therefore, 
although exhibiting a considerable 
amount of learning in its own mad 
Avay, and a proportionate and cha¬ 
racteristic degree of ingenuity, it call¬ 
ed forth one of the severest repyoofs 
that literiny jiresumption has ever 
brought down, from the pen of eToseph 
Scaliger, Avhose condemnation Avasre- 
cchot'd by all the literary men of note 
of the diiy. It being part of Goro- 
piu.s’s system that the ancient Gauls 
AvereDutch, and the ta.sk of shoAAdngall 
the known Avords of the old Gaulish 
language to be significant in Dutch, 
being, consequently, incumbent on 
him as a first step to his bolder spe¬ 
culations on the unexplained names of 
men and places, he had, among otiiers, 
given some ridiculous Dutch equiva¬ 
lents from the Avord ambactus^ Avhich, 
as we are informed by Festus, meant 
a slave or retainer in the old Gaulish 
tongue. Scaliger, sliortly after, edit¬ 
ing Festus, Avith annotations, and 
coming to the Avord in question, took 
that opportunity to administer to Go- 
ropius the folloAving castigation—“ I 
am unable to restrain my laughter," 
he says, “ at what this singularly 
audacious and impudent person has 
Avritten against Turnebus on this 
word, lint, as all his books exhibit 
nothing else than a most impudent 
coiifideiicc in himself, so I reject his 
o])tnion on this matter as utterly im¬ 
pertinent and nonsensical. Never 
liaAC I read gwater absurdities; never 
lia\e I seen, neither heard of greater 
or more audacious temerity, seeking, 
as he does, to doiwe all languages 
from his own barbarous dialect, so as 
to make the llebniw itself inferior to 
the Dutch ; nay, even reprehending 
]\Ioses for taking the names of the 
patriarchs fi*om liis iiath'e IIcbrcAv. 
Unlucky patriarchs and fathers, that 
w^ere born Piiilistines of Palestine, 
and not Dutjluron of Antwerp!” 
Abraham Alyhus, another great scho¬ 
lar, though not of so extended a 
reputation as cither of the Scaligers, 



476 BethafiCs Etruria CeUka. 


goon after expressed much the same 
sentiments.” “ I am not,” he says, 
“ so full of wantonnesxs as to be able 
to crack his insufferably absurd jokes 
with Becan, and give the palm of an¬ 
tiquity to the language of Flanders 
in preference to the Hebrew, making 
it the parent tongue not only of all 
other languages, but of the Hebrew 
itself.” Schrevelius, the lexicogra¬ 
pher, gave vent to his contempt in 
verse:— 

Quis tales probet oscitationcs ? 

Quis has respectat meras chimeras ? 
Non Judteus Apella do proseucha, 
Non qui de Solymis venit perustis^ 
Aut quisquam de grege Tabatariorum 
Queis phtjcni cophinique cura major : 
Cimmerii denique non puto probabunt 
£t si prognatos Japhet putantur 
Gomoroque parente procreati.” 

Our own Cambden, about the same 
time commencing his great work on 
British Antiquities, began by a pro¬ 
testation against being supposed “iu- 
sauiam Bccani insanire.” Justus 
Lipsius alone, of all the learned men 
of the day, restrained the expression 
of positive indignation. We often 
speak of Becau and his book about 
our language,” he says, writing to 
Schottius, “ and have frequent jokes 
on the subject. lie, as you know, 
would have it not only to be an ele¬ 
gant and polished tonjfue, but the 
primitive one, and motlier of all the 
rest. But we 

* Stupuimus omnes tentaroina tanta 
Conatusque iiovos.’ 

And, indeed, many of us laugh heart¬ 
ily, What do I ? I love the man 
himself, and I admire his quick, keen, 
and happy wit ; happy, indeed, if he 
would turn it to some other subject- 
matter. But these speculations of his, 
what credit can we give to them, or 
what advantage expect from them? 
Whom shall 1 persuade that our lan¬ 
guage is thus supremely ancient— 
thus pregnant with mysterious mean¬ 
ings ? That we here, next the Frozen 
Pole, are Uie earliest of mankind? 
that we alone preserve our language 
unadulterate and free from foreign 
admixture? Such assertions chal¬ 
lenge laughter, not opjg>8ition.” Go- 
roj>iu8 did not live to make any reply, 
dying shortly after in 1572; but his 
etymological mantle descended on a 


worthy successor, in the person of his 
countryman Adrien Von Scrieck, 
lord of Rodorn, who followed up the 
subject, on a slightly modified plan, 
in three-and-twenty books of Celtic 
and Belgic Origins^ published at 
Ypres A.D. 1614. Scrieck adopted as 
the principle of his investigation this 
position from tlie Cratylus of Plato. 
“ All things possess some quality 
which is the proper reason of their re¬ 
spective names; and those words which 
express things as they exist, are the 
true names, whereas those that give 
a contrary meaning are spurious.” 
Nothing can be truer than this, pro¬ 
vided only we knew the existing 
characteristics of each object, as the 
oviginal naraers had them in view 
when imposing their nomenclature; 
but when this clue is wanting, no 
labvrinth can lead an adventurer into 
more hopeless error. All articulate 
sounds necessarily resemble one an¬ 
other, and tiiere is no name, cither of 
a place or of a person, in any articu¬ 
late language, that may not be con¬ 
strained to bear some resemblance in 
sound to some words of any other 
given language. These, it is true, will 
seldom make sense, and never be truly 
appropriate; yet, with a little sleight- 
of-hand, dropping a letter here and 
adding one*there; substituting a mute 
for a liquid or a liquid for a mute, and 
so forth, the ingenious etymologist 
will sometimes produce an equivalent, 
sounding not unlike the original, and 
making some sort of sense not alto¬ 
gether inapplicable to the subject- 
matter. As, for instance, if any one, 
impressed with the conviction that 
our own language is the motlier tongue 
of mankind, Avere to derive Crotona 
from “ Crow-tOAvn,” he would pro¬ 
duce an equivalent, sounding much 
the same, and liaving a meaning 
which might possibly have been quite 
applicable to Crotona, though ’tis 
pretty certain that it was not as “ a 
city of kites and crows” that place ori¬ 
ginally obtained its designation. So 
Swift’s “ All-cggs-under-the-grate ” 
sounds very nearly identical with the 
name of the Macedonian conqueror, 
though it by no means follows that 
the son of Philip either was partial to 
poached eggs, or named accordingly. 

Absurd and ridiculous as these in¬ 
stances may appeal', they hardly ex- 
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ceed the folly of some of Becan’s and 
Scrieck’s derivations from the Dutch. 
Thus Goropius makes AffoAXwf Af~ 

. hoUlos^ (off-hole-loose,”) t. e. “ ex 
antro lihera^^'' or “ I loose (the rays of 
liglit) off, or out of, the hole or cavern 
(of darkness!”) and thus Scrieck de¬ 
rives Sequana (the river Seine) from 
see gang^ i. e “ via warn,” or tlie 
gang-y^'siy to the sea/” and Cecrops 
from sea-crops^ L e. “ a marina gula^'^ 
because, we suppose, the Cecropidac 
came to Greece with their crops full, 
(or empty, as the case might be,) after 
their sea voyage from Egypt. 

The indignation and contempt of 
the learned world seem to have spent 
themselves on Goropius; and Scrieck’s 
]n'cposterous laboui' appears only to 
Jiave excited laughter. The most 
illustrious writers in every department 
of erudition had just ceased to occupy 
the stage. Scrieck, coming out with 
his thousand folios of puerilities 
among a public familiar with the 
workKS of the two Scaligers, of Cassau- 
bon, Lipsius, Cluver, Cambden, and 
the other great lights of learning that 
shed such a lustre on the latter end of 
the sixteenth century, was regarded 
much as Beau Coates may have been 
in latter days, presenting himself in 
the character of lloineo before audi¬ 
ences accustomed to the highest his¬ 
trionic elforts of the Kembles. And 
as Coates, not satisfied with convul¬ 
sing his audience by dying before 
them in the regular course of the play, 
would sometimes die over and over 
again for their entertainment; so 
Scrieck, not content Avith torturing all 
the names of men and places in Chal¬ 
dea, rhcenicia, Egypt, Greece, Italy, 
Spain, and Gaul, into Dutch equiva¬ 
lents, through the threc-and-twenty 
books of his first impression, followed 
up his fantasy, in 1615, by an addi¬ 
tional essay, in which whatever was 
extravagant before, became, if pos¬ 
sible, still more transceridently nonsen¬ 
sical. Perhaps no part of the entire 
Avork is moi’c characteristic of the 
vanity and blindness of the writer 
than his preface to this second part, 
Avhere he gravely takes his guide, 
Goropius, to task for founding so large 
a work as the liecceselana on 80 small 
a foundation as the of Psam- 

mctichus, and regrets that his prede¬ 
cessor did not confine himself to 


etymons more consistent with the 
local and personal characteristics of 
Ids several subjects. For his own 
part the ground he goes upon is this, 
thfff the names of men and places 
among the Chaldeans, Egyptians, 
Greeks, and Latins, as also among 
the Scythians, Celts, Etruscans, and 
Beiga;, (Avldch latter, he says, arc all 
Celts,) are properly significant in that 
Scythic tongue Avhich the Bclgas and 
Dutch to this (lay preserve; Avlienco 
it folIoAvs, says he, “ as an argument 
superior to all exception, that not 
only the Chaldaic, Egyptian, Greek, 
and Latin tongues (he does not men¬ 
tion th(^ IlebrcAv, Avhich he concedes 
to be the language of Paradise) are 
inferior and posterior to the tongue 
now used by the Belgas and Dutch ; 
but also that the same Belgaj and 
Dutchmen are extracted from a more 
ancient people, and a higher original, 
tlian the said Chaldeans, Egyptians, 
Greeks, or Homans.” 

Ai^ that this may appear by snffl- 
cient proofs, he proceeds to ahoAv that 
the chief names of men and places in 
each of these countries arc rightly 
significant in Dutch, and not in their 
respectiA^e proper languages: as, for 
example— 

" Ai>am — ScyiMce Ad-ham^ sive 
lluid-amy ons conjunctivum, ‘ a united 
entity.’ The Chaldeans,” says he, in¬ 
terpreted Adam to moan ^ red,’ for what 
reason 1 cannot sec. It doth not appear 
a name of sufficient dignity for the first 
and most perfect and absolute of men. 
’Tis much more to the purpose that he 
should have got the name of an united 
entity, from the first institution of mar¬ 
riage by his Creator. 

“ Eva— i. e. heve, significat prcpgnans 
vel elevata, ab elevatione ventris; than 
which nothinjf could be said more in rem, 

“ Noe — N'hoke, that is, altus, celsus; 
as Noah Avas at the h/'ad of time after 
the deluge. The Chaldeans interpret it 
cessatio, guies ; but Noah,” says he, " had 
neither rest nor quiet during the deluge. 

“Moses— mos-es, that is, the'mud 
of the waters ;* being, Avhen an infant, 
exposed and raised out of the mud and 
slime of the river Nile. The Chaldeans 
interpret his name ‘ raised,’ simply ac¬ 
cording to the mere circumstance of his 
being taken up; but the Celtic (t. «. the 
Dutch) signification denotes the whole 
fact. 
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** David— that is to say, 
'lowness,’ ‘humility.’ For David was 
not only of a low stature, but, above all, 
low and humble in his mind, as apupars 
from 1 Kings,” &c. &c. 

After Teutoiiising the Hebrew in 
this manner, he next proceeds to the 
Egyptian. 

“ AEOTpros— hae.g-up-t%o$, that is 
* gylvre supra altitudines,’ ‘ the woody 
heights above.’ (How this is exactly 
applicable he does not inform us.) 

“Nu.us— N'kil-ho, that is, the ‘high 
descent,' to wit, of waters ; for the 
Nile descends from the Mountains of the 
Moon, which arc very high. 

“ Seuenuticum — (a town of the 
Delta,) Seben^vuyHcumt that is, ‘the 
seven-fold outcome /’for die Nile is seven¬ 
fold, and hatli seven mouths or outlets. 

“Phakos — Plioer-ho, signifying ad- 
navigaiio aid, or the navigation towards 
the high places; for Pharos is an island 
with a lofty tower,” &c. &c. 

Then he takes his course into Qireece 
and Latiuni, but it would be idle to 
follow him through a hundredth part 
of these vagaries. In not a single 
instance docs he pay the least atten¬ 
tion to what the Greeks and Homans 
themselves thought or taught on these 
subjects, except, indeed, iu the soli¬ 
tary Ciise of the Peloponnesus, wiiich 
he admits mag possibly have iiad its 
name from Pclops, though he thinks 
It more likely that it expresses the 
more appropriate Scythic phrase 
PJel-op-oti~es —“ Campus superior ad 
aquas,” or the fell or plain w/?, on, or 
above the water. 

Coming in the course of his pere¬ 
grinations to Etruria, and being 
equally successful in making all the 
ancient names of men and places there 
significant in Dutch, Iwi boldly at- 
tenijjts the interpretation of the Eu- 
gubian tablets. These singular re¬ 
mains of the extinct language of 
Etruria, had akeady exercised the skill 
of some of the best scholars of the 
16th century, but none of them liad 
succeeded iu bending this new bow of 
Ulysses. To tbo insane all things are 
easy. Scricck made no more of the 
tmsk than did Ulysses— 

“ When the wary hero wise, 
Hi$ hand nd w made familiar with the bow. 
Poising it and examining—at once ; 

As when in harp and bong adept, a bard 


Unlabouring strains the chord to a new 
lyre, 

The twisted entrails of a sheep below 
With fingers nice inserting, and above—■ 
With such facility Ulysses bent 
His own huge bow, and with his right 
hand play'd 

The nerve, whicli in its quick vibration 
sung 

Clear as a swallow’s voice.” 

With equal confidence Scrieck ad¬ 
dresses himself to decipher llie tablets 
of Gubbio. “That the Dutch was 
the language, of Etruria,” he says, 
“ appears not only from these unques¬ 
tionably Celtic (/. e. Duteh^ names 
of the most ancient places in Italy, but 
also by that extraordinary monument 
of aiitiqnit 3 % the Etruscan inscription, 
which, Grutcr writes me,* was found 
sonic years back at Eugiibio (Gubbio) 
in Etruria, on eight brazen tablets: 
the first w'rittcn in inverted Greek 
letters, and the rest in Latin charac¬ 
ters.” Tlicse, upon examination, he 
pronounces to be clearly Dutch, and 
as a specimen adds some sentences of 
the sixth table, beginning— Skuveh- 
knt: I'KMiMUMs: skkveuent: dkitu: 
ETAiSEuo; riiiMATEit, &c. ; and con¬ 
taining, according to his account, near 
the end the following passage ; Seuba 

MARTIA KruSTOTE SEIIFIA SKRFIR 
MAUTIA TENSA REBFIK SAUFF.U MAB- 

TiA KUTUTO. Of which lic givcs thc fol¬ 
lowing version, premising that the ‘s’ 
in his copy has an additional stroke, 
wdiich makes it sound s'J’. Steiive 

MAR tie EVVEItSTOTE STERFTK STEU- 
yVAl MAER TIER ULlCRSAI'T STERTE 
*STERVF.R MAR TIER VllT-VT’TK *, ?. €. 

“ Let him only die the death who is 
an extern; let them only die the death 
who are cxtcnis ; let them only die 
thc death who arc outer externs;” 
being, as he says, a deprecation merely 
of the evils of inortalit}^ and a praj^cr 
for their infiictiou on strangers, as 
Horace says— 

“ Hinc* boUum lacrymosum, hinc miseram 
famcm 

Pestcraque a populo et principe Cse- 
sare,in 

Persas atquc Britaunos, 

VestrA motus aget preco.” 

Having rendered this and thc incan¬ 
tation for thc cure of sprains, given in 
Cato, “ Do Re Rustica,” into the old 
Dutch, of w'hich have had so many 
fepeciiheiis, he closes this summary of 
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his labours with the declaration, that 
whoever, after these proofs, will assert 
that the Etruscan laii^niagc was other 
-than the l^utch, cannot be considered 
otherwise than as iion coiupos meuiis, 

Wc had little expectation, when 
lau"hing at these vagaries of Scrieck 
and Becan, many years ago, that it 
would yet bo our lot to see the same 
follies revived in our own time, and 
among ourselves. But follies arc like 
fashions, which, having once prevailed 
in the metropolis, usually run the 
round of the provinces. And so this 
fantastic triifk of interpreting the 
names of antiquity h^' modern equiva¬ 
lents, spreading I'rom the .schools of 
Antwerp and Ypres, still shows itself 
occasionally in the outskirts of the 
republic of letters, and has here lately 
had a new Avatar, fully as absurd as 
any of its prior exhibitions, among 
tliosc Ju|>itcrs Stators of ever> ex¬ 
ploded folly of the Continent—tlic 
English writers on the antiquities of 
Ireland. 

This new Irish Becceselana is en¬ 
titled “ Etniria-Celtica. Etruscan Li¬ 
terature and Antiquities investigated, 
or the language of that aiieieut ami 
illustrious people compared and iden¬ 
tified with the Ibcruo-Celtic, and both 
shown to be rhanician, by Sir Wil¬ 
liam Bctbam, Ulster Kiiig-at-Arnis, 
Vice-President of the Itoyal Dublin 
Society, F.S.A., M.R.I.A., lIc. tJcc.’' 
This title exhibits a design in no re¬ 
spect diileront from that of (iorojiius 
and Scrieck, excci)t in tlicsidistitution 
of the iberno-Ch'itic, by tlie Irish wri¬ 
ter, for the Belgico-Ccltic equivalents 
of the Dutch. If there were siifliciciit 
reason to suppose that the vice-presi¬ 
dent of the Koyal Dublin Society 
was acquainted with the (ireek and 
Latin writers mIio concur in establish¬ 
ing the non-identity of these nations, 
wc would say that he exliibils as cul¬ 
pable a contempt for their authority 
as his Batavian precursors ; but Sir 
William Bethain appears scarcely to 
have read on the subject at all; and 
what was wilful jwcsuinption on tlieir 
part, may he the innocence of mere 
want of knowledge on Ids; for both 
Scrieck and Becan were perfectly aware 
that, in identifying so many nations 


of antiquity with their own, they weixj 
flying in the face of all authority ; but 
Bctham Ilibcrnicizes all the nations 
froi%Taprobana to Thule, apparently 
unconscious of any recorded reason 
against their universal identity. 

That the Etruscans spoke Irish, he 
concludes Just as Goropius concluded 
that the Phrygians spoke Dutch, from 
the coincidence of a single word hav¬ 
ing, as he alleges, the same sound and 
meaning in each ; and as a single 
passagt' from Ilerodolns was the sold 
foundation for tlic vast inverted pyra¬ 
mid of nolTscnsc piled np by Goro- 
]>ius on that individual point, (and 
kept from tojipling over only by sheet 
force of impudence,) so the single 
well-known passage from Suetoiuus, 
ascertaining the Etruscan Aesar to 
be a designation of the Deit}', {Aesar 
being also, as it is said, Irish lor the 
same,) gives the only ground on which 
Betliam rests his extravagant asser¬ 
tion, that the Eugubian inscriptions 
contain an account of the discovery ot 
Ireland by the Etruscan navigators, 
and with a pretended version of which, 
through the medium of Irish, as he 
alleges, he has fdled the m IioIc first 
volume of his book. 

In reading in Suetonius the life 
of Augustus,” he says, “I found that 
Aesar in the Etruscan tongue signified 
God» The import in Iri&h bting the 
same, it struck me forcibly that this 
might not be accidental, but that the 
Etruscan language might be essentially 
Celtic, and therefore eai^able of inter- 
ju’ctation by the Irish. On examina¬ 
tion, the conjecture proved well-founded. 
The results of the investigation, conse¬ 
quent on the discovery of this clue, will 
be found in the follouing pages.” 

It is true tlic Etruscan A esffr is said 
to have a li^c meaning with an al¬ 
leged Irish word, coined and spelled 
by Valiancy aosfhear; but it has also 
an identical meaning with the Indian 
esmira^ and the Egyptian oniriti^ and 
the Islaiidic A\hich makes mar 
in the plural; and it would be just os 
reasonable to infer, that therefore the 
Etruscans spoke tlie llindostauee, or 
the Coptic, or the Islandic lauguage^^ 
as that they spoke Irish. * 

All the nations of Christeiidona 
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give Gpd the Christ; but he 
would 1be justly deemed insane who 
Would argue, that therefore English 
is the proper medium of interpreta¬ 
tion for a Russian ukase. * 
Common sense, without any fur¬ 
ther learning, might have told Sir 
William Bctham, that till he stood on 
some surer ground than the coinci¬ 
dence of a single woi'd, even sup¬ 
posing that word a genuine one, it 
■would be the excess of folly to ven¬ 
ture on such an application of a mo¬ 
dern language; and further learning 
(if he bad possessed it) ^ould have 
confirmed the suggestion of common 
sense. With a moderate amount of 
learning, he would have known that, 
besides the names of known deities 
— Kupra, Nyi'tia^ Mantus^ Auhelas, 
Camillas, coiTCSponding to the hea¬ 
then Juno, Fortuna, Pluto, Aurora, 
Mercury—there are also several other 
Etruscan words of which we know 
the meanings, such as faland, the 
heavens ; andras, the north wind; 
htcHmu, a king; drouna, a kingdom 
or principality ; damnos, a horse ; 
capra, a goat; agalktor, a youth ; 
verse, fire; ites, the ides of a month ; 
hister, a stage-player; stdmlo, a trum¬ 
peter ; italos, a bull; arimoi, monkeys, 
antar, an eagle ; arakos, a lark; gnis, 
a crane; capys, a falcon; gapos, a 
chariot; burros, a bowl; atarin, a 
winc-cruct; nanos, a wanderer; man- 
tissa, an increase or addition; turseis, 
a space enclosed with walls ; and 
several others, not one of which 
bears the remotest resemblance to 
any Irish or Celtic word of equivalent 
meaning. 

Furtlicr learning, also, would have 
taught him the hopelessness of recon¬ 
ciling the Etruscan with any of the 
languages of Europe knpwn as spoken 
languages immediately before the 
Christian era—Dionysius of Hali¬ 
carnassus having expressly declared, 
that neither in language nor in cus¬ 
toms were the Etruscans of his time 
similar to any other known nation; 
and Dionysius was well acquainted 
with both Celts and Phmnicians. 

Besides, the Phoenician equivalents 
i^r most of the Etruscan M'ords in the 
list we have just enumerated, are 
known, and ought to have been known 
to any writer undertaking an investi¬ 
gation of either language ; and if 


known to Sir William Betham, ought 
at once to have deten*ed him from 
this preposterous attempt. Thus the 
Phoenician equivalent of aesar is aloni 
or alonim; of kypra, astarte; of nyr- 
tia, god; of mantus, much; of faland, 
samen; of andras, carbon ; of lucumo, 
malaho; of damnos, rackabe, &c. &c., 
in Jione of which, except samen, does 
tlicre appear the least similarity, 
either with the Etruscan or the Irish 
words of like signification. So also 
in respect of a number of (raulish 
words, the meanings of which have 
come down to us, and of which no 
one pretending competency to such 
enquiries ought to be ignorant, but of 
the existence of which this vice-pre¬ 
sident of a leading literary society of 
Ireland seems utterly unconscious. 
But fools will rush in where angels 
fear to tread, and Ignoramus walks 
with confidence where Eruditus fears 
to take a step. Header, do not think 
that Christopher is too severe! For 
what but condemnation and contempt 
can any rational mind conceive, for a 
writer so incapable of dealing with 
even the rudiments of his subject, and 
3 'et so presumptuous in the temerity 
of his ignorance, as to declai*e that 
^ till now not a scintilla of light has 
appeared on the subject of Etruscan 
antiquities?” We can pardon learned 
trifling, but when a man wholly un¬ 
learned, on a subject of the greatest 
interest to the learned world, pre¬ 
sumes to dogmatize in this manner, 
we strip him in an instant, and have 
no mercy in exposing to both learned 
and simple the nakedness of his pre¬ 
tensions. 

Still facts are facts, and if the fact 
be, that the tablets of Gubbio are‘ 
written in the Irish language, and 
that Sir William Betham, though as 
ignorant of his subject as was the boy 
who invented the safety-valve of the 
steam-engine, has happened in any 
way, by skill or by chance, learnedly 
or unadvisedly, modestly or arrogant¬ 
ly, on the truth, Let him, together with 
the condemnation, hav^e the credit he 
deserves, if not as a Columbus of a 
new world of letters, at least as a 
Madoc or a Thorfinn. 

The first Hue of the first table, read¬ 
ing from right to left, he reads thus: 
we say he, for the very form of some of 
the 161161*3 are still doubtful:—P uxe: 
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Originality of conception and iidc' 
lity of observation in general mark the 
efforts of genius in the earlier ages of^ 
society; and it is then, accordingly, that 
those creative minds appear which 
stamp their own impress upon the 
character of a whole people, and com¬ 
municate to their literature, in the 
most distant periods, a certain train 
of thought, a certain class of images, 
a certain family resemblance. Homer, 
Uhidias, and A'lschylus in ancient 
timea—Dank',, Michael Angelo, Ari¬ 
osto, and Shakspearc in modern, be¬ 
long to this exalted class. Each in his 
own deparluieiit has stiTick out anew 
range of thought, and created a fresh 
brood of ideas, which, on “winged 
words,” have taken their flight to dis¬ 
tant regions, and to the end of the 
world will never cease to delight and 
influence mankind. Subsequent ages 
may refine their images, expand their 
sentiments, perhaps improve their cx- 
iwcssion; but they add little to the 
stock of their concci)tions. The very 
greatness of their jircdccessors i)re- 
cludes fresh creations : the furrows of 
the ancient wheels are so deep that 
the modem chariot cannot avoid falling 
into them. So completely in all poi¬ 
sons of education are the great n orivs 
of antiquity incorporated with thought, 
that they £U*isc involuntarily with 
every exercise of the faculty of taste, 
and insensibly recur to the culti- 
VOL. LYU. NO. CCCLIV. 


vated mind, with all that it ad¬ 
mirer, and loves, and venerates.' *' 

Bftt though originality of concep¬ 
tion, the creation of imagery, and the 
iiuenlion of events belong to early 
ages, delicacy of taste, refinement of 
sentiment, perfection of expression, 
are the growth of a more ad\ anced 
period of society. The characters 
whiduai’fi delineated by the hand of 
(Jciiius ill early times, are those bold ' 
and original ones in which the features 
are distinctly marked, the lines clearly 
drawn, the peculiarities str(AgIy 
brought out. The images wliich arc 
adopted are those which have first oc- 
curi-ed to the creative mind in form¬ 
ing a world of fancy: the similes em- 
j)loycd, those which convey to the 
simple and unlcttci'cd mind the clearest 
or most vivid conception of the idea 
or event intended to bo illustrated. 
Valour, i)ride, resolution, tenderness, 
patriotism, afe the mental qualities 
wiiicli arc tlierc portrayed in ima¬ 
ginary characters, and called forth by 
fictitious events: and it is this first 
and noblest delineation of mental qua¬ 
lities in an historical gallery which 
has rendered the Iliad immortal. The 
images and similes of Homer are 
drawn from a close observation of 
nature, but they ai*c not very varied 
in their range: he paints every inci¬ 
dent, every occurrence, every feature, 
but he Ls not much diversified in con- 
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ception, and surprisingly identical in 
expression. His similes of a boar beset 
by hunters, of a lion prowling round a 
fold and repelled by the spear of the 
Bhepherd, of a panther leaping into a 
herd of cattle,’Are represented in the 
same words wherever he has a close 
fight of one ofdus heroes with a mul¬ 
titude of enemies to recount. So 
forcibly is the creative mind, in tlie 
first instance, fascinated by the vari(;ty 
and brilliancy of ^ts conceptions, that 
it neglects aiut tlespises their subor¬ 
dinate details. It la careless of lan¬ 
guage, because it is intent on ideas: 
it is niggardly in language, because it 
id prodigal of thought. Homer’s ex¬ 
pressions or ei)ithcts are in gencml 
admii’ably chosen, and speak at once 
a graphic eye and an imaginative 
mind; but it is extraordinary how 
often they recur without any varia¬ 
tion. It is the same with Ari¬ 
osto: he is somewhat more varied in 
his expression, but even more iden¬ 
tical in his details. Prodigal of in¬ 
vention, varied In imagination, un¬ 
bounded in conception, in the incidents 
and great features of Itis storj’, he has 
very little diversity in ifs subordinate 
parts, lie carries us over the whole 
earth, through the air, and to the 
moon: but giants, castles, knights, 
and errant damsels occur at cAcry 
step, with hardly any alteration. The 
perpetual joxxsts of the knights, charg¬ 
ing with the lance and thendraAving tlic 
sword, are exactly parallel to tlic 
•endless throwing of the spear and 
leaping from the chariot in the Riarl, 
No man can read the JEne.id with¬ 
out seeing that it has been constructed, 
both h\ its general conception and 
chief incidents, on the poems of 
Homer and yet so exquisite was the 
taste, so refined the sentiment, so 
tender the heart ofVlmaL, that ho 
has produced upon the world the im¬ 
pression of a gi'cat original author. 
Dante worshipped him as‘ a species of 
divinity; liO made him his guide 
through the infernal regions,4o*unfold 
the crimes of the wicked And the in¬ 
tentions of the Deity in the distribu¬ 
tion of futurtf rewards and punish¬ 
ments. Throughout the middle ages 
he was regarded as a sOrt of necro¬ 
mancer, a mighty magician, to whom 
the plist and the future are alike 
known, and whose power oven the 


elements of nature were constrained 
to obey. The “ Sortes Virgiliana?-,” so 
well known, and so long practised in 
every country of Europe, arose from 
this belief. The imagery, mythology, 
and characters of his e]>ie poem arc 
draw n from tJie Jiind: but in tAvo par¬ 
ticulars he is entirely oilgiiial, and his 
genius has opened the two fountains 
from winch the most prolific streams 
of beauty in inoderu poetry have 
fioAved. 1I(! is the father of deacnjdive 
and amatotg itoctx’y. The pnssion of 
love, us Avc understand it, was nn- 
knoAvn to Homer, as much as was the 
description of nature as a separate 
and substantive, object. Ho has made 
the whole. Jliad^ indeed, turn upon the 
Avrath ot‘ Achilles for the' hjss of Bri- 
seis ; and he has painted, Avith inimi¬ 
table tenderness and pathos, the con¬ 
jugal attachment of Hector and An¬ 
dromache; but he had no concejUion 
of loAc a>s a passion, mingled AAith 
sentiment, and independent of pos¬ 
session. The wTath of Achilles is the 
fury of auEastern sultan Avhose harem 
Las been Adolated: the parting of 
Hector and Andromache is the rend¬ 
ing ^sunder of the domantic alleetioiis, 
the farewell from the family hearth, 
the breaking up of the home circle. 
But the love of Dido foriEneas is the 
refined passion Avhieh is the soul of 
the romances and of lialf the poetry 
of modern times. It avus tin; crea¬ 
ture of the imagination, the oll- 
S]>riug of tlu! soul from its own eou- 
eeptious, kindled only into life by 
an external object. It arose from 
menial admiration; it aaus inhaled 
more by the car than the eye ; it Avas 
Avarnied at hLs recital of the sack of 
Troy, and his subse(picut Avamhuings 
OAX'V the melancholy main. It had 
no resemblance, to the seducing vo¬ 
luptuousness of Ovid, any more ihaii 
the elegant indcceiicios of Catullus. 
It resembled the passion of Desde- 
mona. for Othello. 

Homer ])uinted Avith graphic fidelity 
and incomparable force, often with 
cxtraordinai’y beauty, the appearances 
of nature; but it w^ as illustrations, 
or for the purpose of similitude only, 
that he did so. It was on human 
events that his thoughts were fixed : 
it Avas the human heart, in all its 
various forms and changes, that he 
sought to depict. But Virgil was the 
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liigh-priest of nature, and he wor- 
sliippcd her with all a poet’s fervour. 
11c identifies himself with rural life, he 
describes Avitli devout enthusiasm its ^ 
joys, its oeeaipatious, its liardships: 
the rocks, the woods, the streams, 
awaken liis ardent admiration; the 
animals and insects are the objects of 
his tender solicitude. When tlie 
IMantuan bard w'nttc, 

-Sivpc exiguus mus 

Sub terrain posuit domos atque horrea 
fecit/’ 

bo Avas in.s]»ired with the same spirit 
that afU'i'wards animated IhirnsAvhen 
he eontcmjdated the daisy, Cowper 
AvIum Ini sym])iithized Avifh the hare. 
The descriptive ])oetry of “modern 
times lias OAved mucli to his e\(|iiisite 
eye and sensitive heart. Tiiomson, 
in his has expanded the 

theme in a ktiidred spirit, and with 
pnn|i<;;d magnilieence. f^citti and 
i>yvou have brought tiuit branch of 
the jioelic art to tiie highest i»ei*fec- 
tion, by blending it A^itli the moral 
affectunis, AAdlli the ])icturesquc ima¬ 
gery of tlu' olden tinu', aa ith the magic 
of eastern or classical association. 
Ihit none of our poets—hoAv gi'cat 
soever their genius, Iioav varied their 
materials—have (xceeded, if they 
have etpiallcd, th<‘ exquisite beauty 
of his descriptions ; and the jmrest 
taste in observation, as the utmost 
beauty of ex])ressiou, is still to be 
])cst attaiiunl by studying night and 
daj’ the ])oenis of A'irgil. 

Modern c])ic poetry arose in a dHTer- 
eut age, aud a\ as mouhh'd by diftereiit 
circumstances. The mythology of an¬ 
tiquity \A as at an end, and AA'ith it had 
peiislicd the gay and varied worship 
which had so long amused or excited 
an imaginative peoiile. The empire 
of the Cicsars, with its grandeur and 
its recollections, had sunk into the 
dusk ; tho venerable letters, S. P. Q. 
li., no longer commanded the venera¬ 
tion of mankind. A new faith, en¬ 
joining moral tluties, liad descended 
upon tho earth: a holier spirit had 
come to pervailo the breasts of thO 
faithful. An unknown race of fierce 
barbarians had broken into the decay¬ 
ing provinces of the Roman empire, 
aud swept away their government, 
their laws, their pre^erty, and their 
institutions. But the Clmstian faith 
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had proved more powerful than tiio 
arms of the legions ,* it alone had sur¬ 
vived, amidst the general Avreck of the 
civilized world. Mingling Avith tho 
ardent feelings and fierce energy of 
barbanau victors, it sat 

-« a blooming bride 

By valour’s arm*d and awful side.” 

Incorporating itself with tlie very 
souls of the conquerors—descending 
on heads w'itli the Avaters of bap¬ 
tism, never leaving them till the mo¬ 
ment of extreme unction—it moulded 
betAveen tluiso Iaa^o exti’cmes their 
Avholc character^ A new ]>riiiciple 
siipcilor to all earthly poAAXT was 
iiitroduci'd—a ]>aramount authority 
estnl>lislu‘d, to Avhich even the arm 
of Aictorious con<iuest Avas compelled 
lo submit—ruthless Avarriors were 
seen kneeling at the feet of unarmed 
jtontifis. The croAvn of the Caesars bad 
more than once been loAvered before 
th(‘. cross of the head of the faithful. 

From the intensity aud universality 
of these religious emotions, and tho 
circumstance of the Holy Land being 
ill the liands of the Saracens, w ith 
Avliom ChristciWom had maintained so 
long, and at tinu‘S so doubtful, a 
struggle, a ncAv passion had seized 
njion tin* peoi>le of modern Europe, 
to wiiicli no ])arallel is lo be found hi 
tin* })revious or subsequent history of 
mankiiul. The desire, to recover the 
Holy Sejinlchre, and re-open it to the 
pilgrimages of the faithful, had come 
to iullamo the minds of men w'ith such 
vohcmeuce, that nothing approaching 
to it had ever belbre occurred in the 
w'orkl. It had iiei’A'aded alike the 
great and the humble, the learned and 
the ignorant, the prince and the pea¬ 
sant. It had torn up Avliole nations 
from Europe, aud precipitated them 
on Asia. It had caused myriads of 
armed men to cross the Hellespont, 
hi Asia IVIinor, on the theatre of the 
contest of the Greeks and Trojans, it 
had brought vast armies into colli¬ 
sion, far 4 )utuumbering the hosts led 
by Hector ^or Agamemnon. It had 
brought them together in a holier 
cause, and from more^* elevated mo¬ 
tives, than prompted the Greek con¬ 
federates to range themselves under 
the king of men. It had impelled 
Richard Cceur-de-Lion and Godfrey 
of Bouillon from Europe. It had 
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roused Saladia and Solyman the Mag¬ 
nificent in Asia. Unlike other popular 
passions, it had continued through 
successive generations. It had sur¬ 
vived for centuries, and declined at 
length less from want of ardour in 
the cause, than from failure of the 
physical and material resources to 
maintain at so vast a distance so 
wasting a struggle, and supply the 
multitudes of the faithful whose bones 
whitened the valley of the Danube or 
the sands of Asia. 

But religious and devout emotions 
had not alone become all-powerful 
from the blending of the ardour of a 
spiritual faith with-t'ic fierce energy 
of northern conquests. The northern 
nations had brought with them from 
their woods two principles unknown 
to the most civilized nations of an¬ 
tiquity. Tacitus has recorded, that 
a tribe in Gi;nnany inaiutaiued its 
authority solely by the justice of its 
decisions ; and that in all the tribes, 
women were held in the higliest re¬ 
spect, and frequently swayed tlie pub¬ 
lic councils on the most momentous 
occasions. It is in these tw'o prin- 
cijiles, the love of justice and resi>ect 
for women, that the foundation was 
laid for the manners of chivairg^ which 
form the grand characteristic and 
most ennobling feature of modern 
times. New elements were thence 
infused into the breast of the war¬ 
riors, into the heart of women, into 
the songs of poetry. CJiivahy had 
arisen with its dreams, its imagina¬ 
tions, its fantasy; but, at the same 
time, with its elevation, its disiiUe- 
res*^ednoss, its magnanimity. The 
songs of the Troubadours had been 
heard in southern Europe ; the courts 
of love had been held in rrovence; 
the exploits of Chavlemagne and 
Richard had resounded throughout 
the world. The chevalier suns peur 
et sans reproche^ who dedicated him¬ 
self to the service of God and of hi^ 
lady, was a less natural, but he wa^ 
a far more elevated being, than cither 
Achilles or-aCncas. Kuights-errant, 
who went about in quest of adven¬ 
tures, redressing -vvi'cngs, succouring 
damsels, combatinggiaiits, defyingsor- 
cerers, delivering captives—faithful 
amidst evciy tempi atioii to their lady¬ 
love, true amidst every dahger to the 
Polar-star of duty— formed the lead- 
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; ing characters in a species of romance, 

' ^hich is less likely, in all probability, 
''to be durable in fame tiian the Iliad 
or i\\(h JEiieid; but which is so, in a 
great degree, from the circuinstaiicc 
that the characters it portrays Itad, 
from an extraordinary combination 
of events, been strung upon a higher 
key than is likely to be sympathized 
witii by future generations of man. 

Ariosto was tlic great oi iginal niiud 
in this extravagant but yet noble style 
of poetry; ho was the Homer of tliis 
romance of modern Europe, lie pos- - 
scssed the same fruitful invention, the 
same diversified conception, the same 
inexhaustible fancy as the (irecian 
bard; and in melody and occasional 
beauty of versification, he is often his 
superior. But he Avill bekV no sort of 
comparison Avith Iloineriii knowledge 
of character or the delineation of the 
huinaii heart. Ills heroes arc almost 
all cast in one of two models, and bear 
one of two images and superscriptions. 
The Christian \)iila(liiis are all gentle, 
true, devoted, magnanimous, uncon¬ 
querable ; the Saracen soldans haugh¬ 
ty, cruel, i)crfidious, irascible, but des¬ 
perately poAverful in combat. No 
shades of dilference and infinite diver¬ 
sity in character demonstrate, as in 
the Ilindy a profound know ledge and 
accurate observation of the Jiumau 
lieavt. No fierce and irascible Achil¬ 
les disturbs the sympathy of the I'cader 
with the conquerors; no self-forget¬ 
ting, but comitiy-devoted Jlector enr 
lists our sympathies on the side of 
the vanquished. His imagination, like 
the winged steed of Astolfo, flies aAvay 
AA'ith his judgment; it bears him to 
the uttermost parts of the earth, to 
the palace of the syren Alciiia, to the 
halls in the moon, but it destroys all 
unity or identity of interest in the 
poem. The famous siege of Paris by 
the Saracens in the time of Charle¬ 
magne, Avhich Avas so often expected 
dining the middle ages, that it at last 
came to be bcIicA^ed to have been real, 
was the main point of his story; but 
he diverges from it so often, in search 
of adventures with particular kniglits, 
that Ave Avcllnigh forget the princijial 
object of tiic poera,‘ and feel no ab¬ 
sorbing interest in tiie issue of any 
particulaj’ events, or the exploits of 
any particular heroes. He had no 
great moral to unfold, or single inte- 
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I'cst to sustain, in his composition, 
llis objcct-was to amuse, not instruct— 
to fascinate, not improve. He is often 
as beautiful as Virgil in lug descrip¬ 
tions, as lofty as Homer in Ids conce}*- 
tions; but he us often equals Ovid in 
tlie questionable character of his ad¬ 
ventures, or Catullus in the seducing 
warmth of Ids descriptions. There is 
no more amusing companion than the 
Or/a/ido Furioso for tlic fireside; but 
there is none less likely to iirodiicc the 
lieroes wliom it is his object to por- 
tray. 

That Avldeli Ariosto wants, Tasso 
lias. 'J'he Jvrusaffim. iJdivi rcd is, be- ’ 
yond all question, tlie epic poem of 
modern Europe. In it, as in the 
Fiad, uidly of interest and of action 
is entirely ju'eserved. It is one 
grt!at struggle between Europe and 
Asia Miucli is recorded; it is for the 
attack and defence of one city tliat 
tlie forces of Christendom and of 
I^lahoHUiliudsm are arrayed. Jhit 
the object of contention, the m04*al 
character of tlie struggle, is incompa¬ 
rably higher in the modern than the 
ancient jioem. It is not “ another 
Helen wlio has fired another Troy; ” 
it is no confederacy of valour, tldrst- 
ing for Die sjioils of opulence, wiiicli 
is contending for victory. It is the 
pilgrim, not tiu; host, Avliose wi'ongs 
have now roused Europe into action ; 
it is not to ravisli beauty from its se¬ 
ducer, but tlie holy sepulclire from 
its profaiicrs, that Christeudom has 
risen in arms. Tlie characters of the 
chiefs correspond to the superior sanc¬ 
tity of their cause, and indicate the 
mighty step in advance wliicJi the 
linmjui mind, under the inlluencc of 
C’hristianity and civilization, had made 
since tlie days of Homer. Ju Codfrey 
of Eonillon we perceive enthusiasm 
guided by wisdom; ditlicidties over¬ 
come by resolution, self-subdued by 
devotion. Rinaldo, like Achilles , is 
led astray by beauty, and the issue of 
the war is prolonged from the want of 
his resistless arm; but the dittcrcncc 
between his passion for Armida, and 
the Grecian liero’s Avrath for the loss 
of Briseis, marks the iiifiuence of tlio 
refined gallantry of modern times. 
Tlic exquisite c])isodo of the flight of 
ICnniuia, the matchless pathos of tlie 
death of Cloriuda, can be compared 
to nothing either in ihGlhad or FFneid; 


they belong to the age of chivalry, and 
are tlie efflorescence of that strange but 
lofty aspiration of the human mind. 
Above all, there is a moral grandeur 
in the poem, a continued unity of in¬ 
terest, owing to a sustained elevation 
of purpose—a forgetfulness of self in 
the great cause of rescuing the holy 
sepulchre, Avhieh throw.s an air of 
sanctity around its beauties, and ren¬ 
ders it the worthy epic of Europe in 
its noblest aspect. 

Notwithstanding these inimitable 
beauties, the Jerunalrm Delwered ne¬ 
ver has, and never will make the iui- 
]>ressioii on the world Avliicli the Iliad 
has done. 'I'lie fcason is, that it is 
not cijiuilly drawn from nature; tlic 
cliiiracters are taki'u from romantic 
coueejition, not real life. The chiefs 
wlio assemble in council Avith God- 
fri*y, the kniglits avIio strive before 
Jerusalem Aviih Tancred, have little 
rcsemblaiiec either to the greyhaired 
senators who direct human councils, or 
the youthful Avarriors who head actual 
armies. They arc pnelical abstrac¬ 
tions, not living men. We read their 
speeches Avith int(‘rcst, avc contem¬ 
plate their actions AAith admiration; 
but it never occurs to us tliat we have 
semi such men, or that the imagina¬ 
tion of the p(»ct has conceived any 
thing resembling tlic occurrences of 
real life. The wliolc is a fairy dream— 
charming, interesting, delightful, but 
still a flream. It bears the same 
rcseinblaiicc to reality A\liich tlic bril¬ 
liant gossamer of a snow-clad forest, 
glittering in the morning sun, docs to 
the boughsAA lien clotheil wit Ii theriches 
and varied by the lines of summer. It 
is the perfection of our conceptions of 
chivahy, mingled Avitli the jiicturcsqiie 
machineiy of anti(|uity and romantic, 
imagery of tjie East, told with the 
exquisite beauty of European vcrsiii- 
cation. Ihit it is a jioetical concep¬ 
tion only, not a delineation of real 
life. In lloinci*, again, the marvellous 
power of the poet consists in Ins deep 
insight into human character, his per¬ 
fect knowledge of the human heart, 
and his inimitable fidelity of drawing 
every object, animate or inanimate. 
Aristotle said that he excelled all poets 
that ever appeared in “ 

Aristotle Avas right; .no one can 
study the Iliad without feeling the 
justice of the observation. It is the 
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penetration, the piercing insight of 
the Greek bard, which constitute hia 
passport to i mniortality. Other poets 
may equal him in variety of imagina¬ 
tion ; some may excel him m melody 
of versitication or beauty of language : 
none will probably ever approach him 
in delineation of character, or cloth¬ 
ing abstract conceptions in the flesh 
and blood of real life. 

Considered with reference to unity 
of action and identity of intei’est, the 
Jerusalem Delivered^ equal to the 
is much superior to the yEncid. 
Vii’gil appears, in liis admiration of 
Homer, to have aimed at uniting in 
his poem the beautidfe both of the /Had 
and the Odgsseg^ and tlicnce in a groat 
measure his failure to rival either. 
While the first six books, which con¬ 
tain the uaiiderings of the Trqjan 
exile and the dismal recital of the 
sack of Troy, are an evident imitation 
of the Odgsset/, the last six, containing 
the strife in Italy, the efforts of the 
Trojans to gain a footing on the Aii- 
sonian shores, and the coucluding 
single combat of Turnus and iEneas, 
are as evidently framed upon the model 
of the Iliad, 15ut it is imjiossible in 
this manner to tack together two 
separate poems, ami form an homoge¬ 
neous whole from their jmietiou. 
Patchwork will apjKiar in siiite of all 
the genius and taste of Virgil. Ei>ic 
poetry, indeed, is not coutiuod within 
the narrow limits of the Grecian 
stage; the poem may embrace a long¬ 
er period tlian it requires to read it. 
But iu epic poetry, as iu all the fine 
arts, one unity is indispensable—the 
unity of interest or emotion. Unity 
of time and place is not to be disre¬ 
garded to any great degree without, 
manifest danger. The whole period 
embraced in the Iliad is only forty- 
eight days, and the interest of the 
piece—that which elaiises from Hector 
lighting his fires before the Greek in- 
trenchments till his death in front of 
the Sca'an (Uite—is only thirty-six 
hours. Tasso has the same unity of 
time, place, and interest in his poems: 
the scene is always around Jerusalem; 
the time not many weeks ; the niain j 
object, the centre of the whole action, 
the capture of the city. The chaim- 
ing episodes of Krmiuia’s flight and 
Armida’s island are felt to be episodes 
only: they vary the narrative with¬ 


out distracting the interest. But in 
Virgil tlio interest is various and com¬ 
plicated, the scene continually shift¬ 
ing, the episodes usurp the place of 
the main story. At one time we are 
fascinated by the awful recital of the 
murder of Priam, the burning of Troy, 
and the flight of .TOneas : at another, 
wc w’eop with the scutows of J^ido at 
Cartliaga% and the exquisite pathos of 
his heart-rending lamentations: at a 
! third, wc are charmed by the descent 
^ into the infernal regions on the shores 
of Avernus, wc symiiathi/c 'with the 
jiatriotic eflbrt of I'urnus and the 
peojdeof Aiisonia toex])c] the invailers 
, from the Italian shores. Though 
Virgil did not intend it, he has twice 
transferred the rcader’ssyinpathyfrom 
the hero of his story: once by liLs 
inimitable doscriptimi of the mourn¬ 
ing and dcatli of Dido from the de¬ 
parture and perfidy of jEueas, and 
again, from the hurst of j)ati'iotic 
feeling which he has represented as 
animating tlie Ktruscan tribes at tin* 
violent intrusion of the 'i’rojau in- 
A aders. 

Virgifs heroes will boar no sort of 
eomparison with those either of the 
Iliad or the Jei nsaleni DvUvered. 
J^^iieas liiuiself is a vain eonecitod 
man, proud of his piety and Jiis wan¬ 
derings, and destroying our admira¬ 
tion for either bv Utti ostentation with 

V 

which he brings th(‘in forward on al! 
occasions. The well-known line, 

** Sum pins yKiuas, fanu super letliero 
notus,” 

occurs too frequentl} to render it jk)s- 
sible to take any interest in such a 
self-ajtplauding diaraeter. Com]>are 
this with tlie ]>atriotic devotion, the 
heroic (‘onrage, the domestic tender¬ 
ness, tii(i oblivion of self in Hector, 
in the llmd^ and it will at once ap¬ 
pear how far deeper the insight into 
the human heart was iu the Grecian 
than the Koman poet. One striking 
instance will at once illu-strato^ this. 
When Hector parts from Aidro- 
mache at the Seaman Gate, and after 
be has taken Ids infant soji from 
his arms, he prays to Jupiter tliat 
he may become so celebrated that 
the people in seeing himself pass, 
ftmy say only—“ Ihi far exceeds his 
father.” What a sentiment on the 
part of a hero himself, and at the mo- 
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ment the bulwark and sole stay of 
Troy! But what does Virgil make 
jEncas say in similar ciremiistancca? 
■l^^^Leurii, boy, virtue and true labour 
from MB, fortune from others.” 

What a dilferenco betweeu the 
thought in the two poets, and the in¬ 
terest which their words excite in the 
breast of the reader! 

What an historical gallery, or rather 
what a gallery of imaginary portraits, 
does the lHad contain! Jt is the em¬ 
bodying so many separate and wcU- 
distiiiguishcd eJiaractcrs, in diflereut 
persons, which forms the grand cha¬ 
racteristic—the unequalled snprcinney 
of the ]K)em. Only ihiiik of what 
they are. Achilles, vehement alike in 
anger and in grief, wrathful, impetu¬ 
ous, overbearing, the inost terrible 
character ever conceived by man 
yet not insensible at times to the 
lender emotions, loving Ins country, 
weejung for Ids falher, devoted to his 
home, but yet detennim'd to i)archasc 
dcatlilcss renown by a short Ide, ere 
he met tlie death lie knew awaited 


him under the walls of Tr<»y. Hector, 
calm, resolute, ]>atriotic; sustaining 
bv Ins Singh; arm the contbet with a 
host of heroes ; i*etaiuing by his single 
suavity the confe(h‘racy of many jeal- 
^oiis and discordant nations; iincou- 
qucrablo iu the tick!; uudamited in 
council; ever watching over his coun¬ 
try ; over forgetful of liimself; ovor- 
tlowing with domestic alfection, 3 'Ct 
]u'odigal of self-sacrifice; singlyawait- 
ing before the Scieau (iate the ap- 
]u*oaeli of Achilles, vheii his celestial 
armour shone like tlic sedting sun, 
and all Troy iu terror had souglit 
refuge Avithin tlio walls; (h^af to the 
wailing ev(!U of Andromache and 
Triam, at the call of ])atnotic duty ; 
and Avheu betrayed by ]\Jincrva in 
tlie last conflict, and dejirived of his 
home, yet drawing Ida sAvord to do 
deeds of Avhich men might speak 
thereafter ! Diomede, unsubdued 
even amidst the AATcck of (ireciaii for¬ 


tunes during the absence of Achilles, 
alone sustaining the Avar, Avlicn all 
around him quailed ])cforc the spear 
of Hector; and ]*esoliitc to, hold his 
ground with a foAv follOAvcrs, even 
though the whole of his Grecian lead¬ 
ers fled in their ships. Agamemnon, 
proud, imperious, passionate; doing 
injustice in auger, yet Avilling to re¬ 


pair it on reflection ; Vresting the 
bluc-c3’'cd maid from Achilles in the 
first burst of fury, yet publicly ac- 
knoAvledging his faurt in tlie council 
of the chiefs; sending embassies, and 
ofleriug his own daughter, to obtain 
a reconciliation with tlic son of Pelcus. 
Ulysses, Avary alike in council and in 
action ; pro\ident in forming designs, 
intrepid in carrying them into execu¬ 
tion ; sparing of the blood of his sol¬ 
diers, but micon(iuerable in the reso¬ 
lution Avith Avhich tliey Avere led ; ever 
counselling prudent measures, -but 
ever rul(‘cl by invincible determina¬ 
tion. Ajax, singly resisting the onset 
of the Irojaii multitude; slowly re¬ 
treating, covercMl by Ids broad shield, 
midway between the tAvo armies, 
Avheu all around him fled; striving 
Avitli desperate resolution for the 
body of Tatroclus, and covering the 
retreat of his followers Avho dragged 
along the lifeless hero, when Hector, 
clad in the shining panoply ho had 
Avrested from the Myrraidonian chief, 
Avasthnnderiugiji close pursuit. What ' 
has Virgil to exhibit as a set-off to 
this band of heroes—“ Fortem Gyan, 
fortenuinc Cloanthum”—the boyish 
eagerness of Ascanius, the savage 
Avratli of Tnrnus Avhen bereaved of 
his bride! ’W^e seem, in passing from 
the Jliad to tlie jEneid, to have fallen, 
so far as character goes, from a race 
of giants to a brood of pigmies. 

Modern partiality cannot claim for 
Tasso the merit of ^avdng conceived 
a band of hei'ocs Avhosc characters 
Avore as strongly marked, or boldly 
draAvn, as those of the Grecian bard ; 
yet may it justly claim for the Italian 
poet-the second honours. Tasso did 
not druAv his characters from nature, 
like Homer ; lie lived at a period 
when the. maifners of the heroic ago 
had passed aAvay, and the recollec¬ 
tions of it Averc preserved only in the 
stanzas of poetry and the romances of 
the Troubadours; yet did the force of 
his genius, tlie elevation of Lis senti¬ 
ments, the loftiness of his conceptions, 
in a great measure supply the defect, 
and produce a magnificent, and to this 
day unequalled, picture of the chival¬ 
ry of modem Europe. Godfrey of 
Bouillon is the model of a Christian 
hero whose arm has been devoted to 
the sacred lance; antiquity did not, 
and could not, conceive any such cha- 
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racter. Hectof is the nearest approach 
to it; hut the patriotism of the Trojan 
chief is mingled ■with his domestic 
affectionsj it is* for his father, his 
wife, his child, his hearth, his coun¬ 
try, that he lights. In Godfrey, all 
tliese affections, warm and ennobling 
as they are, appear to he ohliteratcd 
by the perpetual sense of a sacred 
duty superior to them all—by the in¬ 
tensity of the pious fervour whicli had 
concentrated all earthly affections. 
He is tlie personification of tlic Church 
militant, combating for its Saviour’s 
cause. The profound feelings, the 
self-negation, the martyr-like spirit 
■wliich had been nursed for centuries 
amidst the solitude of the cloister, ap¬ 
pears in him brought forth into action, 
and producing the most intense en¬ 
thusiasm, yet regulated by the caution 
of Ulysses, combined with the fore¬ 
sight of Agamemnon, sustained by the 
constancy of Ajax. 

llinaldo, youthful, vehement, im¬ 
passioned, is the ideal of a hero not 
yet weaned from the passions of the 
world. Vehomout, capricious, and 
ii’ascible, he disturbs, like Achilles, 
the council of the chiefs by his wrath, 
and is seduced by the beauty (tf 
Armida to .abandon the cause of the 
cross ; yet even in her enchanted 
gardens, and when surrouiuled by all 
that can fascinate the imagination 
and allure the senses, the sparks of a 
noble nature are not extinct in his 
breast,; he is recalled to Jiis duly by 
the sight of her warriors ; he 'flies 
the arms of the syren ; lie penetrates 
■with invincible courage the enchanted 
fOiCst; and when he descends purified 
from the stains of the world from the 
lofty mountain, on whose,summit at 
sunrise he had dedicated himself to 
God, he is the worthy (Und invincible 
champion of the cross. Not less bold 
than his youtliful rival, not less en¬ 
thusiastic in his affections, Teticredi 
is the victim of a romantic passion. 
But it is no enchantress for whom he 
pines; it is no seduciilg frail one who 
allureg hiiji from the path of duty. 
Clorinda appears in the Saracen 
ranks'; bjer arms combat with lieroic 
power for the cause of Mahomet; the 
glance which has fascinated the Chris- 
• tian knight came from beneath the 
plumed helmet. Lofty enthusiasm 
lias unstrung his arm—devoted teu- 
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derness has subdued his heart—the 
passion of love in its purest form has 
fascinated his soul ; yet even this 
high-toned sentiment can yield to the 
influences of religion ; and when Tau- 
credi, .after the fatal nocturnal con¬ 
flict in which his sword i)icrced the 
bosom of his beloved, is adsitod by 
her in his dreams, and assured that 
she aw<aits him m Paradise, the soul 
of the Crusader is .n roused within liim, 
and he sets forth with ardmit zeal to 
seek danger and death in the breach 
of Jerusalem. It cannot be said that 
these characters are so natural as 
those of llomer,3kat least they are not 
so similar to what is elsewhere seen 
in the world ; and therefore they will 
never make tlie general impression 
which the heroes of the Iliad h.avo 
(lone. But they arc more refined— 
they are more exalted ; and if less 
like what incu are, they .are jK‘i haj)s 
not tlie less like what they ought 
to be. 

How is it, then, if Virgil is so infe¬ 
rior to Ilomer and Tasso in the unity 
of action, the conceutratiou of inte¬ 
rest, and the dcliin^atiou of charactm*, 
that lie has actjuiied Ids prodigious 
rejmtation among men? JIow is it 
that g(‘neratiou after generation has 
ratified the opinion of Dante, who 
called him his “ Divine Master"—of^ 
Petrarch, ■who spent his life in the 
study of his works V How is it that 
his verses are so cngi*avcn in our re¬ 
collection that they Jiavc become, .as 
it were, a second nature to every cul¬ 
tivated mind, .and insensibly recur 
whenever the beauty of poetry is felt, 
or the charms of nature exj>cneiice(l ? 
Best assured the judgment of so many 
ages is right: successive geiieriitions 
and different nations never concur in 
praising any author, unless Ids works, 
in some respects at least, have ap¬ 
proached pcrfoction. If we cannot 
discern the beauties, the conclusion to 
be drawn is that onr taste is defective, 
rather than that so many .'iges and 
generations have concurred in lavish¬ 
ing their admiration on an unworthy 
object. Nor is it difficult to sec in 
what the excellence of Virgil consists; 
we cannot read a page of him with¬ 
out perceiving what has fascinated 
the world, witliout concurring in the 
fascination. It is the tenderness of 
his heart, his exquisite pathos, his eye 
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for the beauty of natui’o, the unri¬ 
valled beauty of Iiis lanj^uage, which 
have given liiin immortality, and to 
-the end of time render the study of 
his Avorks the nu»st perfect mcians of 
refining tlio taste and iiis])inng a ge¬ 
nuine feeling of poetic beauty. 

So melodious is the versification, so 
delicate the taste, so exfpiisitc the 
feeling, so refined tlie sentiment of 
Virgil, that it may truly be said tliat he 
Aviil ever remain the model on Avhich 
the graces of composition in every 
future age must be formed. Of him 
more truly than nuy human being it 
may be said, “ Nihil fpiod tetegit 
non ornavit.” The Geoiyfica de¬ 
monstrate that, in th(‘ hands of 
genius, and under the guidance of 
taste, the most ordinary occupations 
of rural life may be IreaUal witli deli¬ 
cacy, and rendered ])rolific of beaut}'. 
The dressing of aIuos, the subduing 
of the clod l>y the sturdy heifers, the 
difienuit manures for the soil, the 
sou'iiig of seed, the reaping of har¬ 
vest, the joys of tlui vintage, the vehe¬ 
mence (»f storms, the snows of winter, 
the heats of summer, the blossoms of 
si)ring, the riches of autumn, become 
in Ids hands jtrolific of descrijttion and 
imodiga! of beauty. K\en tlie dumb 
animals avc the objects of his t(*nder 
solicitude. AVe hear the heifers low¬ 
ing for their accustomed uteal in Avin- 
ter ; Ave ga/ai on the sporting of the 
Iambs in s]>riug ; avc sec tlie mountain 
goat susj)ondctl from the shaggy rock 
in summer; avc sympathize Avitli the 
provident industry of the bees ; avc 
eA'en feel avc have a friend in llu^ 
little underground nest of the fudd 
mouse. The opening lines of the 
Eclogues, Avlue.h every sc.ltoolboy 
knoAvs l>y heart, give an earnest of 
the ex(iuisite taste aaIucIi pcr\^adcs 
his Avritiiigs:— 

Tityre, tu patulce rccubans sub teg- 
mino fagi, 

Sylvestrom tenui musam meditaris 
avena 

Nos patria; fines ct dulcia linquimus 
arva. 

Nos patriam fugimus: tu, Tityre, lentus 
in umbra, 

Formosam rcsonare doccs Amaryllida 
sylvas.*’ 

Virgil, it has been said, Avas so 
strongly imprc'^scd A\'ith the inferi- 
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ority of the Mneid to what he con¬ 
ceived epic poetry should be, that ho 
desired that poem to be throAvn into 
the lliimes after his death; yet though 
deficient in the principal re(|uisitcs of 
an epic poem, so far as the structure 
of the story and the delineation of 
the characters arc concerned, Avhat ex¬ 
quisite beauties does it contain—Avhat 
an assemblage of lovely images has it 
brought together—Avliatau irreparable 
loss Avould its destruction have been 
to all future gema-ations of men ! Not 
all the genius of subsequent ages couhl 
luiA'C sup})lied its place. There arc 
beauties in the Avliich neither 

Thomson in descriptive, nor llacinc 
in dramatic i>oetry, have been able to 
rival. 

If Homer excels all subsequent 
Avrilers in e,oiic('ptioii of character, 
vigour of imagination, and gra])luc 
delineation, Virgil is not less unri¬ 
valled in (lelicacy of sentiment, ten¬ 
derness of fi'cJing, and beauty of ex¬ 
pression. TIuu*(i arc many^ more 
striking scenes in the llind^ nunc 
animating events, more awful appa¬ 
ritions ; imt in the passages 

of extraordinary beauty are much 
more numerous. AVhat is present to 
tlie imagination Avhen avc rise from 
the former, is the extraordinary series 
of briliiant or majestic images AvhicU 
it has presented *, Avhat is engraven ou 
the memory Avhen avc conclude, .tlie 
latter, is the charming series of beau¬ 
tiful passages AA'hich it contains. There 
arc many nior<^ events to recollect ill 
the (irecian, but moi'c lines to re¬ 
member in the Homan poet. To the 
lliad^ subsequent .ages have turned 
Avith one accord l^j^agcs of heroism, 
traits of nature, grai^nir of cliarac- 
i(‘r. To the subsequent times 

Aviil ever hav^ recourse for touches of 
pathos, expressions of tenderness, 
felicity of language. Flaxmau drcAv 
Ids conception of heroic sculpture from 
the. licrocs of the Iliad: Kacine bor- 
roAvedhis heart-rending pathetic from 
tlio sorrOAvs of Dido. Ilomcr strqck 
out Ida conceptions with tl# bold 
hand, and in the gigantic proportions, 
of Ddichael Angelo’s frescoes': Virgil 
finished Ids pictures with the exqui¬ 
site grace of Raphael's Madonnas. 

Virgil has been generally considered' 
as unrivalled in the pathetic ; but this 
observation requires to bo taken with 
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a certain Umitatioti. No man over 
exceeded Homer in the pathetic, so 
far as he wished to portray it; but 
it was one branch only of that emotion 
that he cared to paint. It was the 
domestic pathetic that he delineated 
with such power: it was in tlie dis¬ 
tresses of home life, the rending asun¬ 
der of home affections, that he was so 
great a master. The grief of Andro¬ 
mache oil the death of Hector, and 
the future fate of his son begging Ids 
bread from the cold charity of stran¬ 
gers—t!ie wailings of rriam and He¬ 
cuba, when tliat noble chief awaited 
before the Seieaii Gate the approach 
of Achilles—the passionate lamenta¬ 
tions of the Grecian chief OA'cr the 
dead body of Patroclus—never Averc 
surpassed in any language ; they 
abound Avith traits of nature, Avhich, 
to the end of the aa'CvUI, will tasciuate 
and melt the human heart. The ten¬ 
der melancholy of Evandcr for the 
fate of Pallas, wlio had perished by 
the spear of Turnus, is of tlic same 
description, and Avill bear a coinjiari- 
son with its touching predecessor. 
But these ai*e all the sorrows of do¬ 
mestic life. Virgil and Tasso, in the 
description of the despair cotisiujuent 
on the severing of the tics of the pas¬ 
sion of loA^e, have opened a new held, 
unknoAVii in the previous iioetry oi‘ 
antiquity. It is to be found touched 
on in the tragedies of Sophocles and 
Euripides, and but touched on. The 
passion they represent under the 
name of loA'e Avas not Avhat we un¬ 
derstand by the Avord, or what con¬ 
stitutes so important an element in 
the poetry and romance of modem 
Europe. It was nfFthe imaginatiA-e 
flame feeding -on hope, nursed by 
smiles, transcendant in enjoyment, 


but a furious mania, resembling rather, 
and classed with, tin; raAdngs of in¬ 
sanity. Destiny was the grand rul¬ 
ing power in Greek tragedy : the dis¬ 
tress brought out Avas the striving of 
man against tlie iron chain of fate. 
Love as a passion, independent of 
destiny, detached from sense, feeding 
on the imagination, living in the pre¬ 
sence of the beloved object, is glanced 
at in Catullus ; but it is in Virgil that 
Avc must look for ilic ])erfect delinea¬ 
tion of its suffering, a thorough know¬ 
ledge of its nature—in Tasso, tliat it 
lias been wrought tiji to the higliest 
conceivable peifectibii. 

But, for all that, we aa-jII not have 
old Homer defrauded of his tlues. 
The /had cannot, for the reasons 
already mentioiuHl, produce passages 
to be placed besides the pathetic ten¬ 
derness of Dido’s love, for JEmais, the 
romantic cliiv^ry of Tancrctli, or Er- 
iniiiia’s passion. But in the earlier 
and more natural affections, in the 
delineation of domestic grief, in the 
rending asunder the parental or filial 
tics, AA'ho has ever surpassed the pa¬ 
thetic siinplieity of the Grecian hard ? 
AVhere can we find such heart-rending 
Avords as Priam addresses to •llc'ctor, 
leaning over the towers of 'Troy, avIiou 
his heroic son Avas calmly awaiting 
the approach of the god-like Achilles, 
resi>leiideiit in the panoply of Vul¬ 
can, and shielded by the iEgis of 
Minerva ? 

But wc kriOAV not whether three 
lines in the Odi/ssei/ do not conA^ey a 
still more touching picture of grief—so 
powerful is the Avail of nntaiiglit na¬ 
ture. When Proteus informed Meno- 
laus of the murder of Agamemnon, 
Ids grief is thus described— 


“ epar* auru^ s/JsOtys xarzytXdgOrt <pi>.ov r,ro§ 
KhetTov 0 sv xuOrj/j^svog' ovdt vu fLot 

sTi ^uistv, Tcal h^dv epdog ^sX/o/rj.*’ 


“ Thus he spoke; my soul was 
crushed within me ; I sat weeping on 
the sand ; nor hM I the heart, to Avish 
to live, and behold the light of the 
sun.” ilere is the pathos of nature : 
“ Rachel weephig for her children, and 
would not be comforted, because they 
are not.” 

pne peculiar beauty belongs to tlic 
epic poems of antiquity, and espe- 


Odysseyi IV. 538. 

cially Homer, fiorn the combination 
of heroic sentiments and actions with 
a simplicity Avhich will be looked for 
in vain, and in truth would be un¬ 
seemly, in the later ages of sctciety. 
We hear of princes, kings, and the 
daughters of kings, and our imagina¬ 
tion immediately clothes them with 
the pomp and circumstance of modem 
roydty. But erelong some little cir- 
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cnnistance, let out as it were acci¬ 


dentally, brings us back at once to 
tho simplicity and liubits of early life. 
Bellerojilion met the daughter of a 
king amidst the grassy meads, and a 
race of heroes sprung from this occa¬ 
sion ; but he met her as he Avas (end¬ 
ing his herds, and she her lambs, 'riio 
beauteous daughters of the Trojan 
chiefs repaired to the hot and cold 
s])rmgs of the Scamauder, near the 
Scavan Gate, but they went there to 
wash their clothes in its limpid foun¬ 
tains. The youugest daughter of Nes- 
tor, with the iunoceucc of a child, 
though the beauty of womanhood, 
did, by her fathei^’s desire, to Telc- 
niaciius the duties of the bath. Many 
a chief is described as rich; but gene¬ 
rally the riches c<uisist in Hocks and 
herds. In wrouglit brass or golden or¬ 
naments—not unfretpieutly in mea- 
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dows and garden-staffs. This beauty 
could not, from the superior age 
the world, belong to Tasso. Ills sol- 
dans are arrayed in all the poteip of 
Asiatic niagnificence—his princes ap¬ 
pear in the pride of feudal power—his 
jiriiicesses snrroiuidwl wdth the lio- 
niage of chivalrous ^votion. Yirgil 
has often the same exquisite t||^ts of 
nature, the same refivshiug return to 
the young world, in the Mncid: He 
d^vclls on those peeps into pastoral 
simjdicity as Tacitus did on thci^irtue 
of the Germans in the corrupted days 
of Itoman society, when “ cornimpeip 
et corrumpi seculum vocatur.” Wo 
may conceive the cnchuiituient with 
which the KomanSi when the Capitol 
was in all its splendom* in the time of 
Augustus, read his charming descrip¬ 
tion of its shaggy precipices in the 
days of Evander. 


“ Hino ad Tarpeiam sedem et Capitolia ducit, 

Aurea mine, olim sylvestribus horrida dumis. 

Jam turn religio pavidos terrebat agrestes 
Dira loci; jam turn sylvam saxumque tremobant. 

Mioc neinus, hunc,’ inquit, ‘frondoso vertiee collem, 

Quis (leus incertum ost, habitat deus : Arcades ipsum 
Crodunt se vidisso Jovera, t*um 8a*po nigrantem 
./Egida concuteret dextra uimbosque cierot/ 

* ^ -if - 1 ^ if. « 

Talibus inter so dictis, ad tecta subibaut 

Paup<?ris Evandri, passiimjue armenta vidobant 

Roraanoquo foro, et lautis mugiro Carinis.”— ASneid, viii. 347, 


• What Homer was to Virgil, aj^ 
Ariosto to Tasso, that IVIichael- 
golowas to Kaj'hael. Though both 
tliesc illustrious men lived in the 
same ago, yet the former was born 
nine years before the latter,* and lie 
had attained to emifTence while Ids 
younger rival ^vas yet toiling in the 
obscurity of humble life. It Avas the 
siglit of the magnificent frescoes of 
Michael Angelo that tirst emancij)ated 
Raphael from the stiff and formal, 
thougli beautiful style of his master, 
Pietro Penagino, and ahoAved him of 
what his noble art Avas susceptible. 
So great was thp genius, so ardent 
the effort, of the 3^oung aspirant, so 
rapid the progress of art in tlioso 
days, when the genius of modern 
Europe, locked up during the long 
frost of the middle ages, burst 
forth with the vigour and beauty 
of a Canadian spring, that he had 
brought painting, Aviiich he had 


taken up in a state of infancy in tho 
studio of Pietro Pmigino, to absolute 
])erf4*ction Avhen be died, at the age of 
thirty-seven. Seventeen yeai's, in 
Raphaeraliauds, sufficed to bring an 
art as gi’cat and difficult as poetry to 
absolute perfection! Subsequent ages, 
vainly as yet attempting to imitate, 
can never hope to sm-pass him. Hoav 
vast must luifc been the genius, how- 
capacious the thought, how intense 
the labour, of the man who could thus 
master and bring to perfection this 
difficult art, in a period so short as, to 
men even of superior ]»arts and im- 
Avcarietl apjdication, barely to gain tho 
command of the pencil! 

Modern i>aintlng, as it appears in 
the works of Michael Angelo, Raphael, 
and Titian, is an art as elevated in 
kind as the highest flights of the epic 
or tragic muse, and it has been brought 
to a perfection to be paralleled only 
by the greatest conceptions of Gre- 


* Raphael was born in 1483, Michael Angelo in 1474, 
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dan statuaiy. If called upon to assign 
the arts which human genius had, since 
the beginningof the world, brought to 
absolute perfection, no one would 
hesitate to fix on Grecian sculpture 
and Italian painting. Imagination can 
conceive a more faultless poem than 
the Iliad, a more dignified series of 
characters than those of the a 

more interesting epic than Paradise 
Lost; but it can figure nothing more 
perfect than the friezes of Pliidias, or 
more heavenly than the 
of Ka])hael. It is one of the most 
extraordinary and inexplicable facts 
recoi'dcd in the history of the human 
mind, that these two sister arts should 
both have been brought to perfection 
near each other, on the shores of the 
Mediterranean, in tlic lifetime of a 
single generation; for the transition 
from tiic marbles of iEgina to those 
of the rarthenon, made in the lifc-^'; 
time of Pericles, is as great as from 
the paintings of J^ictro Perugino to 
those of Kaphael, made in the lifetime 
of Leo X. 

The sculpture of antiquity aimed 
cliiefl}’’, if not entirely, at the repre¬ 
sentation of a sim/le Jigure, Even the 
procession on the frieze of the Parthe¬ 
non is not sculpture—it is a series of 
isolated horsemen or figures passing. 
The group of Niobe and her children 
is the only attempt extant at telling a 
•story, or representing emotion by a 
variety of figures. Within this limited 
range, the great sculptors carried the 
art to the highest imaginable perfcc- 
‘tion. The Apollo is the most perfect 
rep: asentation of manly beauty, the 
Venus of feminine grace and delicacy. 
The Laocooii exhibits the most fear¬ 
ful contortions and agonized expres¬ 
sions of ])ain and angnisli in sufleriug 
humanity; theFighting Gladiator—the 
most inimitable representation of war¬ 
like energy at its cxtnjme tension— 
the Dying Warrior of the Capitol, of 
valour sinking beneath the ebbing 
stream of blood. The Hercules Far- 
iieie is the perfection of physical 
strength, the Jupiter Tonans of awful 
majjesty, the Venus Calipyge of al¬ 
luring beauty. Thus the expression 
of character was their great object; 
emotion was not overlooked, but it 
was studied only as it brought out or 
illustrated the permanent temper of 
mind. A collection of ancient statues 
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is a vast imaginary gallery, in which, 
as in the heroes of tlic Iliad, every 
conceivable gradation of the human 
mind is exhibited, from the stem 
vengeance of Achilles, whom not even 
the massacre of half the Grecian host 
could melt, to the tender heart of Aii- 
droiuaclie, who wept her husband’s 
valour, and her sad pi'cscntimcnts for 
her infant son. 

In modern painting, as it appeared 
in the hands of Raphael and Michael 
Angelo, a wider range was attempted : 
more spiritual and touching objects 
had come to engross the human mind. 
The more ooiilemplation of abstract 
character—its delineation by the gra- 
])hic representation of tlic human 
form, had ceased to be the principal 
object of genius. The temple of the 
unknown (Jod was no longer to bo 
filled with idols made under image of 
nuiii. The gospel had been ]>rcaehcd 
to the poor; the Avords of mercy and 
peace had been heard on the earth. 
Painting had come to be the auxiliary 
of religion; it was in tjie churciies of 
a spiritual and sufiering faith that its 
impression was to be produced. Cal¬ 
vary was to be i)rescnted to the eye ; 
the feeling of tlio centurion, Truly 
this man was the Sou of God,” en¬ 
graven on the heart. It Avas to the 
faithful who were penetrated with the 
glad words of salvation, that the altar- 
pieces Avero addressed; it was the 
feeling of the song of Simeon that had 
gone forth on the earth. It was those 
diAone feelings Avhich painting, as it 
arose in modern Europe, was called to 
embody in the human form; it was to 
this lieaA’-ciily mission tliat the genius 
of Italy was called. And if ever there 
was a mind fitted to answer sucli a 
call—if ever the spiiit of the gos])cl 
Avas breathed into the huinaii breast, 
that mind and that breast were those 
of Raphael. 

Michael Angelo was the personifica¬ 
tion of the genius of Dante. The bold 
conceptions, the awful agonies, the 
enduring sufiering which arc brought 
forth in that immortal poet, had pene¬ 
trated his kindred spirit, and realized 
the Inferno in the representation of 
the Last Judgment, But it was the 
Spirit of Christ which had been 
breathed into the heart of Raphael. 
The divine Avords, “Siifter the little 
children to come unto me, and forbid 
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them not, for of such is the kingdom 
of heaveu,” had inspired his immortal 
conceptions. It is neither physical 
beauty nor mental character, as in the 
Greek sculpture, which is represented 
in his paintings. It is tlie Divine 
spirit breathed into tiic human heart; 
it is tlie incaruatiou of deity iu the 
human form that formed tlie object of 
his pencil, lie has succeeded iu the 
attempt beyond any other human 
being that ever existed. If any works 
of man ever deserved the name of di¬ 
vine, they arc the Holy Families of 
liaphael. 

Suj)crficial writers will ask, what 
has Raphael to do witli Virgil? mere 
artists will enquire, how they arc to 
be benefited by the study of Tasso? 
Tliosc, again, Mdio have reflected on 
the means by wliich the higlier stages 
in any art arc attained, will acknow¬ 
ledge that, at a certain elevation, their 
principles are the same. 

To move the heart, wdiethcr by 
painting, i)oelry, or eloquence, re¬ 
quires tlie same mind. The means 
by which the cflect is fo be pi'oduced 
are not difFereiit. The. one works, in¬ 
deed, with the pencil, the other with 
the pen; the one coini>oscs in verse, 
the other in prose—but what then? 
'J'liosc are tlie moans to the cud, they 
are not the end itself. There arc many 
avenues to the human heart, but the 
iinujr <loors in them all arc to be 
Opened only by one key, and tliat key 
is never denied to the suit of genius. 

It is in his lesser pieces tliat the 
cx(iuisite taste and divine conceptions 
of Kiii>hael are chiefly to be seen. His 
greater paintings, the Transfignrationy 
tlie frescoes iu tlie Vatican, tlic car- 
toon.'^, are invaluable to the artist as 
studies, and specimens of the utmost 
jiower of drawing and energy of con¬ 
ception ; but it is not there that the 
divine I^i>hacl appears. In the larger 
ones lis object was to cover space 
and.dreplay talent; and in the prosc- 
cutiomof these objects he never has 
been exceeded; but it is in his groups 
of two or three figures that his exqui¬ 
site conceptions appear. It is there that 
he has given free scope to his exqui¬ 
site conception, intended to represent 
in the maternal, and therefore uni¬ 
versally felt affection, the divine spirit 
and parental tenderness of the gos- 
])cl. “ My son, give me thy heart,” 
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was what be always aimed at. “ God 
is love,” thb idea which'be ever strove 
to represent, as embodyingthcessence 
of the Christian faith. The Madonna 
della Seggiola at Florence, the As¬ 
sumption of the Virgin at Dresden, 
the Madonna di Foligno iu the 
Vatican, the Holy Family at Naples, 
St Jolin in the Desert in the Ti'ibnne 
at Florence, the small Holy Family 
in the Louvre, the large Holy Family, 
Avith the flowers, brought from Foii- 
tainblean, also in the Louvre, St 
Mark at Munich, and several of the 
lesser pieces of liaphael iu the same 
ricli collection in that city, arc so 
many gems of art, embodying this 
conception, which to the end of the 
world, even avIicu preserved only in 
the shadowy imitation of engraving, 
Avill improve tlic heart and refine 
the mind, as well as fascinate the 
imagination. It may be doubted if 
they ever Avill bo equalled: excelled 
they ,cau never be. 

Whocverwill study those inimitable 
productions, oven Avhcu standing to 
gaze at the engravings from them in 
a jirint-shop Avindow, avHI have no 
diiiiculty in feeling the justice of Ci¬ 
cero’s remark, that all the arts Avhich 
relate to humanity liavc a certain 
common bond, a species of consan¬ 
guinity lietAveen them. The emotionr 
produced by the highest excellence in 
them all is the same. So intense is 
this emotion, so burning the delight 
Avliieli it occasions, that it eaiinot bo 
bonic for any length of time.: the 
niimrsej'e is averted from it as tlie eye¬ 
ball is from tlic line of “ insufferable 
briglitness,” as Gray calls it, wliicll 
often pi’ccedcs the setting of the sun. 
It is dillicult to say in Avhicb this 
burning cliarm consists. Like genius 
or beauty, its presence is felt by all, but 
can be desc!-ibed by none. It would 
seem to be an emanation of Heaven 
—a chink, as it were, opened, A\’Lich 
lets us feel for a few seconds the 
ethereal joys of a superior state of 
existence. But it is needless to seek, 
to define Avhat, all who have felt it 
must acknoAvlcdgc, passes all under¬ 
standing. 

It is a common saying, even among 
persons of cultivated taste, that it is 
hopeless to attempt to advance any 
tiling ncAV on the bAuties of ancient 
authors; that every thing that can be 
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said on the subject has already beeit^: 
exhausted, and that it is in thO mor% 
recent fields of modern literature that, 
it is aloue possible to avoid repetition. 
We are decidedly of omnion that this 
idea is erroneous, and that its diffusion 
has done more than any thing else to 
degrade criticism to the low station 
which, with some honourable excep¬ 
tions, it has so long held in the 
world of letters. But when an¬ 
cient excclleucc is contemplated with 
a gem^rous eye, even when the mind 
that sees is but slenderly gifted, 
who will say that nothing,new. will 
occur ? When it meets kindred 
genius, when it is elevated by a con¬ 
genial spirit, what a noble art does 
criticism become y AVhat has it proved 
ill the bauds of Dryden and Pope, of 
Wilson and Macaulay? It is in the 
contemplation of ancient greatness, 
and its comparison -with the parallel 
efforts of modern genius, that the 
Inghest flights of these gifted spirits 
havebeeu attained, and theiiativegene- 
rosity of real intellectual power most 
strikingly evinced. Criticism of words 
will soon come to an end; the notes 
of scholiasts and annotators arc easily 
made, as apothecaiucs make drugs by 
pouring from one phial into another. 
But criticism of things, of ideas, of 
characters; of conceptIcjiis, can never 
come to an end ; for every successive 
age is bilnglng forth frcsli compari¬ 
sons to lUake. and fresh combinations 
to exiubif. It is the outpouring of a 
heart i^verburdcued with admiration 
which must be delivered, and will ever 
discover a'new' mode of deliverance. 
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- How many subjects of critical cora- 
parl^n in t^iis view, hitherto nearly 
untouched upon, has the literature 
pf Europe, and even of this age, af- 
Wded! ^schyfiis, Shakspearc, and 
SchiUer-^Euripic tes, Alfieri, and Cor¬ 
neille—^^Sophocles, Metastasio, ’ and 
Racine—-Pindar, Horace, and Gray-^ 
Ovid, Ariosto, and Wielaud—Lucre- 
tins, Darwin, and Campbell—Demos¬ 
thenes, Cicero, and Burke—Thucydi¬ 
des, Tacitus, and Gibbon—Thomson, 
Cowper, and Claude Lorraine: such arc 
a few which suggest themselves at first 
. sight to every one who rcHec-ts on the 
'rich retrospect of departed genius. It 
is like looking back to the Alps tlu-ougli 
the long jind rich vista of Italian land¬ 
scape ; the scene continually varies, the 
features ai'C ever new,' inipi*ession 
is constantly fresh, fronv’^ic variety 
of intervening objects, though the 
glittering i)iDnaclcs of tire inacces¬ 
sible mountains ever shine from afar 
on the azure vault of heaven. Human 
genius is ever furnishing new proofs 
of departed excellence. Human mag¬ 
nanimity is ever exhibiting fresli cx- 
am]jles of the fidelity of former de¬ 
scriptions, or the grandeur of former 
conception. AVliat said Hector, draw¬ 
ing his sword, when, betrayed by 
]VJ.inerva in his last conflict with 
Achilles, he found himself without 
his lance in presence of his fully-arm¬ 
ed and heaven-shielded antagonist ? 
“ Not at least inglorious shall 1 perish, 
but after doing some great thing that 
men may be spoken*of in ages to 
come.” * 
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pikg-kke’s view 

This is not, O Clio-Ling-Kyang! 
a barbarian laud, as in our foolish 
childhood we were taught; but, con¬ 
trariwise, great is the wisdom of the 
English, and great theii* skill. Yea, 

I will not conceal the fact, that in 
some things they are ^vorthy to be 
imitated by the iVost and most learned ■ 
in tlie howory land. Three moons 
have I resided in London, and devot¬ 
ed myself, with iil! tlie powers of my 
luiiid and body, tafuUil the task which 
you and the evor-vciieratcd Chaug- 
Eeu have laid upon me. Convey to 
liis benignant car the w'ords of my 
respect, and tell him that my brow is 
ever on the outer edge of his footstool. 
As 1 nnderstaud my otiice—having 
pondered over the same ever since the 
ship left the siioi’ti of my beloved 
country—it is, to give you a report of 
the manners and customs of the in- 
habilauts of this extraordinary land, 
and smooth the, way for the sending 
ibrtli of an ambassador from the im¬ 
maculate emperor to the go\ ernov of 
this nation. 1 liavc completely exe¬ 
cuted your commission, O excellent 
Cho-Ling-Kyang! and this was the 
inaimev of the doing thereof. When 
1 embarked on board of the large shi]* 
with llie tliree masts, which had for 
name the "Walter Scott—afier a gi*eat 
general who contpiered a province 
called Scotland, and was i>rcsented 
w ith a blue button as a reward for his 
magnanimity—I was entirely ignorant 
of the language sjtokcn by the mari¬ 
ners, with the cxcoi»t)on of the short 
ibrm of jn'ayer which they constantly 
use when speaking of* each otliers’ 
eyes, and a fcAV i>hrases not easily 
translatable into our relined tongue; 
aud I accordingly'experienced great 
ditliculty in making myself understood. 
Notwithstanding, I soon got friendly 
with the captain, and also with the 
men—who pulled my back hair when¬ 
ever 1 passed them, in the most warm 
and atfectionate manner possible. I 
took greatly to study when I had 
overcome the sea-sickness; and al¬ 
though 1 could not master the pro¬ 
nunciation of their Avords, I soon 
arrived at a degree of skill, w'hicli en¬ 
abled me to read their printed books. 


OF THE STAGE. 

There was a large library on board of 
the ship, and all day long—with the 
aid of Morrison’s wonderful diction- 
aiy—I toiled in the delightful task of 
making myself acquainted with the 
masterpieces of English literature. 
And this I considered the best prepa¬ 
ration for the duty set before me; for 
without books, bow could I furnish 
my mind with a knowledge of the 
])astV—am] without imistering the 
lauguage, liow could I uudcrstaiid the 
cliavaclers and modes of thought of 
the men wlio now arc? I therefore 
studied history; but their historians 
write so much, and ditfer so greatly 
from eacli other, that it was perplex¬ 
ing to know if what they told was 
true—and I w'lis utterly confused. 
I5ut, fortunately, there Avas in the 
ship a young person, who had been 
sent out by his friends to a merchant’s 
ollice in Canton; but had discovered 
that he was a great poet, and very 
clever man, and was going back to 
tell his father he would not hide his 
talents any more, but be a Avouder to 
all men for liis genius and abilities; 
and this young person was very kind 
to me. lie advised me what to read 
—Avhich Avas principally his oavu 
writings; and on my telling him I 
Avislicd to study history, he said no¬ 
body cared for it now', and that all the 
history he kncAvwas in Shakspeare’s 
l>lays. This Shakspeare Avas a great 
Avritcr long ago, a\1io turned all'Uio 
histories of his country into dramatic 
scenes ; and they arc acted on grand 
occasions before the Ciuecn and her 
court at this Very day. When 1 en¬ 
quired of the young person hoAV his 
countrymen preserved the memory of 
events Avhich had happened since the 
death of tlic great Shakspeare, he 
said there Avere othci* people as clever 
perhaps as Shakspeare, Avho embalm¬ 
ed important incidents in immortal 
A'crse, but Avhom a brutal public did 
not snlHcicntly appreciate; and ho 
offered to read to me a poem of his 
OAvn called the Napoleonad, giving an 
account of a great war that happened 
some time ago—and which had been 
published, he said, week after Ayeek, 
in the Bath and Bristol Literary Pur- 
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veyor. He read it to ihe, and it was 
very fine; but I did not gain much 
information. I road various parts 
vof English history in Sli'akspeare; 
Jimi from the specimens he' gives 
?of the kings that reigned long ago in 
' England, 1 fear they were a very cruel 
and barbarous race of men. One of 
' the' nampe of Lear gave up tlie king¬ 
dom to his three daughters, and two 
of them treated him very cj-iieliy, 
turned him out of doors on a stonny 
night, put out his followers’ eyes, and 
behaved very ill indeed- Another was 
called John—a bad man. Throe Hen¬ 
ries—4he first two great fighters, and 
one "of them a comniou highway rob¬ 
ber in conjunction with a fat old gen¬ 
tleman who was a great coward, but 
botasted he killed the chief wairior of 
the enemy—and the other Henry, a 
■weak old man, who was murdered by 
another vciy bad king called Kichard. 
There was another Henry who sent 
away his wife—a fat, bloated, villan- 
oiis kind of man; and after that no 
mention is made of any of the Eng¬ 
lish kings in Shakspcarc’s history. 
And when I asked the young person 
if there had been any kings since, ho 
said he had never heard of any except 
George the Third, grandfather of the 
present Queen. J demanded of him 
if all the plays in England were forced 
to be histories ? and lie said, no. And 
when I further enquired what they 
represented, and of what use they 
were, he said they were to hold a 
mirror up to nature, and to bo the 
abstract and brief chronicle of the 
time; by which he afterwards ex¬ 
plained to me he meant this—that al¬ 
though tragedies and the loftier por¬ 
tions of the drama treated generally 
of great events, yet that, in ICngland, 
there w'cre many men of extraordinary 
talent, who taught gi^eat moral les¬ 
sons by means of the stage, and, above 
all things, never overstepped the 
modesty of nature, but in every scene 
gave a vivid and true imitation of the 
actual events of life. In short, that 
the best way of seeing English cliar- 
ac.ter was to study the English stage; 
for all Classes of men ■were more fully, 
truly, aud fnirly represented there, 
than even in the House of Commons 
itself. The young person, to prove 
the ti'uth of this, read me a comedy, 
which ho was going to have acted at 


Covent-Gardcii Theatre; and it was 
very amusing, for he laughed exces¬ 
sively at every speech. You will 
easily believe, O Cho-Ling-Kyang! 
that I rejoiced greatly at hearing this 
account of the stage; aud unbounded 
was my satisfaction in finding among 
the books in the library a large col¬ 
lection of English plays, which I 
studied deeply and took notes from, 
for my future guidance in mingling 
with society. What a blessing it is 
for a nation to be in possession of so 
useful an institution, where the actual 
manners of the time arc brought cx-, 
actly forward, and the people can see 
the ditrerent classes of society with 
all their different feelings and peculi¬ 
arities—their modes of thought—their 
faults and weaknesses—tlieir wishes 
aud vices—vividly produced as if 
the performers were in reality the 
very beings they represent! How it 
must instruct the, boorish in the grace¬ 
fulness of polished life—how it must 
reprove the bad by the contemplation 
of honest simplicity—and what an in¬ 
sight must it give to the foreigners, 
into all tl)c secrets of the domestic 
existence of this great and extraordi- 
naiy people! O Cho-Ling-Kyaiig I 
when the young person told me this, 

I said to my heart—“ Be still—boa tjjo 
more with the pulses of uncertainty— 
I shall only buy a perpetual ticket to 
the pit of the theatre, aud write home 
a minute account of all J see and licar.” 
On my arrival in London J took down 
the names of the theatres, and for 
tliree months I have studied character 
every night. Yet, though I devoted 
my nights to the stage, I pored all 
the morning over the many volumes 
I have collected of the printed dramas; 
and as they all agree in tlieir descrip¬ 
tions, T think I cannot be deceived, 
and that you may Siafely present the 
subjoined result of my enquiries to 
the very sparkling eyes of the cver- 
vcncratod Chang-Fcu. There arc 
many ranks of men in tliis land, and 
lie of the highest rank is called a lord. 
Wlien young, a lord is always rich 
and gay, and a great admirer of the 
ladies; and it is also the case that 
many ladies arc devotedly attaclicd 
to liiin, and make no'scru])le to con¬ 
fess it to their chambermaids, before 
they have been acquainted with hini 
half an hour. When the lord is old, 



1W6.X‘. ] 

Ire stiff stapid man, who gan^rfilly 

talks politics, and boasts how elo¬ 
quent uo is in the great natioiial as¬ 
sembly. He is also always Tcry harsh 
to his children, till they ^rry against 
his will, and theh he forgi'Nra them, 
and prays for their happiness. The 
title bestowed on the wife, and some^ 
times on the daughter of .a lord, is 
lady or ladyship; but this dignity is 
also possessed bythe wives of a class 
of men very numerous in this coun* 
try, who arc called sirs. 

The ** ladies,” almost without ex¬ 
ception, are veiy^dis'agreeablo people, 
and highly immoral, as they are al¬ 
ways in love with some one else be¬ 
sides their husbands,—and are great 
gamblers at cards, and very malicious 
in their observations on their friends. 
The “ .sirs" are dividdfl into two 
classes-^sometiines they are fat rich 
old men who have made large fortunes 
by trade, and have handsome ghis 
either of their own, or left to their 
charge by deceased relations,—and 
sometimes they are gay fascinating 
young men, running away with rich 
people’^ daughters, or stiqiid people’s 


years agpj aikUJE MU 
beginning yon ^ay ^ 

real picture ot EngjlM Bociety imli 
your own eyes. s * 

Mr Warfordi thf WfillGW 
SmaUttudo, a bankefT, 
tion WithMrPhunly^ 

»- t i ' ** >,*V iV 

ouB.or impertinent, Mf 
liyad 90 long with you and.ypijr 
thadt 1 cannot, see you unhappy^wi^h^nf^ 
enquiring the esusO. } , * rO 

** War ford ,—My undo isT^sB{f^,iJhS^ 
cause. His weakness and credqUty wM 
undo us all. ' .ik ^ ^ 1 ! 

** P/at»dy.T—Excuse me, df 3 
afraid tho young, lady now on a visit ar 
our banking-house, tne chariiui|g 
Henrietta, has she not ipade a vpry*deep, 
impression ? * 

Warford ,—To confess the truth she 
has; and though, fcott!toy inferior sitd-^ 
ation in life, 1 can never aspire to th^ 
gaining of her affections, she^may bUU. 
have to thank me for saving her from 
ruin. 

** Plainly ,—^From ruin, sir ? 

Warford ,— Ay ; she is now on thO 


wives ; but luckily they always take ‘very brink of it. When her father, 
names that give fair warning of their Lord Orville, went abroad for hh health, 
character, so that they are generally he gave her a fortune of eight thousand 
foiled in their infamous attempts, pounds, and left her to the care of her 
And this is a diio illustration of the undo. Sir Thomas Roundhead. At his 


openness of the English disposition. 
A man hero seldom conceals his pro¬ 
pensities, but assqpies a name which 
reveals all his character at once. Sir 
Hrilliant Fashion, and Sir Bashful 
Constant, and Sir Harry Lovewit, 
show at once their respective peculi¬ 
arities—as do Colonel Tornado, Tem¬ 
pest, Hurricane, Absolute, Rapid, 
and a thousand others that I have 
met with in my reading. Bui tho 
thing which astonished me most of all 
was, that in this great mercantile na¬ 
tion, a merchant is very little appre¬ 
ciated unless he is iu debt or a cheat; 
but the hero of most of the histories, 
if he is of a mercantile family, is over 
head and oars in the books of Jew 
usurers, and has left tho respectable 
circle of his equals in rank, and spends 
bis time and Oonstitution in the gaie¬ 
ties of the lords and ladies. And that 
this has long been the case, is proved 
by old plays and new ones. There is 
a play in the oldest-looking of the 
vommes I possess, called, How to 
grow Rich,” which shows the style of 
YOL. nvxi. KO. CCeWY, 


country seat Mr Smalltrade met with 
her, and, being banker to her father, he 
thought it bis duty to invite her tp his 
house. 

** Plainly —And she had no sooner en¬ 
tered it than slio became acquainted 
with Sir Charles and Miss Dazzle ? I 
suspect their infamous designs. 

“ Warford. —Yes, Plainly, when Miss 
Dazzle has robbed her of her fortune at 
the gaming-table. Sir Charles is to at¬ 
tempt to depfive her of her honour; 
but if 1 don’t shame and expose them I 
Oh, think of the heartfelt satisfaction in 
saving such a woman as Lady Henri¬ 
etta ! ’Tib true most of her fortune^ia 
already lost, and Sir Thomas ii bo 
offended at her conduct, that, wanting 
an heir to his estate, be has adopted Idft 
god-daughter Rosa.” 

In the next page we arc shown ihe 
mode in which banking was' carried 
on in country towns by persons who 
had the daughters of lords visitiw 
them—who have gone abroad for ihev 
health, and left them snch nneount* 
able heaps of sycee silver. 

2g 
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^ Hko 

a i^ug Qountey bank. 

[Snter « «0rvomr. 

^'JSerwmU —1 want change for this draft 
of -Sir Harry Hockley’s. 

SmaUtrade .—Very well, how much 

it for ? 

' ** Sd'vmt—k hundred pounds. 

SmaUtrade ^—What ? 

** Servant .—A hundred pounds. 

“ SmalUrade *—Mercy on me ! you’ve 
sot me all in a tremble. Draw on a 
country bank for a hundred pounds 
why, does your master suppose himself 
drawing on the bank of Amsterdam ? 

Plaifi^, —True, sirj and, if you re¬ 
collect, we had a large run upon us yes¬ 
terday. 

Smalltrade .—So we had—a very 
large run! Sir Thomas Roundhead drew 
in one draft for the enormous sum of 
twenty-five pounds, and here’s your 
master draws for a hundred. Talk of 
a country bank the Bank of England 
couldn't stand this. 

“ Serifant..—I can’t tell, sir; Sir Harry 
said he had ten times the money in your 
hands. 

" Sniidltrade.—^^ he has, and what 
then P Doesn’t he place money in my 
hands that it may be safe; and if he i^ 
to draw it out in large sums, that is, if 
he is to get it out when he wants it, 
where would be the use of a banker I ” 

In a succeeding scene, Miss Dazzle 
zuQets her brother Charles, and 

Welcome from London, brother ! 
I have just left the idol of your heart, 
the charming Henrietta. As usual, tlie 


from the works Of one Frederick 
nolds; the play was acted with the 
greatest applause, and hits passed 
through a ^eat many editions. So 
there can be no doubt of its present¬ 
ing a true image of the usual course 
of events in this great and wonderful 
nation. 

In another volume I find it similar 
representation. It is called, “ The 
Way to get Married,” and is written 
by one Thomas Morton. I will trans¬ 
late some passages for you, and you 
Avill see that the English are very dif¬ 
ferent people In their own country from 
what they are in their counting- 
houses at Hong-Kong. 

There was a gentleman of the name 
of Toby Allspice, a grocer, who was 
sheriff of his county, and expected by 
the death of an old maid, Miss Sai*ah 
Sapless, to succeed to thirty thousand 
pounds. He has a daughter who is 
very anxious to bo “ stylish,” and 
marry a “ lord " or a “ sir,” if she can. 

To Mr Allspice’s town goes a Lon¬ 
don merchant of the name of Dashall, 
Avlio receives a letter on his arrival, 
and reads it to the whole of the audi¬ 
ence :— 

“ Vaihall, (reads).—‘ Dear Doshall, 
all’s up. Transfer swears if you don’t 
settle your beer account in a week, he’ll 
blackboard you. Affectionate enquiries 
are making after you at Lloyd’s; and 
to crown all, hops were so lively last 
market, that there^s already a loss of 
thousands on that scheme. Nothing can 
save you but the ready. Yours, 

«^Tim Ticr. 


banker’s nephew was attending her. 

Nir Charles. —Ay, ay, it’s all pretty 
plain, but I won’t bo scandalous. 

“ Mies Well, if she’s his to¬ 

day she’ll be vours to-morrow. 1 have 
seen Mr Smalltrade; he talks of becom¬ 
ing a partner; and, if you play your 
cards well, Lady Henrietta will be com¬ 
pletely in your power. 

“ w Charles* —Teg, for when I’ve won 
al\ her monoy I cam bo gox^ierous enough 
to become her protector. Well, sister^ 
we shall min all.’* 

V i\ M 


>Jt Will be seeii from this, 0 Cho- 
XJli^Kyang \ that jglrg and their sis- 
^8% wa^ cotmtry bankers in set- 
'Hng np |c wning-house—and that the 
troanng a lord’s daughter, 
ia tb ttdtt her vxst at cards, and hi 
afterwards. The picture of 
life which ,X have quoted, is 


“ * N.B.—Green peas were yesterday 
sold at Leadenhall market at nincpcncc 
a-peck, so your bet of three thousand 

pounds on that event is lost.’-So! 

Lurched every way; stocks, insurance, 
hops, haaard, and green peas, all over 
the^left Moulder; and then, like a fiat, 
I must get pigeoned at Faro by ladies 
of quality, for^ the swagger of saying, 
* The Duchess and 1 were curst jolly last 
night.’ But confusion to despair 1 I’m 
no fiincher. If 1 can but humbug AU- 
spiee out of a few thousands, and marry 
ids daughter, I shall out a gay figure, 
and make a splash yet. 

** Waiter, (witkoMf.)—Aroom for l^ady 
Sorrel 

d)a»kalL —What the deyU brings her 
here ? Old and uglj as she is, I’ll take 
decent odds that an intrigue^ 

iJEnter tad^ Softsl*^ 
Lady >SbrrfJ^Infona my cousin 
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piiu6tio I’m here* Ati, Dasliall / I sup- 
i^pose the warm weather has driven you 
from town ? 

DashaU. —True; London was cer¬ 
tainly too hot fOT me; but how, oould your 
ladyship leave tlie fascination of play ? 

“ Zadif Sorrel, —Hush! that’s not my 
rural character. 1 always assimilate. 
The fact is> Dipk, I have here a strange^ 
plain-spoken, worthy, and wealthy rela¬ 
tion ; he gives me considerable sums to 
distribute in London to the needy, which 
I lose in play to people of fashion ; and 
you’ll allow that is giving them to the 
needy, and fulfilling the worthy donor’s 
intentions.—Ha! ha! 

Dashall .—Then you are not here 
because your favourite, young Tangent, 
is arrived ?—Kh ? 

“ Zadf/ Soi'i'el, —What, Dick, have 
you found out my attachment there ? 
Well, I confess it ; and if my regard be 
not, i’ll take care my revenge shall be, 
gratified; and ’tis a great consolation 
that one is nearly as sweet os the other.” 

And when the above-named cousin 
of Lady Sorrel has a palaver with the 
same nierehant Dashall, he is instruct¬ 
ed in the inner secrets of the commer¬ 
cial world after the following guise:— 

“JJasAaW.— Capital I—an old bugbear 
—never thought of now. No! paper, 
discount, does it all. 

“ Caustic ,—Paper ! 

Dashall. —Ay. Suppose I owe a 
tradesman—my tailor, for instance—- 
two thousand pounds- 

CaxiStic .—A merchant owe his tailor 
two thousand pounds!—Mercy on me! 

Dasliali .—I give him my note for 
double the sum—he discounts it—I 
touch half in tlie ready—note comes 
due—double the sum again—touch half 
again—and so on to the tune of fifty 
thousand pounds. If monopolies an¬ 
swer, make all straight; if not, smash 
into the Gazette. Brother merchants 
say, ^ D—d fine fellow; lived in style— 
only traded beyond his capital.’ So cer¬ 
tificate’s signed, ruin a hundred or two 
reptiles of retailers, and so begin the 
war again. That’s the way to make a 
splash—devilish neat, isn’t it ? How 
you stare! you don't know nothing of 
life, old boy. 

^ Caustic *—Vulgar scoundrel! 

" We are the boys in the 

city. Why, there's Sweetwort the 
brewer—don’t you know Sweetwort ? 
Bines an hour later than any duke 
the kingdom—imports his own turtle— 


dresses turbot by 9 stop 
house-lamb fed on crenm, and pigs on 
pine apples—gave a jollification t'other 
day—stokehole in the brew-house — 
asked a dozen peers—all glad to come 
—can’t live os we do. Who make the 
splash in Hyde Park ? —who fill the pit 
at the opera ?—who inhabit the squares 
in the West ? Why, the knowing ones 
from the East to be sure. 

** Caustic —Not the wise ones from 
tho East, I’m sure. 

Dashall.~yVho support the fashion¬ 
able Faro tables ? Oh, how the duch¬ 
esses chuckle and rub their hands, when 
they sec one of us ! 

Caustic* —^Duchesses keep gaming- 
tables! 

^‘Dashall —To be sure! How the 
devil should they live ? ” 

Such, O learned Cho-Ling-Kyangl 
is the real life of those extraordinary 
beings who are so steady and plod¬ 
ding to outward appearance. Little 
w^ould you suspect that, when one of 
the merchants of the factory got home, 
he would aid duchesses in the setting 
uj) of Faro tables, and mix with all the 
brilliant and dissolute society of a 
great city. To us, such thoughts 
would seem unnatural, and scarcely 
would the president of the Hong con¬ 
sider himself qualified to hold a chop- 
stick in the presence of a yellow but¬ 
ton. And 1 fear greatly, that in the 
extremity of your unbelief you say. 
Tush, tush—Ping-Kee is deceiving us 
by inventing foolish deceits I An 
English merchant would not make 
open profession of his bankruptcy; 
an English lady of rank would not 
exult in the number of people she bad 
ruined by false play at cards; an 
English gentleman would not concert 
plans with his sister for the seduction 
of a lord’s daughter; an English sheriff 
would not throw off hia grocer’s apron 
to go and receive the jhdges, while an 
English barrister put it on, and sold 
figs to the beautiful daughter of' n 
British captain. But consider, O 
Cho-Liug-Kyang! that I am a man 
of veracity from my youth, and that 
if I make so bold as to invent, or 
to misquote, there may be niany be¬ 
side you who can convict me at bqce. 
And If you persist in ypur doubts, 
say, yinXy the waters of those 
give no true heepunt of their 
men, but write false thin^ Whl^ 
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have no oxietenoe in reality, what 
shall we think of the countless num¬ 
bers who go to see those representa¬ 
tions, and take no steps to punish, the 
authors for Jibels and defamations— 
but, contrai’iwise, - applaud and clap 
their hands, and say “ good, good”-— 
would they do this if tho picture had 
no resemblance ? But they hold up tho 
stage as a school of morals, and a 
copy of things that are. And another 
argument, 0 Cho-Ling-Kyang I that 
these dramas are drawn from experi¬ 
ence and observation is, that they do 
n 9 t contradict each other, as they 
would assuredly do .if they proceeded 
from any source bat reality. No, no— 
reat sir—believe me, that the scenes 
have quoted are excellent descrip¬ 
tions of the characters introduced, and 
that their.originals aro to be met with 
every day. Again, perhaps you will 
gay—not so; O Fing-Kee, the writers 
of those plays are stupid men—with 
shaved heads—that have no under¬ 
standing, and receive no greater re- 
' ward than the conjurers who catch 
balls on their foreheads, and balance 
long poles in the market-place! But 
the case is far different, as I will prove 
to you from the preface to one of 
. those works, written by a lady called 
Inchbald, who herself wrote many 
cfiipa'edies, and received much money 
• for the same. 

** It is well jenown that the English 
theatres never flourished as they do at 
present, (1807.) When it is enquired, 
■why painting, poetry, and sculpture, 
decline in England ? want of encour- 
agment is the sure reply; but this reply 
cannot be given to the question, why 
dramatic literature ? for never was 
there such high remuneration conferred 
upon every person, and every work be¬ 
longing to the drama. A new play 
- which, from, a reputed wit of former 
times, would ndt with success bring him 
a hundred pounds, a manager will notv 
purchase froiq a reputed blockhead at 
Uie price of near « thousand, and sus- 
tfun all risk V whethef It be condemned 
or not. resit must be the attraction 
of ix^ern plays to repay tuch specula- 
IS a consolation to the drama¬ 
tist^^' the present age, Uiat while his 
1 /ace piore attractive than ever 

. yfocmer waters were, those 

lij^.’4heir conteii^orary prides 
as he, though less acute and less 
indeed than the present race.” 


I have not .time to reduce Jnto -ce¬ 
lestial money the English sum of a 
thousand pounds; but it is great,, yea, 
more than the value in three years of 
'' the longest peacock’s feather in Pe¬ 
kin, and the value of a play is not 
diminished since then. Not many 
moons ago, there was a feward offer¬ 
ed by one of the managers, of five 
hundi'ed gold coins called guineas, to 
the person who should send to him 
the best comedy illustmtive of present 
manners. 0 Cho-Ling-Kyang, the 
power of five hundred guineas in 
awakening the poetic powers of man¬ 
kind! The great majority of the 
English nation for a whole year wrote 
nothing but plays; all the world was 
a stage, and all the men aud w'omen 
merely writers; and wlien. the time 
came, all had broken down in the at¬ 
tempt, except iiinety-slx. But through 
these fourscore aud sixteen dramas, 
all painthig the habits and charac¬ 
teristics of the present time, the judges 
appointed by the manager had to 
read. And they read—and read; and’ 
when they came to a decision, lo! it 
was in favour of a lady—one of tho 
cleverest authors, in other^styles, that 
England has ever seen—brighf, po¬ 
lished, witty ; and although not in a 
dramatic form, more dramatic and 
lively th^m any professed play-writer 
since one called ShciTy, from his 
fondness for drinking wine. ’Alidst 
the applause of all the rest of the 
world, and the hatred and jealousy of 
her ninety-five competitors, ^he was 
presented with the money; and the 
manager, on looking through a hole 
in the curtain on tlio first n^ht of the 
perfomance, saw the whole house 
crowded from the floor to the roof, 
and thought ho had never so wisely 
laid out five hundred guineas in his 
life. “ Oho!” said wise men to each 
other in tho boxes, “we shall see 
ourselves as wc are—no farcical ex¬ 
aggeration, no vulgar grievances; 
the woman is an observing woman, 
and has mixed in great society; 
moreover, it is the best play out of 
nearly a hundred; let us wait, it will 
be as good as the School for Scandal, 
And they stamped loud with their 
feet. The play was called the Day 
of Dupes; and wise men in- the boxes 
were not exempt from the general 
fate. All were dupes together. For 
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tho authoress was a wise womaa, and: 
jin|red the five hundred guineas iO; a 
’^.piirse, riSicL topt all her own clever 
o|)servation. Of life and manners to bo 
used on some other occasion, and 
took the same, view and no other of 
English customs and'character that 
Beynolds, and Morton, and O’Keefe, 
and Colman, had done before her. 
So her heroes and heroines flew about 
the stage, and talked funny* things, 
and swore a little, and convefsed in 
a provincial dijtlect called slang, and 
behaved exactly as Dashall, and Miss 
Dazzle, and Lord Sparkle had behaved 
before. Oh I was not this a triumph 
to tho great authors of fonner days, 
and did it not pi-ovo that wise men in 
the boxes are foolish men when judg¬ 
ing of the stage? It did, O Cho- 
Ling-Kyang! but a greater triumph 
was at hfind. The manager having 
read and studied the i)refacc by the 
female Tnchbald, which I have trans- 
.latcd for yonr instruction, and having 
given a small sum—so they consider 
five hundred guineas in tliis land of 
ingots—to a reputed wit, thought he 
wouj/l gain*much silver if he obtained 
a drama from a reputed blockhead. 
And he was right iu his calculation; 
for he applied to an author who had 
written farces in five acts, where va¬ 
rious impossible things were done, 
and persons talked iu great jokes in¬ 
vented long ago by a nobldifnan of the 
name of Miilcr, and behaved like the 
clown in a pantomime, without the 
advantage of‘ being dressed in his 
parti-coloiired garments; and in a 
short time this author furnished the 
manager with a comedy called Old 
Heads and Young Hearts. Oh! he 
knew so much of life, this famous 
author; he w^ould show what the real 
state of society was; and, said I to 
myself, I will go and judge for myself. 
I will see whether the boola I have been 
studying ate filled with lies, I will 
see how gentlemen speak, and how 
ladies l(M)k and act. Oho I I will put 
Reynolds and Morton to the proof, I 
Will put on my European dress, I 
will ask the way to the theatre. I 
will sit in the pit. So shall I be able 
to scud to Cho-Ling-Kyang, and to 
the venerated Chang-Feu, an account 
fi’om my personal experience of Eng¬ 
lish fashionable life. And so the first 
pei'son I saw ou tho stage was /i 


young* gentleman greatly in debt, » 
studier of the law, who*" lives in a 
building called the Temple, ih a rooni 
meagrely furnished, and talks about 
his intimacy with duchesses, exactly 
as Dashall and Tangent had done 
before! Oh I said I; this ia complete 
proof that the great Beynolds and , 
great Morton drew from life’, and also 
the great author of this beautiful play. 
Ills name, not the author’s name, but 
the young gentleman’s name, is Little¬ 
ton Coke, after two sages of thejaw 
called Coke and Littleton; but he 
makes no money by Ins profession, 
and has found all hLs great friends 
desert him when he made application 
to them for a loan. Their names aaw 
Lord St James and^Mister Deuccace. 
His brother also WTites him a letter, 
enclosing the blessing of the Reverend 
Mr Kui'al, but no cash. But suddenly 
comes in Lord Charles Roebuck, the 
younger son of the Earl of Pompibn, 
(for iu this country all tho younger 
sons of Earls take the title of “■ Lord,'’) 
and tells Mr Littleton Coke that he is • 
in love with a lady ho lifted out of a 
carriage that had been upset. 

Littleton. —Is that all ? 

Roebuck. —Forbid it, Venus! No, 
with incredible trouble 1 traced them. 
The father, tho dragon who guards this 
Hesperian fruit, is an old East Indian 
colonel, as proud as J^ucifer^ and as hot 
as his dominions. 1 hovered round the 
house for a week. 

LiitUton. —Successfully ? 

" Roebuck. —I saw her once for a se^ 
cond at the back garden-gate. 

“ LxUleton. —To speak to her ? 

" Roebuck. —I hadn’t time. 

“ Littleton. —No ? Oh ! 

“ Roebuck. —No. So I gave her a * 
kiss, * / 

^ Littleton. —Excellent economy; and 
her name- 

Roebuck. —Ts Rocket;—her father, 
an eccentric old bully, .turns his house 
into a barrack, mounts guard at the hall' 
door; the poor girl can’t move without 
a sentry, and 1 believe hw lady’s-maid 
is an old One-eyed corporal of artillery.’* 

From this you will ‘perceive, O 
Cho-Ling-Kyang! that the English 
are different from the' Chinese, in 
many respects; but that^Colonel 
Rocket so far differs.from his ebon**; 
trymen as to keep a strict guai^‘ ovei* 
his daughter! There a gentl^ 
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iftaa of the name of Thunder in one of 
the Volumes I read on board of the 
iShip, who was reiy like this Rocket 
•^probabljr hia uncle; and he again 
irkB the son or grandson of an old 
Admiral I read of in a book, called 
Trunnion — all evidently excellent 
men, and frequently met with in Eng¬ 
lish society. The Earl of Pompion is 
prime minister of England, and of 
course a very clever man, and he has 
determined that his son shall marry 
his cousin Lady Alice, the widow of 
another lord—^Lord George Haw'- 
thom. She is called Lady Alice, 
though her husband’s name w'as 
George ; for it is usual for a lady to 
retain her Christian name in spite of 
her marriage, although instances, I 
am told# are known where a lady— 
nven a duke's daughter—maiTyiug a 
marquis’s son, takes the Christian 
name of her husband along with his 
title, and calls herself Lady Thomas 
or Lady William; but the author of 
^this drama, of com'sc, knows best. 
Lord Charles Roebuck tries to avoid 
a.marriage with Lady Alice, and begs 
Mr Littleton Coke to propose for lier 
himself, which he of course agrees to 
do; and in preparation for which he 
would probably have found the large 
sum of twenty pounds he wished to 
borrow from Lord St James, very 
tispfal. In addition to the hand of 
the widow, who has a fortune of 
£5000 a-year, Lord Charles insures 
him a seat in Parliament; and the 
two friends go out in a great hqrry 
on hearing k knock at the door, to 
take up their residence in the house 
of the Earl of Pompion. 

The knock at the door Is given by 
the brother of the young barrister, 
who speaks in a language which they 
told me was the vernacular of a fo¬ 
reign kingdom called York; he is 
accompanied by a priest of one of the 
religions tolerated in this country, call¬ 
ed the Christian, which was once uni¬ 
versal, but has now fallen into disre¬ 
pute. They come in seai'ch of the 
spendthrift, and are taken for a mo- 
tiey-lcudet end a bailiff by the young 
lawyer's devk; and this makes a great 
k is so natural a mistake. 

Lady Alice Hawthorn is a delight¬ 
ful She has invited Colonel 

Rock^ 4n4 his daughter to dine with 
Lew Pompion, (Whom she calls Pom- 


pey, aftera wcat philosopher in ancient 
Rome,) and who, she says, although 
he is her uncle, “ talked impudence ” 
to her when he was half tipsy at a 
ball at a place called Almacks. She 
tells the Earl that Colonel Rocket is 
rich and powerful; but in this she 
' tells a non-verity—for she looked at 
me—even me—whore I was sitting in 
the pit, and said he is ‘‘ a half-pay 
colonel, with less interest than a trea¬ 
sury clerk, but a glorious old follow; 
I’ll bet he’ll kiss the countess in a 
week. What fun! ” I, even I, Ping- 
Kee, was so astonished, that I could 
say nothing, but sat and blushed very 
much at the communication ; and still 
redder did my cheek become when I 
saw what followed. For when Lord 
Charles and the barrister came in, the 
young lord recognises lady Alice’s 
tones. " Blest voice,” he says, sure¬ 
ly it is- 

“ Lady Alice — Your cousin Alice ; 
how are you, Charley ?—(he hesitates)' 
—all right—go on, Tm human nature, 
(he kisses her.) What’s your friend's 
name ? ” 

And then Mr Littleton Coke is*pre¬ 
sented to Lord and Lady Pompion, 
w'ho receive him very kindly; for they 
mistake him for the foreign gentleman 
who does not speak English, his bi-O- 
ther from the kingdom of York. And 
Lady Alice, besides asking her cousin 
to kiss her, lets the young barrister* 
make love to her, and kiss her hand 
before they are acquainted ten minutes, 
and altogether gives a very fascina¬ 
ting idea of widows of high rank. 
Colonel Rocket always gives his com¬ 
mands in military language, as if he 
were at the bead of his regiment, and 
Lord Charles Roebuck frightens the 
common people with his haughty loolts. 
There is a very elegant gentleman, 
who is called a butler, and comes in 
to inform Ijord Charles that dinner is 
on the table; and the second act ends 
in the following dignified manner: — 

Sutkr. —Ahem—dinner, my lord” 
— (a pause-—he goes behind their cau- 

eeaee )—“ Dinner, my-— ” (They 

start up confused.) Roebuck looks 
sternly at the butler, and they ecceunt 
followed by Butler^ bowing. 

In the next act there is a great deal 
of kissing and talking, for which I 
could see no reason *, and .people ran 
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olK and in, and up and down so mucli, 
tfot I became rather confused. But 
the old Bonze is veiy stupid, and 
*iiiake3 a number of mistakes; and the 
joung barrister is very gay, and treats 
Lady Alice as if she was no better 
than a dancer £^t a festival; and they 
all treat each other in such extraor¬ 
dinary ways, that I could only per¬ 
ceive that English young ladies and 
English young gentlemen, if they be¬ 
haved in Canton as they do at home, 
would speedily bo consigned to the 
lockup-house. But at last 1 was 
glad to recognise T>ord Charles, dis¬ 
guised in top-boots and knee-breeches 
as a groom, and I was very proud of 
my clevcmess in recognizing him; for 
his own father speaks to him for a 
long time, and never makes the dis¬ 
covery ; and shortly .after, Mr Little¬ 
ton Coke appears, also disguised as a 
groom, but for what pinpose I could 
not find out. And there was a long 
time employed in love-making again, 
and quarrelling and mistaking, till at 
last all things seemed to go right, and 
the old Bonze united the hands of the 
lovers on the stage, and we all laughed 
and clapped our hands. Of a truth, O 
Cho-Ling-Kyaiig I tlic persons who 
find fault with the drama arc foolish. 
It is not with the drama such critics 
should find fault, but wj||^he people 
who.behave in real life iMmch a cu¬ 
rious manner. No—it will not do to 
• throw the blame of such represen¬ 
tations on the author. He docs no¬ 
thing but paint what lie secs. And 
therefore you will bo wise if you 
send over to this people an ambassa¬ 


dor who is not of the sect of the moral 
Con-fu-tse; for as ho will have to mix 
in the society of Lady Alices and 
Countesses of Pompious, he might be 
shocked and degraded by meeting 
them, if he had any regard for female 
delicacy or manly feeling. It wOl not 
require a man of the abilities of the 
venerated Chang-Feu to twist round 
his thumb so very stupid a mortal as 
the Earl of Pompion, who is secretary 
of state; and, therefore, you may save 
much silver by engaging a commofi 
Button to conduct the negotiaHons 
with the English crown. I could see 
no one on the stage, or meet with any 
one ill the books, bearing any resem¬ 
blance lo Pottinger or Davis; and, 
therefore, I suppose all the clever men 
ai-e banished by this curious people, 
and all the silly ones kept at home. 
You will therefore be wise to make 
your treaties with the Pompions, who 
reside in Whitehall, rather than with 
the Goughs and Parkers, who are 
transported to llong-Kong. In the 
mean, time 1 will continue my re¬ 
searches, and I will also make per¬ 
sonal experiments as to the veracity 
of the stage representations. I will 
go at once to one of the groat men’s 
houses, and will kiss bis wife in a 
week, and disguise myself like a pos¬ 
tilion, and mu away with one of his 
daughters. And of the result I will 
make you aware. Such is the vjew 
of your servant Ping-Kee, who touches 
the ground you stand on with his 
forehead nine times—and one time 
more. 
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The Midnig^ii Watch. 


[Apiil, 


THE MIDNIGHT WATCH, 

Ch’apteb I. 


For tho tratc^ to babble and talk, 

Is most tolorablei and not to be endured ” 

^uck Ado about ^otKing. 


' ^ i. {TV* •»'' 

About tie period when the civil 
wars between the Republican and 
Royalist parties in England had termi¬ 
nated, after the execution of the un¬ 
fortunate Charles I., in the utter 
defeat of his son at the battle of Wor¬ 
cester, and the dispersion of all the 
adherents to the royal cause, a small 
castellated mansion, not far from the 
eastern coast of England, was gar¬ 
risoned'by a party of the Parliamen¬ 
tary troops. 

This mansion, which had belonged 
to a Royalist family who had fled tho 
land, having been seized upon and 
confiscated by the Parliamentary com¬ 
missioners employed in sequestrating 
the property of confinned enemies of 
the coramomvcaltli, had been convert¬ 
ed into a sort of fortress or stronghold, 
the natural defences and isolated posi¬ 
tion of which, rendered it peculiarly 


hills. TTotiar ffoni the hquab, which 
stood thus alone, like a solitary bit¬ 
tern in a Dutch landscape, tho river 
widened suddenly into a lai’ge expanse 
of water, called in this part of England 
a “broad,” wliich was itself Only sepa¬ 
rated from the sea by a narrow strip 
of low sand-banks, and sandy downs 
or deanes, as they arc there termed, 
and extended thus along the shore to 
some distance, when again assuming 
the fonn of a river, it poured its 
waters into the German Ocean. 

Of the more ancient ])art of this 
mansion, which boasted (it was never 
well known upon what authority) a 
Roman origin, only a large circular 
tower was left, wldch was attached 
somewhat awkwardly, like an ill-ad¬ 
justed headpiece, on to the more mo¬ 
dem building. Altliough constructed in 
the comparatively peaceful times of 


adapted as a place of confinement for 
prisoners of war. Its situation, at 
the same time, so near the coast, gave 
it an additional advantage as a post of 
observation, whence measures might 
be taken for the interception of such 
Royalists, who, prosci’ibed as obsti¬ 
nate malignants, might be led to this 
pail of the country in their attempts 
to seek the means of escape. 

Flanked on one side by the waters 
of the river, this isolated house was 
cut off off the other thj'ce by a broad 
ditch or moat, being thus entirely sur¬ 
rounded by water, except at one point 
the most remote from the river, where 
it communicated by a wooden bridge 
with a causeway, lined by an avenue 
of trees, which served as an approach, 
and traversed at some length a low 
level tract of land before it reached 
tho higher and more hilly country. 
A flimilar tract of level, but of a 
more^ffarshy and swampy description, 
stretched along tho opposite bank of 
the river, terminatiqg at some dis¬ 
tance by a line of low well-wooded 


Henry VII.’s reign, the more mo¬ 
dern hou^j||Bad been evidently built 
with some^eas of strength and de¬ 
fence, and in a dcmi-castollatcd form, 
various smaller additions having been 
made to it at subsequent and different 
periods, without any great observance 
of order or style. 

Behind the main body of the house 
thus irregularly constructed, was a 
species of small inner-court or garden, 
enclosed between the old tower and 
the walls that connected it with tho 
mansion on one side, and a wing of 
the building which extoi^d to tho 
side of the stream on Ve. other; 
whilst opposite to the back of the 
house, which was now wholly unoccu¬ 
pied, and almost in a ruinous state, a 
strong and thick parapet skirted the 
river, and completed the parallelo- 
|;ram.—Formerly an opening in the 
centre of this parapet had evidently 
conducted by several steps to the 
water’s edge, in order to facilitate the 
communications with boatj on the 
river; but it had now been blocked up 
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by a fresh mass of heavy brickwork 
and masonry, as if for the purpose .qf 
adding security to the place; and at the 
Mme we write, two culverins, mounted 
so as to be on a ‘level with the top of 
the pmpet, contributed to give to the 
spot thjB; look of a fortified stronghold. 
The' of flower-beds of prim 
shapes, iSe former decorations of the 
spot, might still be traced hero and 
there in the now almost level and 
sandy surface of the coast, giving 
evidence that some pains had proba¬ 
bly been originally bestojved upon 
this interior enclosure. But beyond 
these faint traces of flower-beds, no¬ 
thing now remained of its better days 
but a few evergreens and other bushes, 
which, growing close by tlic pai’apet 
wall, had equally escai)ed the rude 
trampling of the uuheediug soldiers, 
or the wanton devastations of some of 
the over-zealous of the day; men who 
looked upon all adornment of what- » 
ever kind, all appcaiv^ncc ,of gratifi¬ 
cation of a refined taste, however in¬ 
nocent, as sinful and coudcmnable A 
vaulted passage traversed the wing of 
tlic building mentioned as stretching 
to the water’s edge, and formed the 
usual and more direct communication 
between this sort of court and other 
parts of the establishment. 

Late on a fine autumn afternoon of 
the 3 ’^ear 1652, some little time after 
the battle of Worcester, a young man, ^ 
musket on arm, paced up and down 
this inner coui*t as sentinel. Ills dress, 
which partook of the military uni- 
foraa of the times, without precisely 
belonging to any particular regiment, 
and the finer clotlr of some pai'ts of 
his attire, which was of a far finer 
texture than was customary upon the 
person of a common soldier, proved 
that he was one of the many volun¬ 
teers wlm had enrolled themselves 
among jB troops of the Pai'liamen- 
tary army, and probably of gentler 
birth than might be generally^found 
employed in such humble military 
functions. Loose boots of so great a 
size towai*ds theii* upper part, that 
each might have been imagined to 
contain, at least, half a calf-skin, 
mounted towards his lai'ge hose of 
plain but good material. A’tuck or 
rapier of some length was girded 
round his loins; a corselet, with bando¬ 


leer slung around it, ooveied the front 
of his buff-coat; and a morion, desti¬ 
tute of all feather or oniamcnt, con¬ 
cealed for the greater part his hair, 
closely clipped in compliance with the 
puritanical fashions of the times, the 
colour of wliich, however, might bo 
divined by the fairaess of the young 
mustache that curled lovingly about 
his upper lip. 

Sometimes, as ho paced backwards 
and forwards upon Lis lonesome 
watch, the eye of the young man rest¬ 
ed for a while upon the dull swampy 
landscape, the chief beauty of which, 
at tlie moment, Avas a slight Lazo 
that hovered over stream and marsh, 
and stunted .wDlow and distant hm, 
tinged with a golden hue from the 
slanting rays of the sun; the only 
living sights and sounds of which, 
W'cre busy flights of gnats whii-ling up 
and doAvu with drowsy hum; an oc¬ 
casional frog, that splashed from the 
opposite shore into the water with an 
uneasy croak; and one solitary fisher¬ 
man, w ho, after having drawn up his 
boat among the rushes on the river’s 
bank, near the opening upon the 
“ broad,” and left his lino to float 
along the lazy stream, seemed t^have 
lain dow#in his broad flat-bottomed 
punt, to sleep at his ease. Somctinics 
he paused to scrutinize more earnest¬ 
ly the heavy pile of the old tower, 
to guard all egress from which might 
be supiiosed, from his periodical exa¬ 
minations of its walls, to be the pecu¬ 
liar duty of his post. Sometimes again 
he gazed listlessly upon the marks of 
devastation, where the carved armo¬ 
rial bearings of the family to whom 
the mansion had belonged, had been 
hacked away from the walls of the 
building, and other symbols of nobi¬ 
lity or religion had been Avantonly 
mutilated or destroyed; and at such 
moments, an almost uncdnscious sigh 
would escape him, ill according with 
the tenets of the party which he evi¬ 
dently served. But most generally 
his attention was directed towards a 
low window in the first floor of the 
projecting wing, not very many feet 
above the level of the ground, in front 
of which a small wooden balcony, 
fifred with flowers, showed that die 
occupant of the chamber to which it 
belonged was probably of the gentler 
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aad when such matters 

ate altU objects of tender and careful 
solMtndo. At these times, evidences 
ct Impatience, almost amounting to 
petlishness, would appear in his nn- 
eosy gestures $ and after a scrutiny of 
some duration, he would again turn 
away to resume his paoing, with a look 
of tioiible and annoyance upon his 
brow. The handsome features of that 
fin© face, however, were not formed 
to express grief, nor that clear bright 
eye sorroWml thought; yet, such were 
the circumstanoes*of the times, that 
whenever disesgagingthem from asso¬ 
ciations connected with the balconied 
window, as his reflections reverted to 
himself and bis own position, bis 
countenance would fall, and his eye 
dead over with ail expression of sad¬ 
ness* 

Glerald Clynton was of old family 
and noble birth. His fathei*, I^ord 
Clynton, had doated upon his wife 
with the fondest and most exclusive 
affection; and the birth of Gerald, 
his second son, having been the oc¬ 
casion of her death in childbed, the 
agonized husband, who was inconsol¬ 
able for her loss, had never been able 
to look upon the child, and, in its 
infaiTt yeai%, had banishcd*it altoge¬ 
ther from his sight. The lime arrived, 
however, when it became necessary 
to remove the little boy from the 
sole care of menials, and to com¬ 
mence the rudiments of his education ; 
and at that period Mr Lyle, the bro¬ 
ther of the deceased Lady Clynton, 
finding the aversion of the father to¬ 
wards the poor innocent cause of tho 
mother’s death still more strongly 
tooted by time, and his whole paternal 
affections centred and lavished upon 
his oldest born, had taken the child to 
bis home, and, being hiihself childless, 
had treated, and as it wore adopted, 
the boy as his own son. 

Time crept on. The boy grew into 
the youth; the y<mth approached to 
tho mah; but wU LoJ'd Clynton 
evinced no intorost in his young son 
*—gave no of awakem> 

ing With Um also crept 

eh the angry and troubled clouds 
t^at arose upon the polidc^d hor^n 
of the land. The etortu at 
buret ftoith. The fatal struggle com¬ 
menced between the tuffbrtunate 
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Charles and his Parliament; and the 
? civil wars broke out. A stanch 
Eoyalist, Lord Clynton joined with 
enthusiasm the canse of the monarch: 
while Mr Lylo, whosh tenets were of 
the Presbyterian persuasion, and 
whose political opinions mre entirely 
of that party, found hima|d|f enrolled 
in the ranks of the Far^buetitary 
army, in which his name and fortune, 
and his active, but stem, cold courage, 
gave him much influence. 

Entirely deprived of the affections 
of a fatheg, whom he never remem- 
bored to have scon, and on whom, 
with the usual levity of boyhood, he 
seldom or never bestowed a passing 
thought, Gerald Clynton, or Gerald 
Lyle, as he>vas constantly called after 
his nude—and most people knew not 
that he bore any other name—natu¬ 
rally imbibed the opinions and senti¬ 
ments of his protector; and, when tho 
civil war was openly declared, followed 
him to the camp. The reflection never 
crossed him, that the unknown author 
of his being might be engaged in tho 
ranks of the enemy; that his uncle and 
his father might chance to meet face to 
face upon the battle-field; that either 
his real parent, or the parent of his 
affections, might fall by the hand of 
the other. To do justice to the feel¬ 
ings of the youtli, no idea of the kind 
had ever been suggested to him by his 
uncle, not a word mentioned of the 
political sentiments of his father. 
Colonel Lyle—for such became his 
rank in the Parliamentary army—was 
a man of firm adherence to his prin¬ 
ciples; and although a cold, hard 
man, in all things but his affection 
for his adopted son, too earnest and 
eager a supporter of the party for 
which he battled, to allow such a pro¬ 
selyte to what he considered the just 
and ttpiight cause—such a firflower in 
his own footsteps as hisB^phew— 
to escape him on account or any fa¬ 
mily considerations, which he stigma¬ 
tized as “ prejudices to bo despised 
and set at nought in so holy a matter.” 

Enrolled as a volunteer in his ancle's 
regiment, Gerald had, iu some of tho 
scanty moments of peace and repose 
snatched between the quickly follow¬ 
ing phases of the stn^le, found op¬ 
portunities to cultivate the acquaint¬ 
ance of an old friend of his uncle’s-r 
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a6i officer in the same regiment-—or 
rather, it onghfc to be owned without 
the acquaintance oi the fair 
^gbter of that friend, .|ii these 
titoubled but precious moments it 
Was, that Grerald’s young heart first 
awakened^ love; and When, upon 
the death W his uncle Colonel Lyle, 
wifi) ncrer recovoi*ed the wounds he 
had received upon the field of Naseby, 
old La^anis Seatnan received the com¬ 
mand of the. regiment, it was again 
the bright eyes of pretty Mistress 
Slildred that served as a loadstone to 
attach him to it, aud to attract him 
to follow the troop which garrisoned 
the lone mansion upon the eastern 
coast of England ; for Colonel Laza¬ 
rus Rnaman was the governor or com¬ 
mander of this impromptu sort of 
fortress; and Colonel Lazanis Sea¬ 
man’s daughter, his only and mother¬ 
less child, quitted her father’s side 
as little as possible. She it was 
who wa>s the tenant of the room ap¬ 
pertaining to that balconied windon^, 
and those bright and carefully-tended 
flowers, to which the eyes of Gerald 
now so often strayed, as he paced up 
and down the dull court, to perform 
the duties of sentinel. 

Gerald’s thoughts, however, as al¬ 
ready intimated, were not placid, nor 
were they exclusively occupied by the 
object of his affections. They dwelt, 
fi-om time to time, with grief upon his 
uncle, whose death had excited in him 
so many bitter regrets ; and those sad 
recollections, in their turn, called forth 
in liim other I'cflections of a new and 
painful nature. He recalled to mind 
how, in his dying momenta, the self- 
elected father of his youth had sum¬ 
moned him to his side, and talked to 
him of that other father whom he had 
never known ; how he had spoken, in 
broken ^ents, and with much rc- 
morae, oWhe possible hatred engen¬ 
dered between father and son; of his 
own regrets, now first clearly awft- 
kened in him, that he himself might 
have been the cause of such a con¬ 
summation j and how then, with his 
last breath, ho in vain endeavoured 
to murmur expressions of bitter re¬ 
pentance for some cruel wrong done, 
the nature of which no longer met the 
ear of the anxious listener, and was 
soon left for ever unexplained in the 


silence of death. These sad remem<* 
brances tod to a train of thought of a 
most painful and harassing descrip¬ 
tion, His position as a voluntary 
supporter of a catise repngnant to the 
. principles of a father, Whom, although 
unknown to him, it was his duty to 
honour and obey, and as affianced to 
the daughter of a man whose Repub¬ 
lican principles were so decided, ap¬ 
peared to him involved with the most 
perplexing difficulties, l^ew and con- 
liictingfcelings had arisen in the young 
mail’s breast. There was already 
within him a bitter struggle between 
]ov(5 and duty—between long incul¬ 
cated opinions and newly awakened 
emotions. As the one or the otlior 
feeling predominated, Gerald walked 
backwards and forwards with gloomy 
face, or turned to gaze upon the win¬ 
dow, the closed casement of which 
seemed then to call forth from him 
gestures and words of a somewhat 
testy impatience. 

“ She knows that this is my hour 
fo# mounting guard, and vet she comes 
not to the window. She shows no 
sign of the least thought or care for 
me,” he muttered anginly to himself, 
stamping more firmly and sharply as 
he recommenced his pacing, after a 
pause, ill which he had eyed the win¬ 
dow with bent brow and bitten lip, 
“ But she docs not love me,” lie added 
bitterly. “She has never loved me. 
She has never done otherwise* than 
trifle with my affections—seeking 
for demonstrations of my love to feed 
her vanity, and then flinging them 
aside with the sick stomach of an 
over-pampered child. I am a fool to 
let myself be thus dragged at her 
sk irts, in such tinselled leading-strings. 
No; I will loose myself from this 
thraldom. But what if she love an¬ 
other? More than onco I have thought 
she looked with much complacency 
upon that young recruit—the new 
volunteer—that Maywood, I think 
they call him. Were it true, ’sd^th 1 
I would slit his ears for him. God 
forgive me the oath!” Gerald asked 
no forgiveness for the revengefol 
thought. 

Ho was stiB hk half- 

tnuttered soliloquy of jealousy and 
spite, when the dick of a casement- 
hasp caught Ms lover’s ear. In a 
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XaowmUt tie aiigry expre^ion of his 
brow wds Cleared, awajr like a mist 
Wore the sun—a bright gleam of 
eatiefaction illumed his countenance, 
aa he looked^ eagerly and hastily to- 
' -wards the window of Mistress Mil¬ 
dred’s chamber. The casement open- 
, ed, and first appeared a fair hand, 
•which, with a long tapering jug of 
blue and white Dutch porcelain, was 
bestrewing water upon the flowers in 
the little wooden balcony. Then 
thcra stood at the open window a 
youthful female form; but the head 
was bent down so low over the flowers 
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tAprii, 


of Ibrhaeuting espCcifhrle to the ex¬ 
pression, and in the hlooming cheeks, 
full, bn| not too foil for grace, two 
laughteMoying dimples, which im¬ 
parted iS'Ja'^Vely countenance a 
joyous character— 

and then wak ^ftin m&drawn. The 
fair white hapo^aga^, alriiMy rested 
upon the hasp: of tbe'pa^itoeuti as if 
to close it, GrfettfldJ^^v^Ko had 

waited with ropo^cd feelthM of vex¬ 
ation the greeting of his lady-love, 
called in a low, but almost angry tone 
of voice, “Mildi’ed!—Mistress Mil¬ 
dred 1 ” 


—the damsel was so absorbed in her 
gentle occupation—she was of course 
so completely unaware of the presence 
of any person in the court below who 
might expect a greeting from her, that 
it was difficult at first to distinguish 
the feattWes. A pure white, piuched, 
and plaited cap covered the bended 
head, but not, liowever, so cntii*ely, 
as fully to contain or hide a profusion 
of dark broWii hair, which perhaps, 
according to the faShio-ti of the times, 
it should have done. Through the 
flowers, also, that partially obscured 
the long low window^ might be dis - 
tinguished part of a sad-coloured 
gown, the simplicity of wdiicli, iu its 
mol*, could not conceal, as perhaps 
it ought to have done, the rounded 
outlines of a full but graceful form; 
whilej at the same time, its dull hue 
was charmingly relieved—of coui'se^ 
without any intention of coquetiy— 
by a ruff and forget of the most glit¬ 
tering purity, and, at the end of the 
long sleeves, by two^^all, delicate, 
whivC cuffs, which seemed to be play¬ 
ing a game of rivalry with the little 
hands for the palm of fainiess. 

As Gerald hemmed, and coughed, 
and §buffled with his impatiently, 
ho imagined, for a moment, that one 
hasty glance of the eyes which bent 
over the flowers was directed into 
the court, and then averted with the 
quickness of %htning, but he was no 
doubt mistaken; for when the task of 
watering the plants was at an end, 
the head was otoly raised to watch the 
clouds for a very, short space of time 
~suffi<aent time, however, to sfiow 
twd d^ pencilled eyebrows placed 
over a pmr of bright dark eyes, iu 
that peculiar ai'ch which gives a look 


“Master Gerald Lyle, is it you? 
Who would have thought that you 
were there?" said pretty Mistress 
Mildred, again showing at tlie win¬ 
dow her arch countenance, the ex¬ 
pression of which seemed to bo at 
most wicked variance with her prim 
attire. 

“ Methinks a friendly gi’ccting were 
not ill bestowed upon an old acquaint¬ 
ance^" muttered the young man in the 
same tone of testy impatience. 

“Know you not," responded the 
damsel, with something of the canting 
whine adopted at the time, and iu a 
semi-serious tone, to the genuineness 
of which her dimples very naughtily 
gave a direct lie—whatever their 
mistressmighthavcintended—“Know 
you not, that such bowings of the 
head, and hissings of the hand, are 
but vain and worldly symbols and 
delusion^.” 

“ Trifle not with me, I beseech yon, 
Mildred," said tlie vexed lover, “ for 
my heart is sad and my mind is ha¬ 
rassed. 'During the weary hours ot 
my watch, I have longed for a smile 
from that sweet face—a glance from 
those bright eyes, as my only solace; 
and yet the hours passed by and you 
chmc not to your window, although I 
had let you know that it w£® my duty 
to keep this'watch; and when you did 
come, you would have left again with¬ 
out a single word to me.' This was 
unkind. And now you are there, yon 
bend your brow upon me with an 
angry look. What have I done to 
offend you, Mildred? You cannot 
doubt my love, my truth." 

“ And what is there in my conduct 
or in my words that can justify Mas¬ 
ter Lyle in thus treating me as a 
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trifler?” answered Mildred with a “ For^^^J^^finjurles Is Ordained 
pouting air, avoiding any direct an- x^totis aa om; first of duties,” ^joined 
swer to all his other remarhs. “ Me- Mfldfed with another demure look- 
thinks I have every right to be of- which .was all the wickeder for its 
fended at so unjust an accusation.” demufeness. 

But in spite of the gross offence,'Mis- But why. came you not before, 

^tress Mildred now seemed to have no my Mildred?” said the lover, with a 
thought <:rf 4 )unishing it, by withdraw- slight lingering tone of expostulation; 
ing from the window. “ you know nol^^hc bittemnss of those 

“ I offend you! you know I would countless niinufes of anxiety, and 
give the whole world, were it mine, to doubt, and eager waiting.” 
spare you one painful feeling,” cried “ I could not leave my father;” 
the youngrman. “It is you who replied Mildred more seriouslyal- 
wrong me, it is you who arc unjust, though he knows and approves 4)ur 
and even,now you seek to quarrel .ciiment, he would have chid mo 
with me. But perhaps you wish to d he been aware* that I come to 

break the troth you have given me— ivc speech of you from my window^ 

pei haps your light heart has already and as it is, I have done wrong to 
offered its affections to another!” come. Besides, he was w^ry, and 
“ As yon will, sir. Perhaps my bade r read to him, and I sai by 
light heart, as you arc pleased to call liis si and read to him thb Bible, 
it, would do w(!ll to s(‘.ck some less until, le midst of an exhortation 
morose and tetchy guardian,” said to wa ’and pray, I heard a sound 
the young lady, tossing up her head, that he himself might have called an 
and preparing again to close the win- uplifting of the nom of Sion, and be- 
dows. hold he was suorjng in his chair; and 

But as her eye fell upon the de- then, in the naughtiness of my heart, 
spairing look and gestures of her I stole from his presence to come to 
lover, the arched eyebrow was im- my i*oom—and—and—tend my flow- 
knit, and raised with an expression ers,” she*added with an arch smile, 
of comic vexation; a smile lurked “ You thought of me then, and 

for a moment in the dimples and cor- came, though late, to see mo ? ” said 

ners of the pouting mouth ; and then Gerald eagerly. " ^ . 

at last broke out into a fit of decided “ You ? Did I not say my fiowera, 
laughter. Master Gerald ? ” asked Mildred still 

After indulging a moment in her laughing, 
mirth, Mildred looked at the young “ Oh ! mock n)e no longer, cruel 
man fondly, and said, “Go to, G^- girl! You know not all I have suf- 
rald ! you show not the patient spirit fered during this tedious watch—all 
of a Christian man; and even now the doubts and fears with which my; 
your face wears such a frown, as poor mind lias been tortured. Did 
methinks must havewrinkled the brow you know, you would console, not 
of the jealous blackamoor in those mock me, and one word would con- 
wicked stage-plays, of which my poor sole all. Tell me you love me still.” 
mother told me, before my father chid “ One word, you say—what shall it 
her for it, ind bid her cease to speak be ? ” said Mldr5d, raising hex eye- 
of such vanities—fie now I out upon b:ows as if to seek the word ; and^ 
you I shall I throw yon down my then, looking down upon him kindiy, 
little miiTor that you may see that she added, “ Ever.” 
face ? Well I I am a naughty fro- And you love none but me? you 
ward there I I am sitting have no thought for any other?” con- 

on thl^jSiB^ of penance^ and I ask thee tinned the lover with an evident spice 

of jealousy still lurking in his mind. 

^‘'^Ive me also,” cried Gerald, “What! two words now?” saM 
springi^ng forward, his heart melting the laughing girl. “ Are all lovers 
before the arch look of fondness that such anant beggars?, ^ve them a 
beamed down upon him. “ Forgive penny and they ask a groat. Well! 
me my pettish impatience with you, well! but one other, and that shall 
Mildred.” be the last. None ”—and as Mildred 
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8p6lte, Bh^bent herself over the bal- 
to emi& oil Gerald, and rested 
pn tinj hfti^d, of course unconscioos- 
■ y, on tbe outer framework, 

^I “Thanks^ thanks, my dear^ my 
jivetty, my dai’liug Mildred!" ex- 
etaiiped the young man, and as he 
spoke, he sprang, tnusket on aim, 
upou a stone bench, which stood out 
fmn the wall immMiately under 
Mistress Mildred's window, and en¬ 
deavoured to snatch the white hanj^ 
that Just i>eeped so invitingly over 
theodge of the low wooden balcony. 

“ Out upon you, Master Sentinel," 
said the young lady, putting back her 
hand, “ Is it thus you keep your 
watch? Another such step and 1 
shalL^und the alarm, and denounce 
you w a deserter to your post. Look 
ye! your prisoner will C8cai)e.” 

Gerald instinctively turned his head 
to the old tower behind him, as he 
stepped down again fram the stone 
bench, with somewhat of that tail- 
between-the-lcgs look, which a spa¬ 
niel wears when repulsed from his 
mistress's lap. But there was no one 
stirring, lie shook his head re- 
pinaohAilly at the laughing |lrl. 

**5rayl I did but remind you of 
your duty," said Mildred; “and you 
know my father sets much store by 
the capture of this prisoner, whom he 
supposes to be some one of rank and 
note; a iugitive from the dispersed 
army of the malignants; perhaps a 
.Aiend of the young King of Scots, 
and, as such, aware of his I'etreat." 

“ 1 saw him as they brought him 
hither, after capturing him in an at¬ 
tempt to gain the coast,” replied the 
young soldier. lie is an old cavalier, 
of a stately and goodly presei»ce, al¬ 
though cast down by his ill fortune. 
But enough of this. G'ell me, Mil¬ 
dred"-But here the ears of the 

young couple caught the sound of a 
s distant bell as it came booming over 
the water of the broad. 

“ Hush I It is tiio omfew from the 
town,"' said IfUdred; “ The watch 
will now bo Back} back! 

Tliey win fee here ffirectly. I must 
away." 

“ cried 

another word, |iildi*ed— 
—eome token of your love 
uhiil wo meet again." 


“ ImpossiUo!” replied Ihe&if girl. 

“ How can you ask am for a 
It were veiy wrong In me to rive you 
such. You ask too much." Then, as 
she was about to dose the window, 
she exclaimed again, This poor rose 
wants trimming 8ad^> , 4^^^ ^ theso^ 
early frosts ^stroy ou.poor 
plants;" and taMng^'upiiiPSrissors, 
which hui^ ft’om her girdle, she snlp- 

S ed at a withered leaf. Perhaps 
lildred*8 pretty little hand treraWed, 
for of course it was an accident—the 
unfortunate scissors, instead of cutting 
the withered leaf, closed upon the very 
prettiest rose upon the little tree— 
that rose happened to hang over the 
edge of the balcony, and so it came 
to pass that it fell at Gerald’s feet. 

Gerald seized it and pressed it, 
like all true lovers from time imme¬ 
morial, to his lips. 

“ Thanks! daiiing girl," he cried. 

“ Thanks! for" what ? " rejoined 
Mistress Mildred, -putting on a very 
lamentable air. “ Now, don’t sup¬ 
pose 1 have done this pm'posely.. My 
poor rose! how you crush it and 
tumble it in your hand. How could 
I be so awkward I" and with these 
woids the window was wholly closed. 

Gerald still stood with his eyes 
fixed upon the yindow, when a noise, 
as if a sharp rustling among leaves, 
startled him. Immediately u|)Ou the 
alert, he looked cautiously around; 
hut there was no one in the court. 
Ife walked hastily to the parapet 
wall and bent over it—all was still 
except the boat of the fisherman, 
which ha had before observed. It 
had apparently been rowed to anotlier 
part of the river about the mansion, 
as a better place for fishing, without 
having been obseiwed by the inatten¬ 
tive sentinel, for it was now fioating 
down the stream towards the open¬ 
ing into the broad. The fishoman 
again lay motionless at the bottom 
of the boat. Suddenly a thought 
seemed to cross the young soldier's 
brain, for he sprang to the bushes 
still left growing near the parapet wall, 
and searched hastily among the leaves. 
From the ground beneath their thick 
shelter he raised a small packet. His 
musket was already jerked into his 
right am to fire an aiaim, in ovd&^ 
that the fisherman might be pursued, 
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as suspected of attempting to estab¬ 
lish a comiuunicatiou. 'vrith the pri¬ 
soner, when his eye fell upon, the 
saperscription of the packet, lie 
stared for one moment with surprise; 
and then hU colour changed, and he 
grew deadly pale. His eye huiTied 
rapidly to the tower—an exclamation 
of bitter grief burst from his lips—and 
he stood aghast. At this moment the 
steps of the soldiers coming to relieve 
guard resounded along the vaulted 
passage communicating between the 
court and other parts of the mansion. 
At the sound the blood rushed back 
into Gerald’s face, until it covered 
forehead and temples. He hastily 
replaced the packet in the hiding-placO' 
where he had discovered it, and stood 
with musket in arm, and in a state of 
il]-repj‘csscd agitation, awaiting the 
corporal and guard. 

The young sol#er who was now 
brought to relieve hinv from lus post,^ 
the same Mark Maywood of 
whom lie had exju’essed hia jealous, 
doubts. 

The usual ceremony of I'elieving 
giiai'd was gone through; but althougli . 
the words of order were few, these 
feAV words were communicated by 
Gerald in a bri^d^ngry tone, and re¬ 


ceived^ the other soldier with 
a cold frowning an*, wtweeu the 
t\yo young men there appeared to 
exist feelings of an instinctive 
sion. 

As he turned to leave the courtj 
Gerald gave another anxious, eager * 
look at the old tower, iind glanced 
askance at the leafy hiding-plaoe of 
the packet. Another troubled sigh, 
burst from his heart; but wfaiite^' 
thoughts occupied Mm before passing/ 
under the^;vaulted passage, he raleea.^ 
Ills eyes to the well-known chamber 
casement, which was close by. 
could evidently perceive Mildred^ 
graceful form pai'tly ensconced behind 
a hanging to her winddw. she 

watching his departure? 19^, It 

seemed to him as if her eyes were 
turned in the direction of the hand- , 
some young recruit—^tbat detested ;^ 
Maywood. And he ? Gerald looked 
I'Ojuud'onco more. He felt convinced 
that the young sentiners eyes wei^ 
fixed upon pretty Mistress Mildred’s* 
window. It was in a high state of 
agitation—a new fit of raging jealousy 
mingling with oth^ pamfiiT apd ha¬ 
rassing emotions, that Gerald followed 
the corporal and soldiers from the 
court. 


Chapter II. 

** O, 'tis your tpn I 
1 know him not* 

Til 1)0 no father to so Tile a Bon^'' 

Bowlst, (Womom Never V$3rt4.) 

Tot 1 have comfort, if hy any moans 
X gpt a hlessins ^ father's bands.” 

Ideux, 


-Gerald sat with* a troubled and 
moody air upon one of’*tb«’gtone 
beuclies of the low hall, iVldch, for¬ 
merly intended, perhaps, as a sort of 
waifing-room for the domestics of tlie 
establishment, was now used as the 
guard-room. Althougli his thoughts 
were not upon the objects around him, 
he seemed to be assiduously employed 
in cleaning and arranging his accoutre¬ 
ments—for in spite of nis birth and 
the fortune bequeathed to him by Ms 
uncle, he was still left to fulfil the very 
humblest and most lissome duties of 
a military life. 

It had been part of the severe Colo¬ 
nel Lyle’s system of education to in- 


adopted son to every toil and 
privation that might give health and 
hardihood to •mind jjs well as body; 
and upon the same principle, when he" 
had enrolled the boy as a volunteer in 
his own troop, he had comnelled him 
to serve as.a common ^olmer. Th® 
colonel’s strict and somewhat oyer- 
wrought sense pf justice, as as 
his peculiar political opihi^e^, h^ 
him, moreover, to declare, th|^ what¬ 
ever the artidcial position of his adopt¬ 
ed son In the supposed sc^lb of sodety, ' 
it should be by merit only that the 
young volunteer should rise from the 
ranks through the various grades 
militaiy distinction; and upon his 
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hftd iirg<ed his Mmd Sea- them into flight from the country* It 
w Jpursue the same system, as Tvas in an attempt of this hind that 
* tong as Gerald should feel disposed to the prisoner had been taken. Gerald 
follow under him the career of arms, knew how almost certain would be tlie 
Althongh received, tlierefore, with ccr- old cavalier’s condemnation under such 
tain reservations, upon an equality of circumstances, liut there were evi- 
footing into the family of- Colonel dently hopes of saving him. Corn- 
Seaman, and in some measure looked mmiicationa, it was clear, had been 


upon as the accepted lover and future 
hnabaml of the coioners fair daughter, 
young Gerald found himself condemn¬ 
ed to go through all the inferior duties 
and occupations of a common soldier. 

Long accustomed, however, by his 
uncle’s strict and unbending system of 
training, to hardships little regarded 
by a roughly-nurtured youth of his 
years, he never thought of miuinuring 
against this harsh probation; and if, 
now, he pursued his occupation with 
a troubled brow, it was far otlicr 
thoughts tliat caused that look of 
doubt and imcaslness. 

The vaguestj^uspicions of his mis¬ 
tress’s fickleness were sulficient to ex- 
.cito the jealous temperament of a 
youth like Gerald, whose naturally 
ardent and passionate disposition, 
whosQj, hot Clyntpn blood had been 
only subdued, not quenched, by the 
strict education of his severe, cold 
uncle Lyle. But there were thoughts 
and fecungs of a far more momentous 
and harassing nature which now as¬ 
sailed him. The packet which lie had 
discovered amoiig the bushes growing 
close upon the parapet wall, and wliich 
had evidently been conveyed bystoalth 
within the precincts of the fortress, 
Aad borne the following superscrip- 
Kon :—“ For the Lord Clynton— 
these.” • 

It was Lord Clynton, then—it was 
his own farther, who was a prisoner 
within those walls. « 

Under sad auspices were his filial 
affections pow first awakened. Ho 
was aware of the danger that must 
attend his unhappy parent should ho 
be discovered to be, as ^as probably 
the case, one of tbow obstinate malig- 
nants, as they were germed, who, after 
having made reluctant snlnniasion 
when the fate of arms proved fatal 
to Chrtrtoa I., had Again joined the 
royalijit troops when the standard 
w^S ndsed for the young prince, 
and fought in his cause, until the 
•“liaal overthrow at Worcester forced 


established nith the prisoner by per¬ 
sons outbido the walls of the fortress. 
It was known probably, that, by per- 
inibbion of the commander, the pri- 
bouer was allou cd to take the air for 
a certain time daily, in the sinVll court 
b(mcath the wmUs of the tower in 
■>\hich he was confined; and this op¬ 
portunity was watclied, it would seem, 
for the conveyance of the communica¬ 
tion into the liand of the prisoner. 

TJie conflicting struggle m hic|i had 
arisen in ^icrald’s mind, now gave 
place to one overpowering irteling. 
lie was dAcrminM at all risks, and 
at whatever sacrifice to himself, to 
save hib father. The breach of trust 
—tlie dereliction from his honour— 
the probability of being obliged to 
renounce the hand of the girl he loved, 
if detected in assisting in a plot to 
favour the evasion of the old cavalier 
—all faded away Iwifore his sight, and 
appeared as naught vhen compared 
with the hope of reseuing his father 
from his cruel situation. What the 
nature of the bchcine was which Lord 
Clynton’s friends seemed to be devis¬ 
ing, in order to cflect his escape, or 
how far ho could assist in such a 
project, he was unable to divine. But 
the one thought was there, and mas¬ 
tered all—the thought that, on open¬ 
ing the way of escape before his father, 
he should be able to say, “•Father, 
bless thy long-estranged son; it is lie 
^ho saves thee.” The rest was doubt, 
confusion, and darkness. 

^ Again and again did ho turn over 
in his mind a thousand projects by 
which to aid in the evabion of the 
prisoner. Again and again did ho 
endeavour to conjecture what might 
have been already purposed. All ap¬ 
peared to him to be impracticable on 
the one hand, and a mystery on the 
other. Already the consciousness of 
his secret induced him to look upon 
every one with suspicious eyes, as an 
enemy or a spy upon his conduct. 
But most of all, with that prejudice 
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which pointed him out hi^ supposed 
rival as the object of peculiar hatred, 
did ho look upon Mark Maywood as 
his enemy in this matter—that Mark 
Maywood, whose violent party feel¬ 
ings, abd fierce Kopublican abhotrence 
of royalty and the adherents of the 
fallen royalty of England, bad already 
manifested themselves in such fre¬ 
quent outbreaks since his arrival as a 
fresh recruit in the troop—that Mark 
Maywood, who, m case of the evasion 
of one of the detested cavaliers, would 
be foreiqost to hunt him to the death 
—that Mark Maywood, wlio, even 
now, kept watch over his father's pri¬ 
son, and might, if he discovered the 
packet which was intended for the old 
man’s hand, thwai't for ever the only 
means of the unfortunate prisoner's es¬ 
cape. And as this thought came across 
him, Gerald counted, in an agony of 
inhul, all the possibilities by which the 
packet might the senliuel’s eye. 
With beating heart he reviewed, in 
imagination, every baf which hid 
it, every ovorliunging branch anIu'U 
might add to its concealment. Bit¬ 
terly did he rejjroacli 'himself in bis 
lieart, that he had thrown it back to 
its hiding-place so hastily and care¬ 
lessly upon hearing the approach of 
tlie guard. I( seemed to lum that if 
the ])acket wen! discovered, it would 
have been be m ho had deli\ ered up his 
father, vlio had betn^cd the secret 
on which d(‘peiule(l his father's safety. 
The thought, however, that the even¬ 
ing was closing ill, somoAAhat consoled 
him. Eternally long seemed tlie time 
spent in this mute agony of doubt. 
At length the hour sounded for the 
relief ot the guard, and (Gerald’s heart 
beat painfully. Now he might leara 
Avhethev Maywood liad made the 
dreaded discovery. He traced Jiiiu- 
self US if by chance in the passage 
through Avhicli the guard had to piiss 
with the report to the governor, and 
gazed with scrutiniziugbok into the 
face of the young soldier as he went 
by, as if he could read an answer to 
Ills dreaded doubts in those dark eyes. 
Mark Maywood's face, to whicli, in 
spite of its beauty, the closely clipped 
(lark hair in Uoundhead fashion, con¬ 
trasting with the thick mustache, 
gave a harsh and hard look, was stern, 
frownigg, and expressive of that sul¬ 
len severity wliicli was usiudly put 
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ou by the entttusiasts of the ^ay; 
In such a face Gerald coidd read 
nothing to dissipate his doubts, but 
every thing to strengthen them. 
Anxiously did ho await the return 
of the relieved sentineMo the guard- 
room. But when Mark Maywood 
came at last, be interchanged but 
a' few sentences Avith the older and 
stenier of his comrades, saM not a 
Avord to Gerald, and, taking a well 
woni Billie in his hand, flung himself 
on a bench, and soon seemed lost, in. 
serious devotion. Once, in truth, Ge¬ 
rald fancied that ho raised his eye to 
scan him, as if with scorn, and then 
indeed lie first remarked that May- 
Avood tAvisted betAveen his fingers a 
rose. For a moment his aversion to 
the young soldier as an enemy to be 
<lrea(l(*d for his father's sake, was ab¬ 
sorbed in liis hatred to him as a sus¬ 
pected .rival. That rose? how had 
he obtained it? Could Mildred bo so 
base as to cncourage||^c handsome 
young enthusiast, Avho, in spite of his 
gloomy character, had evidently, to 
Gerald’s jealous eye, shoAvn himself 
feelingly alive to the atti*action of 
pretty MistressMildred's charms? For 
a moment the feelings of jealousy so 
completely overpoAvered all others, 
that he started forward to challenge 
the young man to account for the 
jiosscssioii of that 4 ’pse. But again 
the thoughts of his father came across 
liim. Such a challenge must neces¬ 
sarily inA'ohve him in a quarrel—a 
quarrel Avould bo followed by an aiTest 
fur breach of discipline—a confine¬ 
ment of some hours, during Avliich, heu 
who might have aided Jiis father’^ 
escape, might perhaps have left him 
to perish; and swallowuijL with an 
effort all the bitter feclinfr that al¬ 
most choked 1dm—he again turned 
aAvay and sought his hard couch. 

Sleep he could not; or if he dozed, 
the conflicting feelings of doubt, ap¬ 
prehension for his father, and bmning 
jealousy, still flitted through his mind 
like a troubled and tonnenting night¬ 
mare ; and the next day Grerald arose 
with the earliest dawn, in a state of 
mind the uneasiness of which,sepmed 
intolerable. 

The morning broke—the day ad¬ 
vanced— and as no new measures 
seemed to be taken with respect to 
the prisoner, Gerald’s mind began 

2 Q. 
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by* degrees to be relieved from its 
trembUng apprebensions as to the 
discovery of the packet; ©ageriy did 
he await the hour of his own guard, 
which, in the course of the morning, 
was announced to him to bo at noon, 
and an usual in the small inner court. 
His heart beat with impatience to see 
whether the secret communication 
still remined in its hiding-place, and 
to facUinite, if possible, the means of 
its falling into his father's hands. 

At length the hour arrived—Ac¬ 
companied by the coiporal and the 
other soldiers of the guard, ho was 
taken to relieve his predecessor on 
the post, and after an interchange of 
the usual formalities, was left alone. 
His drst impulse was to oKaminc the 
bush into which, on the previous 
evening, had been flung the pheket. 
After looking carefully around him, 
and, in spite of the absorbing thought 
which now occupied his attention, 
casting one^pincc, accompanied by 
a troubled sigh, upon Mildred’s win¬ 
dow, he approached the wall. Be¬ 
fore, however, he could put aside tlie 
leaves, several heavy steps resounded 
throhgh the vaulted passage, and Ge¬ 
rald drew back from the wall with all 
the seeming unconcern ho could as-" 
Bume. 

The peraons who entered the court 
were the commander, Lazarus Seaman 
himself, and three soldiers. With a 
gi’ave salute, and a few wrds to Go- 
raid, the colonel gave directions that 
the heavy gate of the prison tower 
should be opened, and motioning to 
^one of the soldiers who accompa¬ 
nied him to remain behind, he enter¬ 
ed tiie tower with the two others, 
and wasJjumediately heard mounting 
the winJmg stair leading to the room 
above, in which the prisoner was con¬ 
fined. 

Again did Gerald’s heart beat thick 
with apprehension. What could be 
the purpose of this visit of the go¬ 
vernor to his prisoner? Had a report 
of the previous evening been the cause 
of this fresh examination? Did it re¬ 
sult from the discovery of the secret 
packet ? Gerald trembled—a mo- 
ment’e search among those bushes 
would coii’pinc© him of the reality or 
vanity of his agonizing fears, and yet 
he did not dare to stir a step to solve 
Ida doubts. The eye of the other sol¬ 


dier was upon him. He listened with 
straining eoi'S to ca^ch the faintest 
sound that came from the tower, as if 
it had been possible for him to hear 
what passed iu the chamber of the 
prisoner; striving, at the same time, 
to master all expression of his feel¬ 
ings, lest his secret should be read 
upon his brow by the very anxiety 
to conceal it. Useless effort; for tlie 
soldier who remained beliiud paid little 
heed to Jiim, and would have been 
totally unable to comprehend his mo¬ 
tives for uneasiness, had even its ex¬ 
pression been visible. 

At length the steps of the governor 
and his party were beard descending 
the stairs of the tower. As they 
emerged into the court, Gerald started 
with a fresh burst of uncontrollable 
agitation. The old cavalier followed 
the Roundhead colonel. With a few 
more words to signify to liis prisoner 
that the time allotted to him to take 
the air in that court was but short, 
Lazarus Seaman again retired. 

The soldier, already mentioned, re¬ 
mained behind as a sort of extra sen¬ 
tinel, or watch, to prevent all possibi¬ 
lity of escape, during the time t!ie 
prisoner was permitted to promenade 
the open space. 

Gerald was in the presence of his 
father! 

With wliat overpowering emotion 
did he now long to throw himself into 
those arms, and bo pressed to his fa¬ 
ther’s heart I And yet the utmost 
caution was necessary. A^rord might 
deprive him of all power to assist the 
prisoner in his projected escape. It 
was with the utmost difficulty that Ini 
restrained his feelings, and watched 
the noble form of the old cavalier as 
he paced slowly and sadly up and 
down the court. 

That, then, was his father I 

The dark mourning habit which 
Lord Clynton wore in imitation of 
many of the Royalist party, after the 
execution of their unfortunate master, 
although soikd.^and tom, gavo him an 
air of dignity in spite of its look of 
sfldncfss; and the long grizzled beard, 
which had evidently remained un- 
trimmed, having been left probably 
to grow uncultured as a sign of sor¬ 
row, bestowed upon him an imposing 
expression, in spite of Us niglected 
state. 
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Althoi^gb wt down and worn out^ 
by disappointment and vexation, 
^tbero was evidently a feverish and 
testy impatience in the old man’s 
manner, which was perhaps a symp¬ 
tom of the family temperament; and 
Gerald observed that from timo to 
time he looked sharply at both the 
sentinels, and then cast a furtive 
glance at the clump of bushes near the 
wall. The packet then was supposed 
by the prisoner to be still there *, but 
yet uneasiness and doubt were visible 
in his Iiasty looks. In reflecting upon 
the position of the barred window of 
the prisoner’s chamber, Gerald re-* 
inembcred that its tenant might have 
witnessed the approach of the sup¬ 
posed flsherman, and divined his mo¬ 
tive, without being able to see what 
had passed near the bushes them- 
fielves. 

Xlio old man wa^ consequently still 
doubtful as to the safety of the com¬ 
munication which was to’be the key 
to his escape, and even more anxious 
as to the means by which he might 
reach it. Gerald watched with pal¬ 
pitating heart, how, in Ins prome¬ 
nade, the old cavalier ai)proached 
nearer and nearer, as if unconsciously, 
the parapet wall. Had he been alone, 
all, he said to himself, w'ould have 
been well; but there was another 
witness to observe the prisoner’s ac¬ 
tions. Gerald in his tunf also scru¬ 
tinized the comrade of his watch, and 
turned dw* in Ids luiiid schemes to 
elude his vigilance. 

The man employed upon the extra 
duty of this watch was well known 
to him by sight and reputation. Ho 
wag said to Jiave been originally of 
Dutch extraction ; and certainly there 
was mucJi in bis Ijcavy features, sleepy 
eyes, and pldcginatic temperament, 
which seemed to attest the truth of 
such a supposition — a supposition 
which was still more borne out by the 
report that lie owned the euphonious 
appellatiou of Gideon Van Guae. This, 
however, was but vague hearsay; for, 
in imitation of the fantastic habit of 
some of the fanatics of the time, 
Gideon had adopted a pious cogno¬ 
men, the softness of winch he perhaps 
fancied to accord well with his own 
placable and quiet disposition. He 
went by the name of GodlaiSb Gideon, 
except upon those occasions when 


some of the more wicked of his com¬ 
rades took advantage of certain drowsy 
and somniferous points in his indolent 
character, to bestow upon him the 
nickname of Go-^-bed Godlamb. 

As Gerald cast his scrutinizing look 
upon him, Master Go-to-bed God- 
lamb was standing planted against a 
wall, in the full warmth of an autumnal 
sun, perched upon one leg, according 
to a jiabit which he seemed to have 
inherited, by a sort of instinct, from 
the cranes of the country of his fathers, 
and which he was generally observed 
to adopt when in a more than usually 
drowsy disposition. His other leg 
was twisted round its brother, in 
somewhat• incomprehensible fashion. 
But in spite of this supposed indica¬ 
tion of drowsiness, Gideon’s light eyes 
stared out from under his preposte¬ 
rously liigU steeple hat with unusual 
wakefulness and rotundity, and gave 
to his not veiw exprflbaive physiog¬ 
nomy the appearance- of that of an 
owl. 

Gerald thanked the good fortune 
that had sent him, at sucli a moment, 
a comrade of so drowsy and 'phleg¬ 
matic a nature. But it was in vain 
that he watched for some further in¬ 
dications of the usual results of Go- 
to-bed Godlamb’s pious meditations. 
The eyes would still preserve a most 
provoking rotundity; nay, more, they 
appeared ^H^crmincd, out of the most 
obstinatc^irit of opposition, to as¬ 
sume at that moment a liveliness they 
never had been known to assume be¬ 
fore, since they had opened on the 
light of day. 

The old cavalier still paced the 
court, but nearer to the buslies than 
before. Impatient, also, \t the loss 
of the precious*moments us they hur¬ 
ried by, Gerald approached his com¬ 
rade. 

“ You seem weary, friend,” he 
said. # 

“ Yea, verily," answered Godlamb 
Gideon through his nose. “ My soul 
is weaiy with long watching; but if 
the flesh be weak, the spirit is still 
strong.” 

“ Give way, comrade, give way,” 
insinuated Gerald ; ‘‘ I will keep 
watch for both, and none shall be the 
wiser.” 

Nay, but the labourer is worthy 
of his hire," snorted Gideon with 
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much unction. “ Odds pittikins, man,” 
he blurted out immediately after¬ 
wards, iu another and more natural 
tone, “ Wuld you have me in arrest 
again for sleeping on my post ? 
That is tosay,” continued the Puri¬ 
tan soldiei', casting up his eyes, and 
again resuming his canting whine, 

“ verily and of a truth the hand of 
the scourgcr has been heavy upon 
me; the unjust have prevailed against 
me; but 1 will watch, that 1 fall not 
again into their toils.” 

Gerald turned away with impatient 
vexation. At that moment the old 
cavalier, who had taken advantage of 
the few words passing between the 
two sentinels, to approach 41ie bushes 
unobserved, was bending down to 
possess himself of the packet. As 
Gerald turned he again drew back, 
his purpose unfalhlled. 

Standing with his back to the other 
sentinel, Gerald now made a sign to 
the old man, with his finger placed 
upon his lips, to say not a word, but 
to repose his confidence in him. The 
prisoner started with surprise, and 
looked at the young soldier with a 
mixture of hope and doubt. Before 
making any further demonstration, 
Gerald again turned in his walk, to 
assure himself that Gideon observed 
nothing of this iuterchange of looks 
with the prisoner, and then again 
taming his back to hiqgtolaced his 
band upon his heart wirn a look of 
fei’voiir and Vuth, which would have 
Keen alone sufficient to inspire confi¬ 
dence in the old cavalier, and passing 
as near him as he could with prudence, 
murmured in a low tone, “Trust to 
me!” The old man again started| 
but there was more of pleasurable 
surprise, and less of dbiibt, in his ex¬ 
pression, Gerald’s heart beat wildly, 
as his father’s eye beamed upon him 
for the first time with kindly and 
grateful filing. 

The young soldier again looked at 
his comrade. Gideon’s eyes were now 
beginning .to close, In the excess of 
his fervour over the pi^s page. Walk¬ 
ing quietly to the protecting bushes, 
Gorflid bent over the parapet as if to 
look into the stream, and plunging 
his arm at tlic same time into thg 
leaves, felt for the packet. After a 
moment’s fear and doubt, he touched 
it—he drew it forth. By a move-’' 


ment of his head, he s%w the old man 
watching him with increasing agita¬ 
tion but, giving him another look to 
rc-aasure him, Gerald rose from his 
posture, and was about to conceal the 
packet in his bandoleer, when it slip¬ 
ped from his fingers and fell to the 
ground. At the noise of the fall, 
Gideon’s eyes again opened, and were 
lifted up with owl-like sagacity of ex¬ 
pression. Gerald’s foot was already 
. upon the packet. Neither he nor the 
old cavalier dared to interchange a 
look. Gideon’s eyes said, as plainly 
as eyes could speak, that they were 
not asleep, and had not been asleep, 
and never intended to go to sleep— 
in fact, wove Avonderfully wakeful. 
Aware* that he could not remain 
motionless upon the spot where ho 
stood, under the full stare of Gideon’s 
eyes, Gerald let fall his musket, as if 
by accident, and then kneeling with 
his back to his fellow-sentinel, con¬ 
trived adroitly to raise the packet at 
|hc same time with his musket, and 
to conceal it upon his person. The 
prisoner was following his movements 
with anxious cagenaess. 

Possessed of the pi'ecious document, 
Gerald now felt the impossibility of 
giving it into his father’s hands, as 
long as the eyes of Godlamb Gideon 
were upon them. There appeared to 
him to "be but one i)racticable manner 
of conveying the desired intelligence 
contained within it to the Jirisoner— 
namely, by examining flnsclf the 
contents, iu such a manner as not to 
excite Uic suspicions of his comrade, 
and then communicating them in low 
,and broken sentences to his father. 

Placed in such a position as not to 
be observed by Gideon, he took the 
packet from his bosom, and making 
the movement of breaking the fasten¬ 
ing, looked imploringly at the old 
cavalier. The old man comprehended 
the glance, hesitated for a moment 
with a look of doubt, and then, clear¬ 
ing his brow with an expression of 
resolution, as if there were no other 
means, nodded his head stealthily to 
the young soldier, and moving to one 
of the stone benches fixed against the 
.walls of the court, the furthest re¬ 
moved from the spot where Gideon 
stood, fiang himself down upon it, 
and with^is face buried between his 
hands, seemed absorbed in thought. 



1845.1 The Midnight Watch, 437 


From one of the capacious pockets 
of his full hose, Gerald now produced 
a book—it was the Bible; for it was 
the fashion of the times among the 
Pmitanical party to carry the holy 
book about the person. With a short 
humble prayer that he might not be 
thought to desecrate the sacr^ volume 

applying it to a purpose of con¬ 
cealment for his father’s sake, ho 
placed upon its open pages the letter, 
which formed the only contents of the 
packet, after having tirst torn away 
and concealed, unobserved, the en¬ 
velope, and then resumed his mono¬ 
tonous pacing up and down the court. 

Gideon observed his comrade’s 
seeming devotion, and appearing de¬ 
termined to outrival him in excess of 
zeal, applied liimself more sedulously 
than ever to his book. 

“ Your friends are on the alert—a 
lugger lies off the coast ready for your 
escape,” said Gojald in a low tone to 
the old cavalier, as he passed as near 
to him in his walk as discretion woifld 
permit. 

Such was the sense of the com- 
nieuceincnt of the communication. 
The old man made a gentle inelina- 
fion of his liead, to show that he un¬ 
derstood him, without raising it from 
between his hands. The young sol¬ 
dier looked at Gideon; (lidcon had 
shifted his legs, and perched himself 
in an attitude bearing a more direct re¬ 
semblance to that of a reposing crane 
than ev^;, Gerald again cast his 
eyes upon* his open book— 

“ All is prepared for lu-night,” lie 
continued to mutter, as life again slow¬ 
ly passed tbe seat of the jirisoiicr. 
“ Ilave the bars of your Aviadow been 
cut by the file already conveyed to 
you?” • 

The old man again bowed his head 
with an affirmative movement. 

AsGcrald turned once move, Go-f o- 
bed Godlamb was nodding his head 
over his book, as if in very enthusi¬ 
astic approval* of its contents, but un¬ 
fortunately with so much energy— 
that he jerked it up again into an up¬ 
right posture—and immediately began 
staring straight before him with gi*cat 
vehemence. 

Gerald bit his lips with vexation, 
and continued his walk. His t^yes 
were seemingly employed upon the 
page before him— 


“ A boat will be^rought Avithout 
noise under the wallWit twelve this 
night," continued the anxious sou, 
repassing his father, where he sat. 
“ Yon must descend from your win¬ 
dow ^^our bed-clothes.” *• 

Geilfi resumed bis Avalk, Gideon 
Avas Avinking and blinking with much 
energy— 

“ The only difficulty is to elude the 
vigilance of the sentinel who shall 
have the midnight watch ”—muttered 
Gerald, as he again came back past 
the prisoner. 

Tlie old man raised liis head, and 
looked at him anxiously. 

Gideon was again nodding, but Avith 
a lesser degree of enthusiasm, as Ge¬ 
rald turned himself that Avay. The 
young man quickened his step, and 
was soon once more by his father’s 
side— ^ 

“ Every means that lie in my poAver 
shall be employed to favour your 
escape,”,Avhispered Gerald, Avithmuch 
emotion. 

The prisoner gave 1dm an enquiring 
glance, as if to ask his meamng—Ge¬ 
rald looked round—GodlamlxAvas noAV 
snoring, after the fashion of a well- 
known farm-yard animal—not th j one 
Avhose name he bore. 

“ God grant,” continued the young 
man in much agitation, “ that the lot 
fall to me to be the sentry on that 
Avateb—then all Avere well!” 

“ And pho arc you, young man,” 
said the caA'alier, “ Avho thus inte¬ 
rest youFiself so warml}^ in my fate ? ” 

(jci'ahl could no longer command 
his feelings. 4[e flung Idmself at the 
old man’s feet. 

“Father!" he exclaimed in smo¬ 
thered accents, “ give me thy bless- 
iug." 

“Your fatfler! I!” cried the old 
cavalier; “ you my son I you Gerald 
Clynton! no—no—Gerald Lyle, I 
shoiAld have said. Tell me not so.” 

“ I am your soji Gerald—Gerald 
Clynton—Oh, call me by that name! ” 
exclaimed the kneeling young man 
in a choked A oicc'; for the tears were 
starting into his eyes. 

“ Thou art no son of mine. I knoAv 
thee not! Leave mo ! ” said Lprd 
Clynton, springing from his seat in 
bitter anger. < 

Go-to-bedGodlamb stirred uneasily 
upon his post. Otvald rose quickly 
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from his knses, trenibliii| with agita- 
' tlon; for in^spite of the violence of his 
emotion, he had sufficient presence of 
mind to look cautiously round at his 
Sleeping comrade. Gideon’s eyes were 
still closed over his book, in that pro¬ 
found mystery of devotion which was 
one of his most remarkable traits. 

“My father!’* cried Gerald im*,, 
ploringiy to the old man, who now 
stood. looking towards him with a 
harsh and stubborn expression of 
countenance, although the workingu 
of emotion were faintly perceptible in 
the lineaments of his face. 

Lord Clyntoii waved him impa¬ 
tiently away, and turned aside his 
head. 

“ Oh; repulse me not, my father !*’ 
cried Gerald with imploring looks.. 
“ AYhy am I still the proscribed sou 
#of your affections? What have I 
done, to be thus driven from your 
arms? Ami still—though innocent 
of all wrong—to pay so cruel a pe¬ 
nalty for my unhappy birth 

“ Allude not to your mother!*’ ex¬ 
claimed the old man passionately. 
“ Defiiei^ot her memory even by" a 
thought, base boy I Were she living 
still, the also would rofuse to acknow • 
ledge her degenerate son.” 

“ Great God I what have I done to 
merit this ? ” said the unhappy sort, 
forgetting, in the agitation of his mind, 
the strict principles of the Puritanical 
party, which forbade as sinful this 
adjuration of the Deity—“ I thought 
to save you, my father, from your 
cruel situation—I thought to aid your 
flight.” * 

“ Say rather,” said the excited 
cavalier, giving way to his^^ot un¬ 
reasonable temper, “ to trample on 
the prisoner—to scofit him, and 
triumph over him—to dijlver uim up 
to his enemies. What have I else to 
expect from the degenerate rebel to 
the religion of his fathers, his country, 
and his^king. Go, boy—^go, play the 
patriot at thy easer-reverse the tale 
of the Roman Brutus—and denounee 
thy father to the block! ” 

“ Unjust! unkind!’’ said the young 
man, struggling with his tears,sWhich 
now l^gan to give place to feelings of 
indignation in him also. But you 
have ^er been so. You have driven 
me, ail Innocent babe, fron%yonr affec¬ 
tions ana your sight; and when now, 


first afteHong yckri, I beg a father’s 
blessing-^stfetch forth my arm to earti 
a father’s*thanks—^ou spurrt mo from 
your feet, and heap unmerited obloquy 
upon my head.” 

“ Unmerited! ” echoed Lord Clyn- 
ton. “ Po you Ibltget your disobe¬ 
dience? or do the convenient tenets 
^ of your h 3 'pocritical party permit you 
' to erase the fifth commandment from 
the dccalognc, and teach you that the 
'honouring cjf your father is an idle 
observauco, ndt to be weighed in the 
balance against the cause of the God 
of Israel and his people—so goes the 
phrase—does it not 

“ I understand you not,” said Ge¬ 
rald. “ In what have I refused to 
honour my father ? whose face I see 
for the first time to-day—at least 
since 1 liavc tliought and memory.” 

“ In what ?” exclaimed his father, 
with a bitter laugh, “ said I not so ? 
Honour and dishonour iire in your 
nCw-fanglcd vocabulary but vain 
words, that you understand no longer. 
In what? if I, tliy father—since to 
my shame I must be so—if I have 
been led by my overwludming grief 
for that angel, who has long been at 
rest, to ti'cat thee with wrong in thy 
childhood, my conscience has no long¬ 
er a reproach to offer me; for my son 
has in return treated njo Mutfi the bit- 
, terest scorn, and refused to come to 
* those loving arms, which at last open¬ 
ed to receive him. In what ? I have 
appealed to thee with the strongest 
appeal of a father’s heart to Join me 
in the true and joint cause of mur¬ 
dered royalty, and I find thee even 
now before me, with arms in thy 
hands, to aid the sacrilegious traitors 
to their king—may b^o turn them 
with parricidal arm against thy fa¬ 
ther.” 

“ Again I understand you not,” 
repeated Gerald, gazing wistfully in 
his face. “ Oh speak, explain—my 
father—this is a mystery to me I" 

“ Not understand me! ” echoed Lord 
Clynton with scorn—“ convenient 
phrase! convenient memory ! You 
understood not perhaps those letters 
I addressed you, those letters in which 
I implored you to forget the past, 
and offered you a loving welcome to 
my heart. But you could dictate a 
letter to your uncle, in which you 
could upbraid me for my past unkind- 
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uess, and refuse to return. You un¬ 
derstood not my urgent appeal to you 
tp join the cause of truth and loyalty, 
and fight by your fathei*’s side. But 
you could dictate a second answer, 
worded with cold contempt, in which 
you could assert your rebellions right 
—degenerate boy!—to follow those 
principles you dared to my face to 
(jnalily as those of justice and reli-* 
gion.” 

‘‘Letters!” repeated Gerald, as¬ 
tounded. “ An appeal! I know of 
none—until my uncle’s death I scarcc- 
!}'■ was aware I had a father to whom 
I owed a duty—I never heard that 
lie followed another cause, but that 
which I was taught to believe the 
right.” 

” No letters! No appeal!” said 
his father, half in scornful misffiisfe, 
half in doubt, 

“ None—I protest to you, niy fa¬ 
ther,” replied the agitated youth. 

“ Now—but only now—can I con¬ 
strue rightly the words my uncle ut¬ 
tered otf his deathbed, Avhich spoke 
of wrong he had done me and you.” 

“ Can I believe all this?” said the 
passionate old cavalier, now evidently 
wavering in his wrath. 

“ AsGodlives,”saidGcrald; “ that 
God whom I perhaps olFeiul, that I' 
thus call upon his name—that God who 
has said, ‘ Swear not at all.’” The 
old cavalier shi’ugged his shoulders at 
this evidence of the Puritanical edu¬ 
cation of his son. “ I swear to you, 
that 1 know nothing of those matters.” 

Lord Cl 3 mton was evidently moved, 
although the rebellious spirit within 
still resisted the more affcctionato 
promptings of his heart— 

“ Father, prov(i me,” cried Gerald 
imploringly. “Let me live hence¬ 
forth to serve you—let me die for you, 
if needs must be—let me save you 
from this prison—let me cairn thy 


blossing^tbat blessing, which is my 
dearest treasure upon earth.” 

Gerald again bent down at the, old 
man’s feet. Lord Clynton still strug¬ 
gled with his feelings. There was 
still a cont;est in his heart between 
long-cherished anger, and newly* 
awakened confidence. Before either 
could again speak, the trampling of 
feet was once more heaid along the 
vaulted passage. The agitated son 
rose quickly to his feet, and strove to 
r<^prcss his emotiou. His father ga^o 
liim one look ; and that look he folld-^ 
ly construed into a look of kindness^ 
In another moment the colonel en¬ 
tered the court, followed by two sol¬ 
diers. 

Gideon’spoisedlegfelltothegromid} 
his eyes opened and stared out won¬ 
derfully. That troubled stare told, 
as if the eyes had had a tongue, that 
Go-to-bed Godlamb had 1 een sleep¬ 
ing soundly on his post. , Fortunately 
for the somnolent soldiei*, the sharp 
looks of Lazarus Seaman were not 
bent in his du'cAion. 

With a formal bow to his prisoner, 
Colonel Seaman informed him that 
the time allotted to him for exercise 
in the open air w^as past. With an¬ 
other formal inclination of the head, 
the old cavalier bowed to his jailer, 
and turned to mount the tower stair. 
He exchanged not another looh with 
his son : but as he tnnied away, Ge¬ 
rald tried to read in his face a milder 
feeling. 

“ 1 will save him, or I will die!” 
muttered Gerald to himself, as the 
party dis^jpeared under the tower 
gateway. “ I will force him to grant 
me that blessing he has refused me—I 
will earn it well; ” and he determined 
in his mind that^ come what might, he 
would find means to be appointed to 
the midnight watch. 


y Chapteh III. 

** Triftes lliflit as liir 
Avo, to the jealous, conflrtoation strong, 

As> proofs of holy writ.** 

^ Oihfllo. 

** Honost soldier, 

WJio linth relieved you ?— 

Bernardo hath my place.” 

Hamlcf, 

Left alone npon his post in tho mind -what could best be done for hii 
inner court, Gerald revolved in his father, Every thing was already in 
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^ the prisioner’s escape, r nicer of jealousy, soothed the pain 

the 6ncce$8 er failure of the whole' and closid the wound—at least for 
'^^tetpriae timed solely upon the con- 
- nlvaJice or opposition of the sentinel 
' ,upon duty at the hour when the escape 
to be effected.' Gerald did* not 
doubt, however, that, should he him 


the time. But during his long watch 
Gerald looked at that well-known 
window in vain. There was not a 
symptom of the fair girl’s presence in 
her chamber, and Gerald’s fertile ima- 


self not have the^ ^od fortune to be* gination—the true imagination of the 
chosen for the midnight watch, he* jealous loven#—suggested to him a 

tiiousantt doubts 

truth, ingeniously in^^nted 
tures, weapons forgea**to bo turned 
against himself—all m(?rc vague con- 


would not find mftoh difficulty in per¬ 
suading the comrade to whotn It should 
fall, to exchange it with him for a more 
commodious hour. He felt that there 
could bo none who would not gladl}^ jectures, but assuming in his eyes all 
accept his oflFer, and thus be left to en- the solidity and reality of truth. If 


joy'their night’s rest, instead of endu¬ 
ring the fatigues of a tedious night 
watch. Of his own safety, of the dis-‘ 
honour, the punishment that awaited 
him for abetting in the escape of a pri¬ 
soner of such importance, he thought 
not a moment. All such considerations 
were lost in his hopes of rescuing his 
father. But ^till, in the vague uncer¬ 
tainty that hung over the events of 
that important night, in the impatience 
of bis mind to arrivd^quickly at that 
awful hour—that hour nvhich was to 
decide so much joy or misery for him— 

Gerald scarcely knew how to conceal 
his feverish agitation. lie was aware, 
however, how necessary it was to 

avoid" betraying any feelings that * whispered in her car to ask her when 


she were not in her chamber, he ar¬ 
gued, where could slie be ? Perhaps 
with her father: and her father was 
dictating a despatcfi’ to tliat Mark 
Ma^^ood^who served him sometimes 
as secretary; and Mildred was ga¬ 
zing on him with pleasure; and he 
was raising his eyes from time to 
time to hers—or perhaps ^0 w'as 
in the other gardens or aliey^about 
the house, and that Maywood was 
following her at a distance,*not un¬ 
observed ; or perhaps she passed close 
by him, and he inutterc^ woitds of 
admiration or even of love, attfisho 
then listened with complacdl^; or 
perhaps the handsome ytmngwecruit 


might excite the least suspicion ; and 
ho d^ rmlued to appear as cold and 
asvpP^ncei'ned as possible. 

’Kere wfis another also, althongh 
at tills moment a secondary torment, 
which added to his trouble of mind. 
He was unable to disengage his 
thoughts entirely from those feelings 
of bitter and scorching jealousy, which 
various little indications of coquetry, 
displayed by the evidently coqqet- 
tish little Puritan d^^mscl, and cer¬ 
tain marks of desire to seek her jirc- 
sence, and parade under her window, 
evinced by the hated Maywood, had 
planted in his heart—and in a jealous 
and impatient temperament like Ge¬ 
rald’s, such seed, once sown, quickly 
grew up with rank luxuriance, and 
spread on every side, imbibing suste¬ 
nance from every element that ap- 


hc could sec her pretty face again; ■ 
and she smiled on him aittl said, that 
when his watch should be beneath her 
window she would come. Madness ! 
Gerald would pursue his vision no 
further. But although the clouds of 
the vision rolled-away, they left a dark 
chilling mfst of susjiicion upon his 
mind that he could not, pcfhaps did 
not strive to, shake off. 

Relieved from his guard, Gerald 
returned to tlie guard-room—his mind 
in that agony of suspense and dread 
respecting his father, the disquietudes 
of which his jealous doubts scarcely 
diverted for a moment, and only ren¬ 
dered more hard to bear. On his way 
he again passed the detested May- 
wood. As he approached he evidently 
saw the young soldier crumple in 
his hand a paper he was ^eliding, and 


proAched it, living, in leant of better hide it hastily about him. This was 
nourishment, upon the very air itself, no fancy, he repeated to himself; this 


Feriiws the sight of Mistress Mil- 
difjd lor a moment at her window, a 
passing word, or merely a kind smile, 
might hare poured balm, upon the 


was reality. He had seen the look of 
confusion and trouble upon Maywood’s 
face, the haste with which he hid thft 
paper at his approach. Therc^Svks no 
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lodger any doubt. His hated rival was of thrf most ea$y of thp Avhole triSd^ ' 
in correspondence already with his to deal with/ Imd lazy, phlegni^ic, 


faithless mistress; and the contents of 
that written paper, what could they be, 
if not an acquiescence in some demand, 
a rendezvous granted, a meeting at 
her window? With*^ragc in his heart, 
Gerald again longed to spring upon 
his rival and tear that paper from his 
bosom. But again prudence prevailed 


somnolent Godlamb Gideon, ]^e whose 
very nickname wa^ hn augilry and a 
warrant of success, 'the wight' yclept 
GO‘to-bed GodlanaK 
After Waiting till tKe assembled 
soldiers had dispersed,' and' a proper 
time had elapsed before seeking Gi¬ 
deon, Gerald agaiif\etumed to the 


over passion. He felt that the life of outer court befeue the house, where 


his father depended upon his caution 
—his father—his father, whom lie 
alone perhaps could save, whose 
blessing was to be his recompense. 
Swearing to tear for ever from his 
heart the vain, coquettish, heartless 
girl upon whom his affections had been 
so indisposed—for thus, in his passion, 
he qjialitied his lady-love—he crushed 
down within him the violence of his 


he knew it was the habit of the in¬ 
dolent soldier to bask and doze^upon 
a certain sheltered bench, in the last 
rays of the setting sun, absorbed, he 
himself would declare, in his devo¬ 
tions, And tfiere, in truthi he found 
the man he sought. But, confusion! 
there was nuother by his side, and 
that other was the man who, ainoug 
all, lie would have the most avoided. 


angry feelings, aud determined to dc- lU was Mark Maywood. lie stood 


fer his revenge, defer it only, until 
those few hours should be passed, 
those hours which should witness his 
father’s escape and ensure his father’s 
safety—and then die willingly, if si|ch 
should chance to be his fate, in secu¬ 
ring his vengeance. Strange mixture 
of noble feelings and base passions ! 
Where were now the stern, strictly 
religious principles of Ids uncle and 
instructor ? The fierco nature of his 
hot blood prevailed for the time over 
the better culture of his education. 

At length the hour arrived wlicn 
the soldiers were mustered in the 
outer coui't, before the front of the 
mansion, aud the names of those 
called over who were appointed to 
the different watches of the night. 
How anxiously aud eagerly did Ge¬ 
rald’s heart beat as the midnight 
watch in the tower-court was named I 
Was it by a gracious and happy 
chance upon Iiimself that the lot 
would fall ? The name was pronoun¬ 
ced. It was not his own. The sen¬ 


by the side of Gideon’s reclining form, 
and was speaking with much earnest¬ 
ness to the phlegmatic soldier, whose 
widely-opened eyes seemed to express 
more animation than of wont. No 
time, however, was to be lost. The. 
night was approaching, and it was 
necessary to come at once to an ar¬ 
rangement with the allotted sentinel 
of the midnight watch. 

Overcoming his repugnance, and 
fully detemined to act "with caution, 
Gerald assumed an air of un^pceni, 
and sauntered to the spot sat 

Godlamb Gideon. After^Bctiug 
sulkily the haudsOmc young recruit, 
to whopi Gerald’s presence seemed in 
uowise pleasing, he commenced with 
affected indifference his attack upon 
tlic heavy soldier. 

“ You arc ever zealous, friend, in 
the good work,” he said. 

“ Yea, aiid^f a truth these crumbs 
of comfort lra.ve a blessed arid plea¬ 
sant savour in my nostrils,” replied 
Godlamb Gideon, pressing his book 


tinel appointed to this post, the man 
upon whom depended the destiny of 
his fatlier, was another. But still, in 
spite of the first pang of diiiilppoint- 
ment—for disappointment would arise 
within him, although the chances had 
been so ^eatly against him—hope 
again revived in his heart. The sen¬ 
tinel whose post he coveted, whom 
he had to seduce into an exchange, 
whose watch lie was to contrive to 
take from him as a favour, w^as one 


between his hands, turning up the 
whites of his eyes, and snuffing 
through his nose, as though that 
member were stuffed up by th6 plea¬ 
sant savour of which he spoke. 

“ But have a care that your zeal 
be not overmuch,” continued Gerald, 
“ and that you faint not by the way 
from the heaviness of your burden. 
Mcthinka your cheek is already jmlc 
from exceeding watching and pray¬ 
er,” 
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** Verily I have fought the good 
fight) and 1 have run the j^od race, 
and peradventure the flesh faileth 
toe,” snorted the Puritan soldier. 

“ Your allotted post, then, falls 
heavy upon you,” said Gerald, with 
an air of kind concern, “ for you 
have tiie midnight watch, methinks. 
Indeed, I pity you, my good friend. 
Hear me. I will perform the duties 
of your part, and you shall rest this 
night from your labours; my mind is 
troubled, and I heed not the watching 
through the night. You will rise 
from your couch ready for' now out¬ 
pourings of spiritual thought, and re- 
- freshed ”- 

“ a giant refreshed with wine,” 
interrupted Gideon with another 
snort: “yea, and so shall it be.” 
Gerald’s heart beat at what ho con¬ 
sidered an acceptance of his j)ropos»l; 
but Godlamb Gideon continued— 
“ Thon art kind, and 1 thank thee no' 
less that I refuse thy offer. Verily 
it would seem to be a gracious and 
an especW vouchsafing in my favour. 
For, behbln, anotlicr hath released me 
from my task.” 

“Another!” cried Gerald with a 
tone of consternation that overcame 
his caution. 

■“Yea, this good youth hath prof- 
fered tov relieve mo of my heavy bur- 
dcn.’^ll^eon pointed to Mark May- 

wod^^B 

Genm started with angrj^ surprise.' 
Maywood bit Ijis lip, and turned his 
Jiead aside. « 

“ lie has taken thy post I ” said Ge¬ 
rald cliokiug witli r«age. 

Gidedn nodded his heavy Jiead. 

The blood boiled in Gerald’s veins 
and rushed into hfs cheek. He felt 
for a moment nearly suffocated with 
the violence of his passio^n. Since the 
young recruit had been anxions to 
obtain Gideon’s weary posti there 
coijld be 110 doubt what was his pur¬ 
pose. There, and in the silence of 
the night, he would be able, under 
Mildred’s window, to pour into her 
ear those words of love which he 
dared nol openly profess. It was true, 
then, that Mildred bad bid him try to 
obtain the post of sentinel in the inner 
cojjrt, That was their hour of rendez** 
vons. FoHous jealousy, joined to rage 
at losing that post, on which his fa¬ 
ther’s wholefate depended, contributed 


to torture his mind. fTot only would 
his detested rival find a favourable 
opportunity of holdingxoavofae with 
that faithless girl, but he would be 
there to prevent his father’s escape— 
ho, of all others—^hc, that fierce and 
violent Hepublican, that determined 
enemy of all adlierents to the royal 
cause. If the vision of Maywood in- 
terclianging soft words with Mildred 
at her window tormented the unhappy 
lover, far more agonizing were the 
feelings that represented to him the 
stern young sentinel raising his mus¬ 
ket upon his sliouldcr to an^est the 
escape of the old man—shooting him, 
perhaps, in his descent from tiie tower- 
window—bringing him bleeding to the 
earth. Uort’or I Convulsed with these 
accumulated feelings, he stood for a 
time specclilcss, struggling with his 
passions. When he looked again upon 
Maywood’s face, tiiat hated indivi- 
dual's eyes w^ere bent on him with a 
stern but enquiring glance, and in 
evident discomposure. This very look 
Avas sufficient f^o confirm all the young 
lover’s suspicions, and it was with the 
greatest difficulty that he could con¬ 
trol Ills passion. Ho mastered him¬ 
self, however, sufficiently to meet the 
glance of Maywood without giving 
vent to ills wrath, and, turning to 
Gideon, lie called him aside. 

The indolent soldier evidently rose 
Tinwillingly, biTt^ lte followed Gerald 
to a little distance, grumbling some¬ 
thing about aft “ inteiTuptlon to the 
inward outpourings of the spirit." 

“ Hark ye, Master Gideon,” said 
Gerald, wdien they had got to some 
distance from Mark, you must not 
do mg wrong in tliis. I own that my 
request is not wholly disinterested. 
You know that I love our colonel’s 
daughter, that I am affianced to 
Her chamber looks into tiiat com, 
and at midnight ”- 

“Now, out on thee, Master Lyle,” 
drawled-^Glidlainb, with an hypocri¬ 
tical uptoning of his eyes. “ Wouldst 
thou make my watch a pretext for 
ungodly chambering and profane love 
passages?” • ' ' 

“ How flow, Mowl" exclaimed 
the young man iii wrath. “What 
mean you by this insolence ? ” and he 
grasped GideOn’s collar with violence. 
Bat immediately afterwards repent¬ 
ing of his excitement, ho continued 
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with a calm totio although still in sotno 
irritation, “ This is mere fooling, 
Gideon. I know yon as you are—I 
tiiow you to bo a thorough hypo- 
trite.** 

' “ Nay, but of a truth ’*—exclaimed 
the pacific Godlamb very sulkily. 

“ Hear me,” interrupted Gerald. 

“ It is not as you think—that May- 
wood loves her too. He also would 
keep the watcJi at midnight, in the 
hope to see lier at tlio window—by 
chance, man, by chance—no otlier- 
,wise ,* but I would hinder this, and ** 

*‘Nay, but Master Maywood hath 
iny wo3*d,” again began Gideon. 

“Nay, but Master Gideon slept 
whilom upon his post,’* continued 
Gerald, mimicking him. “ And if 
Master Gideon l)c reported to his 
colonel, Master (iideon will have a 
week’s arrest upon bread and water ; 
but Master Gideon may do Avhat lie 
listeth." 

“ For the love of heaven,” ex¬ 
claimed Gideon, forgetting his Puri¬ 
tanical mask in his alarm; “ you 
would not report me, comrade ? 
8’woonds, you would not serve a poor 
follow so scurvy a trick ?” 

“ Upon one condition, then,” re¬ 
plied Gerald. “ Retract your word to 
that mail; give me up your jiost at 
midnight; and I will be as silent as 
the grave.” 

“ Lord have mercy upon us ! Thou 
art as the cruel taskmasters of the 
children of Israel; and thy heaat is 
hardened eA'cn as was Pharaoh’s,” 
whined Godlamb, again resuming his 
canting"tone, “But bo it even as 
thou wilt.” 

Gerald triumphed ; the midnight 
Watch was his; and with it his father’s 
safety and his father’s blessing. 

They returned to the spot where 
Maywood still stood observing them, 
Gideon following in the rear, mutter¬ 
ing something about “the,hand of 
the ungodly being upon him.” 

“Speak, Gideon,” said Gerald as 
they approached, “and thank your 
comrade hero for his kindly proffered 
barter of hours; since it is I who take 
your post, you Avill not need his well- 
meant and disinterested civilities.” 

There was something of a sneer on 
Gerald’s lip as he pronounced these 
words, which probably augmented the 


feelings of anger that Aow evidently 
flushed the usually cold face of May- 
wood and darkened his brow; fof the 
latter appeared to tremble with sup¬ 
pressed passion as he advanced upon 
his rival with the words— 

“ How now, you, Master what’s- 
your-name ? What warrants you to 
interfere thus ill advisedly in ray con¬ 
cerns? If this man has given up to 
me, at the midnight hour, the watch 
over that offshoot of a rotteir and 
corrupted .stem of tyranny, is it for 
you to stand between me and my 
purpose ? ” 

“ Your puvpo.se i.s donbtles.s of the 
best, and truest, and worthiest,” re¬ 
plied Gerald, with anotlier flickering 
sneer ui)on his lip. “ But this watch 
is mine now, by Master Gideon’s con¬ 
sent, and these hours of the night I 
intend to devote to the watching of 
those whose security may need my 
care.” 

Mark Maywood bit his lip, and 
clenched his hands togeth^i’Mn a vain 
effort to suppress his violent irri¬ 
tation. 

“ Hoity toity! Here’s h. coil about 
an old inveterate Aiufilekite I ” said 
Gideon, in a mixture of his natural 
and assumed phraseology, pmdently 
withdrawing at the same time to Some 
distance from the angry y(M||K men, 
as if afraid lest an ;|ppcal ^^^Brnrirlf 
should involve him in the qnaiTcl. 

“ Hark ye, sirrah,” cried Maywood 
angrily, “I am not about to resign 
the right this man has yielded to mo 
at the caprice of the first foolish fel¬ 
low who chooses to cross my path, 
without making him repent his un¬ 
called-for interference. What is it to 
me, this po^? but browbeaten by a 
bullying boy, T never will be.” 

“ Nor will I yield to a base and 
treacherous hypocrite like thee, Hark 
Maywood,” exclaimed his angry an¬ 
tagonist. 

The hands of both the young men 
were instantly upon their fapiers. 

“ By the mass, what are.y^ abodt?” 
exclaimed Gideon in alarm. “Trifle 
not with the carnal weapon! Would 
ye have us all in amst nefore can 
look about Us? Forbear, men, of 
wrath!” 

But the phlegmatic Gideon kept hi 
a prudent distance. 

At these words other considera* 
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tions appeared suddenly to stiike 
both the young men. In spite of 
their passion, both paused irresolute. 

' Gerald reflected that were he in¬ 
volved in a quarrel he would neces¬ 
sarily be prevented in any case, whe¬ 
ther victorious over his adversary 
and then consigned to prison, or hiiu- 
solf disabled, from forwarding his fa- 
ther’s escape, llis rival appeared 
actuated also by prudential motives, 
perhaps by the conscientious scruples 
of the party to which he belonged, 
perhaps by the thouglit of Mildred. 

“ This is tnily ruffling and bawling 
like tavern haunters and drunkards,” 
stammered Gerald, as if seeking an 
excuse for withdrawing from the fray. 
“ But the time will come, Mark 
Maywood, when you shall not eScapo 
me.” 

“So be it, comrade,” rcj»lied the 
other, again sheathing his half-drawn 
rapier. “ I know you not; and can 
but barely divine your cause of enmi¬ 
ty. But I will not fail you at the . 
night-time. Till then let this suffice. 
The midnight watcli is mine—mine 
by the first assent of yonder soldier 
to my proposal of exchange.” 

“ No ! mine,” again urged Gerald, 
“mine by his retractation of pi'ioi* 
consent, if such he gave.” 

“ Come hither, cqmrade,” cried 
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Maywood to Gideon, who was sud¬ 
denly absorbed once more in his de¬ 
votions. 

“ Hear ye, Master Godlamb,” said 
the other. But Go-to-bed Godlamb 
stirred not. He shrank from the 
appeal to himself. 

“It is to me your post has been 
consigned, is it not so?” enquired 
the one. " 

“ It is I who take it off' your hands 
—speak,” cried Gerald. “ Remember, 
Gideon,” he added with upraised 
finger. 

“ Speak, who is it?” said both at 
once. Gideon shuffled with his feet, 
and looked heavier and more embar¬ 
rassed than ever; but as he caught 
sight of the warning finger, he ab¬ 
solutely shut his eyes hi utter despair, 
and pointing at Gerald, witli the 
words, “ Verily, and of a truth, thou 
art the man,” he hastened away as 
fast as his indolent nature would per¬ 
mit, “ before he should fall into the 
toils of the angry rhilistincs,” as he 
expressed it. 

Gerald could not suppress a look of 
triumph. Whatever were Mark May¬ 
wood's feelings, he only expressed 
them by a dark scowl of disappoint¬ 
ment, and then turned away without 
anotlicr nord. , 
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CuArTBK 1\'. 

» 

‘ What hour now r' 

* I think itlacl|0 of twelve,* 

‘ No, it is struck—* 

*lnUced I lieard it not,*" 

Hamlet. 


The night had closed in—that night 
of so vital an importance to his 
father’s destiny—and 'Gerald sat 
(alone in a small lower room, his 
Juart beating high with hope, that he 
should contribute to liis father’s 
rescue. 

He was lost in thought, when a 
firm hand laid on his shoulder roused 
^him from his abstracted state. He 
turned his liead, and saw, to his sur¬ 
prise, Mark Maywood by his side. 
The young man wore a calmer, clearer 
brow/although his usual cold, stem, 
almost determined expression still 
pervade it. 

“ Comrade,” said Maywood with 
much appearance of frankness in his 


manner, “ I have spoken you roughly 
without cause; I crave your pardon.” 

'Gerald heard this unexpected ad¬ 
dress with great astonishment; and, 
before he answered, paused in much 
embairassment. 

^*'Lct us be frank,” continued Mark. 
VAIad we been so before, much ill 
Will and evil blood might have been 
spared. I have only divined your 
feelings from my own. You have 
not seen the pretty daughter of our 
colonel without admiration. Nor 
have I.” 

Gerald' started with again rising 
wrath, but his rival interrupted him. 

“ Beai' with me for a while," he 
continued, “ and hear me out. You 
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Irave been here long. I am but a 
new-comer. You have the prior 
claim. Perhaps she returns your 
love. Had I known of this before— 
and as it is I have but guessed it, on 
•witnessing your anxietj^ to Iiold this 
watch in the court, beneath her win¬ 
dow—I had withdrawn, as is my 
duty. And now, comrade, I return 
to offer you the sacrifi9e of my new¬ 
born admiration, and at the same 
time my friendship." 

^‘’What you say seems fair and 
straightforward, blaster Maywood," 
said Gerald,' overcome by tlic frank 
manner of the yo'ung soldier, “ and I 
thank you for this generosity and 
truth, ^My Suspicions, then, did not 
deceive* me? You. love licv, and 
3^011-sought to see Ijer to-night?" 

“ I did," said Maywood. 

“ And sbQ, did she return 


—and Gerald, in compliance with his 
newly made friend^s request, at last 
swallowed the contents. 

“ I am not -used to these strong 
drinks," said Gerald, setting down the 
horn with evident distaste. “P.like 
them not; but 1 have done this to 
show my willingness to meet you on 
friendly ground.” 

Maywood raised, in tunf, his cup, 
Init at 1110*“ same moment calling to a 
dog that l»ad followed him into the 
roomv ho said, “ Down, Kpger, 
down," and stooped to repulse it; im¬ 
mediately afterwards he raised the 
horn, and seemed fo*di'aia the ale to 
the last drop. 

“ One more, and then I will not 
urge 3’'on again," said Mark to Herald, 
eyeing him with a sharp, enquiring 
^^ok. * ^ ‘ 

No, no, not one,'^’ replied the 
love? Did she herself accede to this jJjP&bng man with disgust. “Already 
meetingV" this unusual drink has confused my 


Mark shook his head with a faint, 
doubtful smile, but gave no answer, 
(i (.‘raid’s brow again grew gloomy, 
and he sank his lieqd between liis 
liands. 

Come! come! ho more of this,” 
pursued the other 3’uung soldier, with 
a cordiality of manner which Gerald 
had never before witnessed ih his 
dark, stern aspect. “ Let all be for¬ 
given and fcfrgotten. Come, pledge 
me in this one cup. Tlicse drinkings 
of toasts, as it is called, these pledg- 
ings over H(iuor are considered uu- 
secml3% and even ungodly b>’ many; 
I know it ■well, but you cannot refuse 
to drink one cup with me, as earaest 
of our kiudly feeling for the future.” 

Dor the first time Gerald now ob¬ 
served that Maywood bore under his 
arm a flagon of ale, and held in his 
left hand two cups of horn. 

“ I reject not your kindly feeling," 
answered Gerald; “ but I am not 
wont to drink,”—and he repelled the 
cup which Maywood now filled for 
him. 

“Nay! nay!" said Mark, sitting 
down by the tabic on which Gerald 
leant. “ You wrong me by refusing 
this first offer of reconciliation. Come, 
comrade, this one.” 

Gerald took the cup of ale unwill¬ 
ingly, and only raised it to his lips. 
But Maywood shook his head at him 


head, I am accustomed to -water 
only—such was my uncle’s mode of 
educating me. It is strange how my 
brain turns with this fenuented 
liquor. T have done wTong to drink 
it," andGcrald rubbed his heavy fore- 
liead, and strain(*d his eyes. His 
pbw’crs of vision* became more and 
more confused, and it was with diffi¬ 
culty that lie could now see before 
him the face of IVlaywood, whicli to 
his intellect, disordered by the liquor, 
seemed to wear a strange expression 
of cunning, ^(^tHumphant contempt. 
He made an effort, liow’over, to shake 
off this feeling aiul raise his sinking 
head, but in vain. A sensation of 
ovcrpoAveriiig drowsiness crept over 
him more aii<l more. The thought of 
his watch, how^ever, -was still upper¬ 
most in his, mind, and he had yet 
Ijower sufficient to reflect that there 
was still some time to midnight, and 
that a little slumber might, restore 
him ; and giving way to the 
sive sleep which came over him 7 no 
laid his head on the table, and was 
immediately lost to all sense of what 
was passing around him. 

At first Gerald’s sleep was heavy 
and complete. How long it remained 
so, he liad no power to tell. At 
length, however, it became lighter, 
and grew more troubled and confused. 
"Wild dreams began to course each 
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i^ther throug^i bis brain—at first of 
an undefinable and fantastic nature- 
then they assumed a more definite 
shape, lie dreamed of his father— 
that old, greyheaded cavalier, with 
^ his long white beard—and before him 
stood Lazarus Seaman, who accused 
him of absurd and imaginary crimes. 
And now tliey brought him into tliat 
open cofiVt—a file of soldiers were 
drawn up—their muskets were level¬ 
led at that old man’s heart—Gerald 
struggled, and sought to sj^ring be¬ 
tween those deadly iustrumeuts and 
his doomed father, but his feet clove 
to the ground—he struggled in vain— 
the muskets were discharged, and his 
father fell weltering in his blood. 
With flio last struggle of a convulsive 
nightmare, he started up, uttering a 
loud scream. It was but a frightful^ 
dream. And yet the noise of those 
fearful miisketa—that discharge of 
tillery—still rang in his ears. As he 
opened his eyes, all was dark around 
him—the darkness of deep night. It 
was long before he could snllicieutly 
recover his senses to i'eniemb(‘r what 
had passed; and when slowly the 
events of the day forced themselves 
upon his mind, his intellects seemed 
still confused and troubled. How 
strangely real now appeared the im¬ 
pression of that dream! It was with 
difficulty he could persuade himself 
that the firing had been imaginary; 
and even now there seeinctl a strange 
conftision of noise and voices around 
him; but that, surely, was the ring¬ 
ing ill his head from the iinusiml 
draught he had taken. 

Slowly his whole memory returned 
to him, and ho recalled to himself that 
it was necessary for him to be ready 
to answer for Godlamb/iideon when 
that worthy’s name was to be called 
over for the midnight watch. He 
*taggei’^ up unto his feet, and witli 
ffiglculty found his way into the open 
air. As ho gazed, with somewhat 
troubled braiu, on the bright starlit 
sky, two or three soldiers hurried 
past them. 

“ Hark yc, comrade,** he said to 
one, ** hoAv long !s it yet to midnight? ” 
Midnight! where have you been 
hiding yourself, comrade?’* answered 
the man. “Midnight is long since 
past.** 


“ Long since past! screamed 
Qerald with frantic violence. . “No! 
po! it is impossible—my post was at 
midnight in the tower court.*’ 

“Then you have escaped by won¬ 
derful interposition, friend, from the 
consequences of your absence ; for 1 
was there when the names were 
called, and ‘present’ was answered 
for the sentinel at the tower court.” 

“Father of mercy!” cried Gerald 
ill despair. “ What, then, has hap¬ 
pened?” 

“Happened!” echoed the soldier; 
wli}'-, the prisoner has tried to escape! 
But didn’t you hear the shots? Tliey 
brought the old reprobate to the eartli, 
of a surety.” 

Gerald uttered a lond groan and 
fell against the wall of the house; 

^ but in another moment he recoveretl 
himself bj' a desperate effort from a 
feeling of sickness and death, and 
repulsing violently the soldier who 
had come to his assistance, he rushed 
round the mansion with whirling 
brain and clenched teeth towAi'ds the 
tower court. His father had been 
killed — killed by life ow*n foUy. 
llage, despair, contrition, self-hor¬ 
ror, at having been so ivcak as to 
accept Maywood’s proposal to drink 
that fatal drink which caused bis 
deadly sleep, all tortured his heart, 
and drove him almost to luadness. 
He could not doubt that it was that 
liatcd Maywood wlio liad deceived 
Jiim, drugged his liquour, cheated him 
into a slecj), in order to be present 
undisturbed at his rendezvous Muth 
Mildred; and now it was by his hand, 
by the hand of that villain, that his 
father had fallen. 

All M^as commotion in the fortress. 
Gerald, as ho rusiied forward, heard 
the noise of voices and boats upon 
the water—the voice of Lazarus Sea¬ 
man—now the men calling to-each v 
other. Horror-stricken, overwhelmed 
with despair, convulsed with rage, 
he bounded througli the, vaulted pas¬ 
sage. In the moonlit court stood 
now but one figure alone—the sen¬ 
tinel, who was bending over the para¬ 
pet, and seemed to be watching with 
interest the movement of the boats 
upon the water. With the rage of a 
tiger Gerald sprang upon him, and 
seized him by the collar with frenzied 
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gripe. It was, indeed, Maywood— 
pale, Agitated, and excited. 

- “ Villain I traitor ! assassin ! ” 

screamed Gerald madly, frantic with 
passion and despair, “you have be- 
trfiyed that greyheaded old man; 
you have murdered him; but 1 will 
have revenge! lie was my fatlicr, and 
k is you have killed him.’’ 

“yoi/rfathcrl "exclaimed the young 
sentinel in a voice choked by emotion, 
“ lie was and 1 have saved 

him.” 

Gerald released his hold and stag¬ 
gered back. 

For a moment the young men stared 
at each other in bewildered surprise. 
Then all at once the truth flashed 
across them. 

“Brother! brother!” burst siinni- 
taneously from their lips. “ Gerald! 
Everard!” tliey exclaimed again; 
and Everard Clynton, flinging himself 
into his brother’s arms, gave way to 
his supiwessed agitation, and burst 
into a flood of tears. At this moi^icnt 
a distant sound of a gun came across 
the* water; Everard sprang up and 
graspt^d his brother's arm. 

“Hush!” he said, “three shots 
from tho sea arc the signal tome that 
he has escaped in safety to the vessel 
that awaits him.” 

Another^boomed'faintly across the 
broad. A pause of fearful interest 
followed, and then another. Once 
more tho brothers fell into each others’ 
arms. 

words Everard Ciyiibm 
.,te*i)laincd to his brother, ho>v, after 
his father's capture, he had enlisted in 
the troop (piartered in the fortress, in 
order to save him. llow lie had 
known from their friends Avithout the 
means proviied to elfect his father's 
escape; how he, too, had sought, 
with (Jesperation, the midnight watch 
upon which depended his father’s de¬ 
livery ; and, flndiiig himself overcome 
by his supposed rival, ho had admin¬ 
istered to him a sleeping draught in 
order to secure thcj post; how his 
pretended admiration for Mistress 
Mildred had been assumed in order to 
forward his views and colour his de¬ 
signs, by giving a pretext to his desire 
to obtain the post of sentry in the 
court; how Mildred had never given 


him any encouragement, Gej'ald’s un¬ 
reasonable jealousy having supplied 
the rest. 

lie had assisted his father to escape, 
and only long after his flight had given 
the alarm, and tired upon the water, 
pretending to call for a sudden pursuit. 

JVIark Maywood, however, was 
tried by a court-martial for negligence 
upon duty on the night of the pri¬ 
soner’s escape; but the constantly 
exhibited violence of the Ilepublican 
principles which he had atfccted, as 
well as his zeal and exemplary good 
conduct since he had joined the troop, 
saved him in the coloncrs eyes. He 
was acquitted. Shortly afterwards 
ho disappeared altogether from the 
fortress, after an affectionate farewell 
to Gerald Glynton, who had the good 
fortune to receive, in due time, the 
assurance of his brotlicr’s safe escape 
to j(un his father in Fiaiiders. 

Not long afterwards, the death of 
Colonel Lazarus Seaman leaving his 
daughter an orplian, Gerald Clynton 
married pretty little Mistress Mildred, 
and, (luitting the service, retired to 
Lyle-Court, the estate bequeathed to 
him by his uncle. 

There is no doubt that pretty little 
Mistress Mildred’s eyes tvere given to 
be coquettish in spite of themselves ; 
but yet, notwithstandipg sundry little 
symptoms of Jealousy exhibited by 
(lerald, there is every reason to be¬ 
lieve that he was as absurd and mis¬ 
led in his jealousy after as he was 
before his marriage, and that she 
made him a most excellent Avife. 

Dnriiig the more peaceful times of 
thcrrolectorate, Gerald received news 
from time to time of the welfare of 
ids father and his brother; and, upon 
the Restoration, he had the happiness 
of Avclcomiiig them to the English' 
shores once more. 

Although Lord Clynton always' 
preserved a predilection for his elder 
son, yet he hud somehow found out 
that Gerald bore an extraordinary 
resemblance to his deceased mother, 
and always treated him with the ut¬ 
most love. He never forgot, also, 
the deep affection Gerald had dis¬ 
played in his effort^o save him during" 
that never-to-be-forgotten Midnight 
Watch, 
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Wb should take but a limited tiew do^ just as .tt^cy^foundit; tliej build 


of jtcionco if tro supposed, that the laws 
of nature of which it is cognizant have 
for their object th6 continuance only 
and preservation of the several parts 
of the aniversc; they provide also for 
change, improvement, development, 
progression. By these laws not only 
are 'the same phenomena, the same 
things* perpetually reproduced,^ but 
^Rew>,phenomena, new arrangements, 
new objects are being successively de¬ 
veloped, In short, wo are able to 
.^eroOive, to eL certain extent, that not 
, only the world is preserved and re¬ 
newed, but grows and is created ac¬ 
cording to great general laws, which 
are indeed n5 others than the great 
ideas of t£e pivino Mind. 

' The modern science of geology has 
more ’especially led us to extend our 
^ view offence in this direction. The 
di^vci^* of those mute records of 
•^ast' -changes which lay buried in the 
;i. ea^, has induced ns tp investigate 
^Ith awakened curiosity Uwfic changes 
iVhith.'are actuaHy taking place before 
us in^he broad ’day, and in our <;iwn 
gcnpmion ;' and the result has been 


up such a ihausoloum of.tWr bonei^ 
(for what used to bo cimsiderod as the , 
shell pf the U now pronounced 

to be a sort of bony nucleus or skele¬ 
ton)—that largo islands are formed,, 
and a corresponding dl^lacement of 
the sea is occasioned. The little 
creatures heave up the ocean on us. 
The river that to the poet's eye flows 
on for ever in the same channel, 

“ giving a kiss,” and kisses only, to 
every pebble and every sedge “ it 
overtaketh in its pilgrimage,” is de¬ 
tected to be secretly scraping, abrad¬ 
ing, cutting out the earth like a knife, 
and washing it away into the sea. - 
On the other hand, the earthquake and. 
the volcano, which wore looked on as 
paroxysms and agonies of nature,* are 
transformed in our imagination into 
the constant ministers of beneficent 
change, and of creative purposes; and 
the momentary violence they commit, 
is to be excused on the plea of the great 
and permanent good they effect. For it 
is they who build the hills and the 
mountains, whence flow the streams 
of abundance upon the earth, and 


; a^hviction, that in the activity of which, instead of being the gigantic, 
^Bl^ure'^thhre a provision made,' melancholy ruins Bishop Burnet 
'Aofebniy for restPraibion , decay, took them to be, are the palaces 
a!^*atperpetnal renewal of.the iudi- and storehouses of nature, which it 
vidnals of ea(^ species, but for sue- is given in charge to these sons of 
cessive transfofmafiops in the surface Vulcan to construct and to repair 
of the globe, fitft^g it for successive’ . from the ravages which the soft rains 
fotihs of vegetable an(|. animal life,of beaven incessantly commit^upon 
^®ie plant that Hives, and sows its them. \ - 
^eed, and dies, has not, duly provided ^ Astronomy, too, notwithstanding' 
for itp own pfpgeny; uioier mkny^cir-r tlie severe discipline she has under¬ 


gone, has in these later Hmca resumed 
all the boldness of her youth, and 
brought her stores of science to the 
construction of the most splendid cos- 


'cumstancos prepareaUlio ppil for 
Vucce^^ofsbf a supeiior ,fSnk of* vege-- 
tation—“Pioneers of v^etation/*. as 

Dr Maccal^(?h call 3 „ them, “ tlic „ ^ 

vlicherfS, and otJier anal<igous plants, piogony that ever attracted the faith 
seek their plam where other? could io/ tiie learned. She has girt her long 
exist; demanQing^lo )Vtor;reqniring,J^^ around her, and entered the lists 
no soU; carelg38 ufl^^f^d^and heat, ,;#ith, and far outstripped, whatever is 
of the Q^io^tinn; rootless, "^boldest the speculations of the 

leafless, nowcrlqsy, naked voungest of the sciences. The nebii- 

rock, and fonid%Wmj^fl' 4 l soil for ^ Jar hypothesis, though not yet entitled, 
‘Hheir sdoocssors.’wt Thc^|ible tribe of as we think, to be considered other 
cor^, If^hose lives are sufficiently than an hypothesis, has assumed a 
bM 'atid sufficlcntljr sinfple, are^yfet - shape and consistency which forbids 
H^pefnrltted to die away from thq an entire rejection of it, which en- 
scene, mid leave it, as so many of ns forces our respect, and which, at all 
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events', habituates the imagination to 
regard our planetary system as having^ 
probably been evolved, under the will 
Of Providence, by the long operation 
of the established laws of matter. 

It is quite a legitimate object of 
science, therefore, to view the laws of 
tho ph 3 'sical world—whether they re¬ 
gard its 'mechanic movement, its 
chemistry, or its zoology’—in their 
creative as well as reproductive func¬ 
tions ; and it is the purpose of a work 
lately published, entitled “Vestiges 
of the Natural History of Creation,” 
and Avhieh has drawn to itself con¬ 
siderable attention, to collect and 
arrange w'hatcver hints or fragments 
of knowledge science affords, enabling 
izs to bring the successive ]>henomena 
of creation under tiic formula of gene¬ 
ral laws. In this pur|josc it is im¬ 
possible to find a shadow of blame, 
and the work wdll probably answer 
cue good cud, that of directing the 
studies of scientific men into paths 
but little or timidly explored. But 
uurortunatciv, what the author Ir.s 
collected as the results of science, are, 
in soin^ instances, little else than the 
wild guess-work of siicculatioii. 11c 
has no scruple hatever in imitating 
those early geographers, who, dislik¬ 
ing the blank spaces of undiscovered 
regions, were in the habit in their 
charts 

“Of placing olcpliantsinsltfad of towns.” 

Indeed, Ids book is an assemblage of 
all tliat is most veuturons and most 
fanciful in modern speculation, in 
wliiclntlie most conspicuous place is 
allotted to a modifirmtion of Lamarck’s 
theory on the development of animal 
life. 

The charge of an atheistic tendency, 
as it is the heaviest which can be 
made against a work, so it is the last 
which ought to be hazarded without 
sufficient cause. In general, owing 
to the very sacredness of the subject, 
we feel disposed, in all suspicious cases, 
to pass over in silence both accusation 
and defence; and if in the present 
instance wc depart, for a moment, 
from this line of conduct, it is only to 
give expression to a conviction— 
which wc share, we believe, with all 
who have both tho interest of 
science and the interest of theology at 
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heart—that the fair efforts of the 
scientific enquirer should never be 
impeded by needless objections of a 
theological character. What we mean 
is this : though a suspicion may cross 
tho mind, that a writer does not hold 
the religious tenets which we should 
desn-e to see every where advocated; 
yet if we arc persuaded, at the same 
time, that this laxity of faith has no 
real logical connexion with the scien¬ 
tific results with which he is occupied, 
■wc ought not to inflict on them any 
jiortion of onr suspicion or distrust. 
Wc shall always protest against con¬ 
founding the legitimate attempts of 
science with the eiToncous principles 
of certain schools of metaphysics, 
w’hich may or may not be connected 
witli them. If there is atheism in 
the world, wc know whence it comes; 
wc know well it is iji a very different 
laboratory than that of the chemist 
that it lias been distilled. 

Tlie nnknowTi author before us, re¬ 
peatedly protests against being num¬ 
bered amongst atheistic philosophers; 
on our own part, we are thoroughly 
convinced that no formula of physical 
science could possibly interfere with 
a rational belief in the power and 
wisdom' of God ; what remains, then, 
but to treat his book purely in a scien¬ 
tific point of view? 

To reduce to a system the acts of 
creation, or the development of the 
scA'cral forms of animal life, no more 
impeaches tlie authorship of creation, 
than to trace the laws by which the 
world is upheld and its phenomena 
perpetually renewed. The presump¬ 
tion naturally rises in the mind, that 
the same Great Being would adopt 
the same mode of actiou in both cases. 
If, for instance, the nebular'hypothe¬ 
sis, to which wc»havc already alluded, 
should be received as a scientific 
account of the proximate origin of 
our ]flanetavy s^’stcin, tins, as Mr 
Whewcll has shown in Jiis “Bridge- 
water Treatise," would serve onlj* to 
enlighten and elevate our conception 
of the power of God. And indeed'tb'* 
a mind accustomed—as is every ^edii- 
cated mind—to regard the operations 
of Deity as essentially jcliffering from 
the limited, sudden^ evanescent im¬ 
pulses of a human agent, it is dis¬ 
tressing to be compelled to picturfe to 
itself the pou'cr of God as put forth in 

2 n 
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&aa id those formula ? This onlj, that In tho se- 


--uftlTerBal #hich 

;iipa ^;^80 plainl)^ an eteraity to work 
: wMt l^s the imagination to be ob- 
to assimilate ^ose ^operations, 
foment, to the brief energy of a 
•>^pi^Di^'will, or the in{m4>ttlationa,^of a 
hand. Does not the language 
"'osETon of a Christian poet, when he 
of God as hunching from his 
rolling planets into 
spacer in some measure offend us? Do 
ttre hot avoid as inuch as possible all 
such similitudes, as being derogatory 
to our notions of the Supremo ? 

^ere are still, indeed, some men of 
narrow prejudices who look upon 
every firesh attempt to i*edace the 
phenomena of nature to general laws, 
and to limit those occasions on which 
it is necessary to conceive of a direct 
aad separate interposition of divine 
power, aa a fresh enoroachment on the 
prerogatives of the Deity, or a con¬ 
cealed attack upon his very existence. 
And yet these very same men are 
4^1y appealing to such laws of the 
elation as have already been estab¬ 
lished, fbr their groat proofs of the exis¬ 
tence, and the wisdom of Godl Their 
" imagination has remained utterly un¬ 
tutored by the little knowledge which 
they have rather learned to repeat tlian 
to apprehend. Whatever words they 
may utter, of subtle and high-sounding 
import, concerning the purely spiritual 
. natijTO of, the Divine Being, it is, in 
iket, a Ju^tr Tonam clad in human 
lin<5aments,^, and invested with human 
pas^Qna,..that their heart is yearning 
aftSr^ Such* objectors as these can 
only be .beaten back, and chained 
down, bjjwhat pome one has called 
-|il^ oruti^ force of public (^>inion. 

Somo" little time ago men of this 
dass deemed it irreligious to speak of 
the iows^of the human mind; it^a- 
vouifed of necessity, of fetalisra; they 
now applaud a Dr Chalmers when he 
writes his Bridgewater Treatise, to 
fllustrate tb^ attributes of God in the 
laws of the mental as woU «&s the 
physical world. 

' No, nothing atheistic, nor¬ 

thing icreligious, in fiie attempt to 
jpOlmaiye creation, as weli’aff^produc- 
carried on by universal laws. 
Imt'is the difference between in¬ 
dividual isolated acts, and acts cap- 
of beipg expressed, in a general 


cond case the same act is repeated in 
constant sequence with other acts, 
and probably repeated in many places 
at the same time. - The divine work 
is only multiplied. If the creation of 
a world should bo proved to be as 
orderly and systematic as thatx)f ^ 
plant,, this may make worlds mote', 
common to the imaginsiliin? 'btttlJJ.' 
cannot make the power-^t creatca 
them less marvellous. ^ , 

But while we womff rfepfavd* the 



of disquietude forlfi^iOterests of*^- 
ligion, we have TSdS'e* obspi'vafloii 
to make of an opposite .'charaj^er;- 
which we think of 5 ome ^importance, 
and wliich wo shall agaifi, in review¬ 
ing the theories of our author, liave 
occasion to insist upon. It is un¬ 
doubtedly tnie tliat there rises in the 
minds of every person at all tinctured 
with science, a presumption that every 
phenomejaOs we witness might be,' if 
our kjc^lcdge enabled ns, reduced 
under the expression of some^enerul 
law; and that whatever chaijges are, 
or liave been, produced in the world, 
might be traced to the interwoven 
operations of such laws. But how¬ 
ever p}-cvalent and justifiable such a 
presumption may be, we liold it no 
sound philosophy to give it so com^ 
plete a preponderance as to debar the 
mind from contemplating the possibi¬ 
lity of quite other and indeiwndent 
acts of divine pow er, the possibiUty«of 
the abrupt introduction into our 
of new facts, or , series of facts, with 
their appropriat^laws. v^i'e iiuthor 
before us, in hisranxie^^to,, explain, 
after a scientific manner," the intro¬ 
duction of life, and the various species 
of animals, into the globe, seems to 
have thought himself entitled to have 
recourse to .the .wildest hypotKesia 
rather than tq the immediate inter¬ 
vention of creative power; as if It 
were something {^together unphiloso- 
phiqal to suppose that there oould- be 
sack a thing a quite new develop- - 
pjehfc'of that plastic energy; * It is not 
even necessary that we should urge, 
thaiiif a Creator exist, it is a most 
unwafrantablc supposition to ipiagine 
that all his creative power l^aa been 
exhausted.* We jty, even to an athe¬ 
istic philosophy, that it is an unau-" 
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thorlzed limitation that would forbid 
the mind to contemplate the possibi¬ 
lity of the uprise, in time, of entirely 
new phenomena. Can any philoso- 
plier, of any school whatever, be jus¬ 
tified in saying, that there shall bo no 
new fact introclncedinto the universe? 
—that its laws Cannot be added to? 
Why should he recoil from the intro¬ 
duction of any thing new ? If he is 
one whose last formula stands thus, 
tehatei^er is —this new fact will also 
fall, with others, into his formula. Of 
this, also, he can say, whatever w, is. 
There is, wo repeat, a strong pre¬ 
sumption in favour of a scientific 
sequence, of an unbroken order of 
events; bnt^this presumption is not to 
authorize any hypothesis whatever in 
order to escape from the other alter¬ 
native, an immediate intei'ventiou of 
creative power, also, is a pro¬ 
bability which recognises, 

and in which a mional mind may 
choose to rest till science brings to 
him some definite result. 

We arc veiy far from intending to 
follow the author of the Vestiges of 
the Natural History of the Creation 
through all the sciences along which 
his track has led him. We shall limit 
ourselves tq^hat tbnns the most pe¬ 
culiar aii(V startling portion of his 
work—to his theory of the origin and 
development of animal life. 

Uufc for the discoveries of geology a 
certain philosophy might have been 
content to say of the animal creation, 
that it was the law of nature that life 
should beget life—that reproduction, 
like nutrition, to which it luis been 
assimilated, is a pMtof the definition 
of life—and that, IPto a commence¬ 
ment of the various tribes of animals, 
wo are no more bound.to look for 
this than for the commencement of 
any other of tho phenomena of nature. 
From the researches, however, of geo¬ 
logy, it is evident that there was a 
■tiiue whert this earth revolved around 
the sun a barren and nntenanted globe 
, —thkt there was a time when life did 
’ make its first appearance, and that in 
different epochs of the world’s exist¬ 
ence there have fliourishedvery differ- 
tot species of animals thantliosc which 
iiow*inhabit it. Here, at all events, 
the imagination cannot gain that im- 
Ptofect repose which it finds in the 
contemplation of an eternal series. 


It is a plain historical that 
had a beginning on this earth^^ and 
that from time to time new forms 
life, new species of vegetables and 
animals, have been introduced upon^ 
the seene. Here are two great fact^ 
to be accounted for, or to bo left 
standing out, unconnected in. theSf* 
origin with that interlinked series of; 
events which creation elsewhere dvs** 
plays. Life reproducos life, the i)lant 
its seed, tho animal its young, each 
after its kind; such i^ tho law; bnt 
this law itself, when was it pronluh- 
gated, or when and how did it eorae 
into force and operation ? 

For ourselves, in the present im¬ 
perfect condition of our knowledge, 
we are satisfied with’referring life, -in 
all its countless forms, at once to the ^ 
interposing will of the Creator. Wq 
listen, however, with curiosity and 
attention to any theory which,the 
naturalist or physiologist may havo 
to propose,'so he proceed in the fair 
road of induction. There is nothing - 
in the laws of life which forbids, but 
much, on the coutrary, whieh invites,' 
to the same pains-taking examination 
which has been bestowed, with more 
or less success, on other phenomena 
of nature. 

But what is the resolution of this 
problem which the author of the Ves¬ 
tiges proposes? Assuredly not oue 
which indicates the boldness of a<lvan- 
cing Science, but one of those hardy 
conjectures which are permitted tO’ 
Ri'isc only in the infancy of a science, 
and which show how clem* tlie field is, 
hitherto, of certain knowledge—how 
open to the very wautonness of specu¬ 
lation. Very little has been done to¬ 
wards determining the laiiss of life,' 
and thcrciforc the space is still free to 
those busy drcafiiers, who are to sci- ^ 
cnce what constructors of LtOpiae are 
to history and pplitics. Ilis solution^ 
is simple enough, and with good feai- * 
son may it be simple, since it depends 
on nothing bilt the will of its.framer. 
The germ of life—that primary cell 
witli its granule, in which soipe phy¬ 
siologists have detected the first ele¬ 
mentary form of life—he fiuas to .pe 
a product of chemistry. Fro^p inta 
germ, cell, or anlmalcnlo, ©r whatever 
it may be called, has been developed, , 
in succession, all the various forms of 
existence—each form having, at somp 
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propitious moment, given birth to the 
form just above it, which again has 
not only propagated itself, but pro? 
duced an offspring of a still higher 
grade in the scale of creation. Tims 
the introduction of life, and the various 
species of animals, is easily accounted 
for. “ It has pleased Providence to 
arrange, that one species should give 
birth to another, till the second highest 
gave birth to man, who is the very 
highest.”—(P. 234.) Under favour¬ 
able skies, some remarkable baboon 
had, we presume, a family of Hotten¬ 
tots, Avhose facial angle, we believe, 
ranks them, with physiologists, next 
to the brute creation ; these grew, and 
mnltiplied, and separated from tlie 
tribes of the Simice; under a system of 
improved diet, and perhaps by change 
of climate, they became first tawny, 
and then white, and at last rose into 
that Caucasian family of wdiicli wo 
here, in England, boast ourselves to 
be distinguished members. 

Such a solution as this most people 
will at once regard as utterly unwor¬ 
thy of serious consideration. This 
jjroffresnive devtlopincnt is nowdiere 
seen, and contradicts all that wc do 
see; for no progeny, even amongst 
hybrids, was ever known to be of a 
superior order, in the animal creation, 
to both its parents. Such a proposed 
origin of tiic human race would be 
sufficient, Avith most of us, for its con¬ 
demnation “ Give us at least,” avc 
exclaim, “ a man to begin Avith—some 
savage and his squaw—some Iceland 
dwarf if you Avill, AATapt in his nutri¬ 
tious oils—something in the shape of 
humanity!” In short, it is a thing to 
be scoffed aAvay, and deserving only 
of a uiclic in some future Iludibnts. 
Put altliough the theory is thus rash 
and absurd, and re(^uircs only to be 
stated to be scouted, the author, in 
his exposition of it, advances some 
propositions Avhich are deserving of 
attention, and for this reason it is avc 
propose to give to his arguments a 
brief examination. 

The theory divides itself into two 
pa^ts—the production of organic life 
from th& inorganic world; and the pro- 
'development of the several 
spec® from the first simple elemen¬ 
tary forms of file. 

Spontaneous, or, as our author calls 


it, aboriginal generation, is a doctrine 
neither new, nor without its support¬ 
ers. But unfortunately for his pur¬ 
poses, the class of cases of spontaneous 
generation AA'hich appear to be at all 
trustworthy, are those in Avhich the 
animalcule, or other creatures, have 
been produced either within living 
bodies, (entozoa,) or from tlie putre¬ 
faction of vegetable'or animal life, the 
decay and dissolution of some previous 
organization. Here life still produces 
life^ though like docs not produce like. 
It is Avell knoAA'n that, amongst some 
of the loAvcr class of animals, as 
amongst certain of the polypi, repro¬ 
duction is nothing more than a species 
of groAvth; a hud sprouts out of the 
body,Avhicli, separating itself, becomes 
a ncAv animal. With such an analogy 
before u's, there appears nothing very 
improbable in the supposition that 
entozoa, and other descriptions of liv¬ 
ing creatures, should be produced from 
the tissues of the higher animals, 
either on a separation of thcu‘ compo¬ 
nent parts Avhen they decay, or on a 
partial separation when the animal is 
inflicted with disease. We make no 
profession of faith on this subject; aax 
content ourselves Avith observing, that 
this cla.ss of cases, Avhcrc the evidence 
is strongest, and approaches nearest 
to, conviction, lends no support Avhat- 
ever lo our autlior’s liypothe.sis, and 
provides him Avith no commencement 
of Autal phenomena. Of cases Avhero 
life has been produced by the opera¬ 
tion of purely chemical laAVS on inor¬ 
ganic matter, there arc certainly none 
Avhich AA’ill satisfy a cautious enquirer. 

If Mr Crosse o^ir AVcckes produce 
a species of av( 4P by the agency of 
electricity, it is impossible to say that 
the germ of life was not previously 
existing in the fluid through Avhich 
the electricity passed. Wlien lime is 
throAvn upon a field, and clover 
springs up, it is the far more probable 
sui)positiou that the seed was there, 
but OAving to ungenial circumstances 
had not germinated: for no one'Avho 
has mentioned this fact has Axntnrcd 
to say that the experiment would al¬ 
ways succeed, and that lime throAvn 
upon a certain description of soil 
W'ould in all parts of the w'orld pro- ‘ 
dnee cloA'er. Not to add, that it would 
be strange indeed if such an instance 
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were solitary, and that other vegeta¬ 
tion should not be produced by simi¬ 
lar means.* 

ycgctablc arid animal life, we ought 
here to mention, arc considered by 
our author as both derived from the 
same elementary genu which brailchcs 
out into the. two great kingdoms of 
nature ; so that it is of equal impor¬ 
tance to him to find p. case of sponta¬ 
neous goncration amongst the plants 
as amongst the animals. We must, 
therefore, extend the observation 
wc made on a certain class of cases 
amongst animals, to an analagous 
class of supposed cases of spontaneous 
generation amongst vegetables. If 
that downy mould, for instance, which 
the good housewife finds upon her 
pots of jam, be considered as a vege¬ 
table, and be supposed to have grown 
without seed, it would be somewhat 
analagous to the entozoa amongst 
animals; it would be a vegetation 
produced by the decay of a previous 
vegetation. 

It is only necessary to recall to 
mind the instances which naturalists 
record of the miuuteuess of the seeds 
of life, and the manner in which they 
may lie for a long time concealed, in 
order to induce us to lu'esumc, in the 
majority of examples that arc alleged 
of spontaneous generation, the pre¬ 
vious existence of the seed or the 
germ. Take the following from Dr 
Cai’pent(U‘’s ivork on Comparatwc 
Physiology :—“Another very curious 
example of fungous vegetation, ii» a 
situation where its existence was not 
until recently suspected, is ju'i'sciilcd 
ill the process of Jermciitation. It 
apjiears from micTOScopic, examina¬ 
tion of a mass of veast, that it con- 
sists of a number of minute discon¬ 
nected vesicles, which closely resemble 
those of the lied Snow, and appear to 
constitute one of the simiilest forms 
of vegetation. These, like seeds, may 
remain for almost any length of time 
in an inactive condition without los¬ 
ing their vitality; but when placed in 


a fluid in which any kind of sugary 
matter is contained, they commence 
vegetating actively, provided the tem¬ 
perature is siifiicieiitiy high; and they 
assist in producing that change in the 
composition of thciluid which is known 
under the name of fermentation.”—P. 
74 . With such instances before us, 
the experiments of Messieurs Crosse 
and Weekes must be conducted with 
singular care and judgment, in order 
to lead to any satisfactory result. 

Let us be allowed to say, that the 
experiments of those gentlemen ex¬ 
cite ill us no horror or alarm. A 
Frankenstein who produces nothing 
worse than a harmless worm, may 
surely* be suffered to go blameless. 
Let these electricians pursue their 
experiments, and make all the worms 
they can. They will incur novery grave 
responsibility for such additionsas they 
can make to that stream of life which 
is pouring from every crack and cre¬ 
vice of the earth. Some peiTions have 
a vague idea, that there is something 
derogatory to the lowest form of ani¬ 
mal life to have its origin in merely 
inorganic elements; an idea which 
results perhaps not so much from any 
subtle and elevated conceptions of 
life, as from an imagination unawak- 
cned to the dignity and Ihe marvel of 
tlie inorganic worid. What is motion 
but a sort of life ? a life of activity if 
not of feeling. Suppose—what indeed 
nowhere exists—an inert matter, and 
let it be suddenly endowed with mo¬ 
tion, so that^uo jiarticJes should fly 
towards eaeh other from the utmost 
bounds of the universe; ■were not this 
almost as strange a pro])erty as that 
■which eudoivs an irritable tissue or 
an organ of secretion V Is not the 
world one —the creature of one God 
—dividing itself, with constant inter¬ 
change of jiarts, into the sentient and 
the non-senlieut, in order, so to speak, 
to become conscious of itself? Are 
wc to ])lacc a great chasm betweeu 
the sentient and the non-sentient, so 
that it shall be derogation to a poor 


* We were about to make some remarks on the alleged production of ant- 
fnated globules in albumen by electricity; but "we find that, in a note to the third 
edition, the author virtually relinquishes tliis ground. We had made enquiries 
amongst scientific men ; but no such experiment liad been received or "accredited 
amongst them. 
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Morm to have no higher genealogy 
than the element which is the light¬ 
ning of heaven, and too much honour 
to the subtle chemistry of the earth 
to be the father of a crawling subject, 
of some bag, or sack, or imperceptible 
- globule of animal life ? No *, we have 
no recoil against this generation of an 
animalcule by the wonderful chemis¬ 
try of God ; our objection to this doc¬ 
trine is, that it is not pro^'ed. 

But, proved or not, our author has 
still the most difficult part of his task 
to acconiplisli. From his animated 
globule he has to develop the whole 
creation of ■\'Ggctable and animal life;, 
Wc shall be CMUitcnted with watching 
its development through one bl’auch, 
that of the animal kingdom. 

The hlca of the development of the 
animal creation from certain primaiy 
rudimcnls or simple forms of life, is due, 
wc believe, to Lamai-ck; and although 
his peculiar th(;ory has met, and deser¬ 
vedly, with ridicule, wc do not hesitate 
to say that it is far more plausible, 
and substantially far more rational, 
than that which our author has sub- 
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stituted. Geology reveals to ns a 
gradual extinction of species, accom¬ 
panied by a successive appearance of 
new species;* it reveals to us also 
that the surface of tho earth has un¬ 
dergone great mutations; that land 
and sea have frequently changed 
places; and that the climate of the 
several regions of tho world, owing 
to many causes, has greatly varied. 
Natural history is replete with strik¬ 
ing accounts of the modifications pro¬ 
duced in a race of animals by tho 
change of climate, diet, and tho en¬ 
forcement of new habits ; and linking 
all these facts together, it docs not 
ai)pear a very violent supjtobition, 
nor one that departs from the frequent 
analogies of nature, to say, that the 
causes wliieh have brought about 
the extinction of certain si^ecios may 
liave also operated to tlie develop¬ 
ment of new species. The niaiiifi'ht 
error of Lamarck was an egregious 
cxaggeralion of certain wcll-knonn 
trulhs. Because external circuiu- 
stances may do much in directing the 
iulicreut power of development pos- 


Vestigcs of the Natural Ilistoi'y of Creaiion, 


* “ In tracing tlie series of fossiliforous fi»rmations, from the most ancient to tlio 
more modern, tho first deposits in >vhich wo meet with assemblages of organic 
remains having a near analogy to the Fauna of certain parts of the globe in our 
own time, are those commonly called tertiary. Kven in the Koceno, or oldest 
subdivision of those tertiary formations, some few of tho tostacoa belong to exist¬ 
ing species, although almost all of them, and apparently all the associated verto- 
brata, arc now extinct. These Eocene strata are succeeded by a great number 
of modern deposits, which depart gradually in the character of their fossils from tlie 
Eocene type, and apjjroi^;!! more and more to that of tlm living creation. In the 
present state of science, it is chiefly by the aid of shells that we are enabled to arrive 
at the results; for, of all classes, tho testacea are tho most generally diffused in 
a fossil state, and may bo called the medals principally employed by nature in 
recording the chronology of past events. In the Miot^ene deposits, which succeed 
utxt to the Eocene, wo begin to find a considerable number, although still a 
minority, of recent species intermixed with some fossils common to tho preceding 
epoch. AVe then arrive at the BUocene strata, in which species now contempo¬ 
rary with man begin to preponderate, and in the newest of which nine-tenths of 
the fossils agree M-ith species still inhabiting the neighbouring sea. 

In thus passing from the older t<» the newer members of the tertiary system, 
wo meet with many chasms ; but none which separate entirely,’and by a broad 
line of demarcation, one state of tho organic world from another. There are no 
signs of an abruj)t termination of one Fauna and Flora, and the starting into life 
oj* new and wholly distinct forms. Although w^e arc far from being able to 
demonstrate geologically an insensible transition from tlie Eocene to tho recent 
Fauna, yet we may affirm that the more we enlarge and perfect our survey of 
Europe, the more nearly do we approximate to such a continuous series, and the 
more grailually are we conducted from times when many of tho genera and nearly 
all the species were extinct, to those in which scarcely a single species flourislied 
w'hich we do not know to exist at present.”—L yell' a Principles of Geology, 
Vol. i. p. 2Sd. 
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sesscd by a given organization, he 
resolved that it should do every thing. 
The camelopard was to get his long 
neck by stretching for his food; and 
llie duck her web-foot by paddling in 
the water. But the author before us 
breaks loose entirely from the region 
of facta; or rather he announces to 
us, on his own responsibility, an en- 
liiely new fact—tluit it is the law'of 
aniiiial life that each species should, 
from time to time, produce a brood of 
the species next in order of perfection 
or complexity of organization. 'With 
him, this development is the result 
merely of a law of generation which 
lie himself has devised to meet the 
<'in(',rgency. 

Amongst, the laws of life, the most 
conspicuous and undoubted is this—• 
tliat each species reprodnc<*s itsdf, 
that like begets like. This hnv miv 
author cannot of course gainsay; but 
he appends to it another overruling 
law, that from time to time, at long 
intervals, the like does not begot the 
like, but the diflTerent and superior 
form of organization. In other woras, 
the old law changes from time to 
time. Of this novel de.s(M*iption of 
law he lauTows tlic following illustra¬ 
tion of Mr Babbage;— 

*MInquestionably, what we ordinarily 
bce of nature is calculated to inqiress 
a conviction that each species invaria¬ 
bly produces its like. Jiut 1 would here 
call attention to a remarkable illustra¬ 
tion of natural law, which has been 
brought forwar<l by Mr Babbage in Iiis 
Ninth Bridgewater Treathe, 'J'be 
reader is rcM|uested to suppose himself 
seated before the calculating machine 
and observing it. It is moved by a 
\^i*igUt., and there is a wheel which re¬ 
volves through a small angle round its 
axis, at sliort intervals, presenting to 
the eye successively a series of numbers 
engraved on its divided circumference. 

“Let tho figures tlms soon, be the 
series 1, 2, 3, 4, r>, &c. &c., of na¬ 
tural niimbi'rs, each of whic‘h exceeds 
its immediate antecedent by unity. 

Now, reader,* ’ says I r Babbage, “ let 
me askyou bow long you will have count¬ 
ed before you are firmly com incod that 
the engine has been so ad justed that it 
will continue, whilst its motion is main¬ 
tained, to produce the same series of 
natural numbers ? Some minds are so 
constituted, that after passing the first 
hundred terms they will be satisfied 


that they are acquainted with the law. 
After seeing five hundred termsj few 
will doubt 5 and after the fifty thou¬ 
sandth term, the propensity to believe 
that tho succeeding term will be fifty 
thousand and one, will be almost irre¬ 
sistible. That term will be fifty thou¬ 
sand and one, and the same regular 
succession will continue; the five mil¬ 
lionth, and the fifty millionth term will 
still appear in their expected order, 
and one unbroken chain of natural 
numbers will pass before your eyes 
from one up to one hundred nnllion. 

“ 'JVue to the vast induction winch 
has been made, the next succeeding 
term will be one hundred million and 
one ; but the next number presented 
by tho rim of the wheel, instead of be¬ 
ing one hundred million and two, is 
one hundred million ten thousand and 
two. The law change.s.” 

The illustration is carried through a 
jjage or two inortj, but wo have quot¬ 
ed all that is essential. 

Mr Babbage makes a very useless 
parade here of his calculating ma- 
cliim*. A common household clock 
that strikes the hom*s, would illustrate 
all that his machine can possibly 
jllustrat(». If the reader seat himself 
before Ihatliomely ])icce of mechan¬ 
ism, hi^ will hear it tick for sixty 
minutes, when the law of the machine 
will change, and it will strike, 

Jn a scientific point of view it is 
absurd to talk about the hw of his 
machine, llis machine partakes only 
of the laws of meclianics, which, wc 
ju’osumc, arc as constant there as 
elsewliere. Our only dtifinition of 
law is, a sequence that is constant; 
deny its constancy, and you deny it 
to be law ; it is a uicrc contradiction 
in terms to si>cak of a law that 
clinngcs. 

If, therefor*', our author, guided by 
this Illustration of Mr Babbage's, 
proclaims a law of animal life which 
chamies of itself from time to tinn*, 
he is departiiig from the fundamental 
princi]>Ie of all science—lie who is so 
zealous to reduce all phenomenon to 
tlic formula of science! Anxious to 
escape from an abrupt interjiositiou 
of creative power, he introduces a 
•sudden mutability in tho laws them¬ 
selves of nature! If it be said that 
he does not (although hks words 
imply it) insist upon a single law of 
nature that varies at intervals, but 
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contends for a variable result, pro¬ 
duced by the law of reproduction 
acting under varied circumstances, 
and in co-opcration AvitU ditfercut 
laws—then was Mr Babbage's ma¬ 
chine of no use whatever to him, nor 
did he stand in need of any peculiar 
illustration. Tliere is not a class of 
phenomena Avhich does not exhibit 
this variety of result by the diversi¬ 
fied co-opcration of laws constant in 
themselves. The frozen river be¬ 
comes motionless ; it ceases to flow ; 
yet no one attributes any inconstancy 
to the laws of heat, or the laws of 
hydrostatics. 

Quitting these abstractions, in 
Avhich the Avriter before us lias sliuAtn 
himself no very great adept, let us 
enquire by Avhat arguments he at¬ 
tempts to support his peculiar 27rind- 
ples of development. Tliat on whicli 
he appears chiefly to rely is tlie fact, 
that the embryo of one of the liigher 
animals passes througli the lectal 
stages of the knver animals—the tish, 
the reptile, the bird—before it as¬ 
sumes its last definite .sha])e. From 
this he Avould infer, that the germ of 
life is alike in all, and that it depends 
only on peculiarities of gestation 
Avhether it shall become a flsh, a 
fowl, or a mammal. He lays parti¬ 
cular stress on the circumstance, tliat 
the brain of the human embryo passes 
through these several stages. 

• But, 1. In order to derive any 
thing like an argument here, surely 
tlie whole human embryo, and not the 
brain only, ought to undergo these 
changes. But not only in man, in 
the other mammalia to Avhich alki- 
siop is made, it is ncA'cr the entire 
animal which }>asses through these 
transformations. 

ii. If the embryo of one of the 
mammalia pass through the fa*tal 
stages of tlie fish and the bird, the 
embryo fish bears the same transitory 
resemblance to the foetal condition of 
the bird or the maimnal. So that 
the order here is reversed, and nothing 
appears proved but that some devia¬ 
tions of form are in all cases assumed 
before the final shape is adopted. 
And, • 

3. The physiologists who have 
made this branch of their science an 
especial study, tell us, as the result of 
their microscopic observations, that 


the embryo of the higher animals 
pursues a different course of devel¬ 
opment, from the veiy earliest stages^ 
to that of the loAver animals. It can¬ 
not be, therefore, according to the 
diagram that the author presents to 
us, that the same germ Avhieh is 
nourished up to a certain point to be 
fish, Avould, if transferred to other 
care and a better system of luitritioii, 
be nourished into a bird or a mam¬ 
mal. If it is to be a mammal, it must 
be fasliioned accordingly from the 
very beginning. 

AVc Avill content ourselves Avith 
quoting, as our authority for these 
assertions, a passage from Dr Car- 
jicnteFs work on Com2>arative Physio¬ 
logy ; and Avc cite this author the more 
Avillingly, because he is certainly not 
one. Avho is himself disposed to damp 
the ardour of sj>c(*iiIation, and because 
the very similarity of some of Ids 
views, or expressions, renders him, at 
all events, an unexceptionable A\it- 
ness on this occasion. 

‘^Allusion has been made to the cor¬ 
respondence wJiich is discernible be¬ 
tween tho transitory forms exhibited by 
the embryos of tho higher beings, and 
the permanent <;onditions of the lower. 
AVhcu this \Yas first observed, it A\as 
stated as a general law, that all the 
higher animals, in the progress of their 
development, pass through a series of 
forms analogous to those encountered 
in ascending the animal scale. But this 
is not correct; for the entire animal 
never does exhibit such resemblance, 
except in a few jiarticular cases to Avhich 
allusion has already been made, (the case 
of the frog and others, who undergo 
what is commonly called a niclamor- 
jihosis.) And the resemblance, or ana- 
logy, which e.vists between individual 
organs, has no reference to their forms, 
but to their condition or grade of de¬ 
velopment. Thus we find the heart of 
the mammalia, which finally possesses 
four distinct cavities, at first in the con¬ 
dition of a prolonged tube, being a 
dilatation of the principal arterial trunk, 
and resembling tho dorsal vessel of tho 
articulated classes \ subsequently it be¬ 
comes shortened in relation to the rest 
of tho structure, and presents a greater 
diameter, whilst a division of its cavity 
into two parts—a ventricle and an au¬ 
ricle—is evident, as in fishes; a third 
cavity, like that possessed by reptiles, 
is next formed by the subdivision of the 



1845.] Vestiges of the Natural History of Creation, 457 


auricle previously existing; and lastly, 
a fourth chamber is produced by the 
growth of a partition across the ven- 
Xricle; and in perfect harmony with 
these changes are tlic metamorphoses 
presented by the system of vessels im¬ 
mediately proceeding from the heart. 
In like manner, the evolution of the 
brain in roan is found to present condi¬ 
tions which may be successively com¬ 
pared nith thoseguf the hsh, reptile, 
bird, lower mammalia, and higher mam¬ 
malia ; but in no instance is there an 
exact identity between any of these. It 
is to be remembered, tliat every animal 
must pass through some, change in the 
progress of its development, from its 
embryonic to its adult condition ; and 
the correspondence is much closer be¬ 
tween (he embryonic fish and the fadal 
bird, or mammal, tluin between tliese 
and the adult fish,**—(I*. 

And take, also, the followinif short 
passage from the preface of the same 
work, where tiie author has been 
sjieaking of the latest discoveries of 
phy'siologists on the (lc\elopment t)f 
the embryo. 

“ Thus, when we ascend the scale of 
being, in cither of the two organized 
kingdoms, we observe the principle of 
specialisation remarkably illustrated in 
the development of the g(‘rm into the 
perfect structure. In the lowest of each 
kind, the first-formed membranous ex¬ 
pansion has the same character through¬ 
out, and the wlwU enters into the fuHn^ 
developed structure. In higher grades 
the whole remains, but the organs 
evolved from the centre have evidently 
the most elevated character. In the 
highest none hut the most central por~ 
tion is persistent ; the remainder form- 
ing organs of a temi>orary and subser- 
\ient nature.** 

The fact that the animal kingdom 
exhibits a gradual i>rogrc*ssion from 
foi’nis the most simjiie to forms the 
most complex, is, of course, a])pi’o- 
priated by our author as a proof of 
his theory of successive dovelopmciit. 
It is well known, that whilst this scale 
of being is an idea which occurs to 
every observer, the naturalist finds 
insuperable diliicuUics in arranging 
the several species of animals accord¬ 
ing to such a scale. To relieve him¬ 
self from these, the author lias taken 
under his patronage what, in lionour 
of its founder, he calls the Macleay 


System,, in which the animal kingdom 
is “ ari-anged along a series of close 
affinities, in a circular form ; ” into 
which circles wc will excuse ourselves 
from entering. It is a system as con¬ 
fused as it is fantastic; and our author, 
who writes in general in a clear and 
lucid maimer, in vain attempts to pre¬ 
sent ns with ail intelligible exposition 
of it. Arrange the animal creation 
IioAv you will, lu a line or in circles, 
there is one hict open to every obser¬ 
ver, tliat h*v(iver line may be .the 
gradations amongst the lower animals, 
the ditlerencc between the higher ani¬ 
mals is very distinctly marked. It is 
a diflcrenee w’liich does not at all ac¬ 
cord witli the hypothesis of our author, 
“ that the siinjilest and most primi¬ 
tive type gave birtii to the type next 
above it, and this again produced the 
next higher, and so on to the very 
highest, the stages of advance being 
in all cases very small—namely, from 
one species only to another ; so tliat 
tlic phenomenon has always been of 
simple and modest character.” AVliilst 
he confines himself to wollushs^ and 
suchlike obscure creatures, tlio phe¬ 
nomenon he snjijioses may not be very 
startling; but when he ascends to the 
higher and larger animals, whoso forms 
and habits are well knouu to us— 
when he has to find a father for the 
horse, the lion, the rhinoceros, the 
elephant—his phonoinenoii, W’c are 
sure, will no longer retain its “ simple 
and modest cliaraetcr.” 

Naturalists liave observed, that 
there is a striking nniformity of plan 
even amongst aniinaLs of veiy ditlerent 
haliits, and which, perhaps, inhabit 
different elements ; they have remark¬ 
ed, that this uniformity is adhered to 
(jven when it^appears to answer no 
specide purpose, as when in the fin of 
a w hale tin* unbending bone bears the 
scmblanee of the jointed hand. This, 
too, is pressed into the service of our 
autlior’s hypothesis. It is a curious 
fact. But if w'o say of it, that it 
appears to hint the existence of some 
law,jind to tempt the investigation of 
the physiologist, wc assign to it all the 
scientific ini])ortance that it can pos¬ 
sibly deserve. 

Some physiologists, we must be 
permitted to observe, have rather 
amused themselves by a display of 
ingenuity, than profited science by 
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tUeir discoveries of a unity of str ucture 
ill animals of the most opposite de¬ 
scription. It is to surprise the 
imagination bypoiiitiufj out unexpect¬ 
ed resemblances, if all eases of diver¬ 
sity an; at the same time kept out of 
view. These writers will mention, for 
instance, that all quadrupeds have 
uniformly seven bones in the neck. 
The giraffe has no more than the jiig. 
But they nffuse to mention at the 
same time, that in birds the number 
varies from nine to twcil^’-thvce, and 
in reptiles from three to eight. Some¬ 
times the merest fancy is indulged. 
AVe arc told that in the l>ulpy sub¬ 
stance of a certain mollusk there arc 
hues drawn presenting a sketch of a 
vcrlebrated animal, and it is gravely 
intimated that nature seem.s toha^c 
made a rough design of tlie next work 
of art she was about to produce. 

AVhen Dr Carpenter tells us, in ex- 
eniplilying this law of unity of coui- 
positioii, that “the skull is but an 
expanskm of the three highest vertc- 
brje, modillcd to afford s])ace for the 
development of the, contained brain 
and of the organs of sense,” p. 191— 
is he much uiser than those ento¬ 
mologists whom ho. had been ))rcvi- 
ously criticising for “ maintaining 
that the wing of an insect is a modi¬ 
fication of its leg V” Verily we suspect 
that if Martinus Scriblerus had hatl 
Ins attention drawn to this maimer of 
viewing things, it would Jiave greatly 
excited his learned ingenuity: he 
would pi’obabiy have beguu to apply 
this scieiititic molliod to a^arietyof 
things, and found a unity of comiiosi- 
tion never befoi’e dreamt of. AVhat 
should have prc^■eutcd him from cast¬ 
ing a philosophic glance upon the 
furniture of his room? With less in¬ 
genuity than ciTtain physiologists, he 
would easily detect a marvellous unity 
of plan, 11c would have i>i*obably 
taken the tabic with its iouv legs, and 
the disk they support, as his great 
Di>c of Joinery, and would have traced 
a modification of this type in all the 
articles around him. The chair is 
manifestly nothing else than the table, 
with a development of the hinder legs 
commonly I'allod the back. From the 
chair to the sofa the transition would bo 
ridiculously easy; indeed the sofa can 
only be considered as a variety of the 
chair, produced by a high state of cul¬ 


tivation. In the footstool, or ottoman, 
the disk of tlio table has become thick 
and pulpy, while its legs have dwindled 
into small globular supports. This 
exaggeration of the iqiper portion at 
the expense of the lower, is carried a 
step further in the chest of drawers, 
where the small globular supports 
bear a singular disproportion to the 
corpulent tigm'c they sustain. In some 
varieties even thesitoob-likc legs arc 
M'anting; but jirecilely in these cases, 
he would oliserve, the knobs invaria¬ 
bly re-appciu* iu the shape ofliandles, 
which arii still a sort of paw. AVhat 
is the iire-scre-en, he would say, but a 
table witli the disk iu a vertical posi¬ 
tion? AA'hat the four-post bedstead 
but a rediijdication of the original 
typo, a table placed ou a table, 
the upper one being laid open? If 
he ]ia(l had the advantage of read¬ 
ing Mr Dickens, lie would have men¬ 
tioned, iu a)nfinnatiou of this a iew, 
tliat young ;Mr AV^cller, when sleeping 
under a tabic, congratulates himself 
U]) 0 U enjoying the luxury of a four- 
})ost bedste.ad. Theooal-scuttle might 
perhaps present ;:M)me dillicnlties; but 
if he might be allowed to approach it 
through the luo-tabk^ he would doubt¬ 
less succeed in tracing here also the ■ 
unity of composition. In the- loo- 
table the four legs have collapsed into 
a central column ! The coal-scuttle 
is only a loo-table with the edges of 
the disk ciirlcd up—assuming a bon¬ 
net-like shape, the result, perhaps, of 
its long domesticity. In short, wc 
believe the oidy insuperable dilliculty 
Martin would encounter, would be, 
when, after having completed his sur¬ 
vey, he Avould run off to the, joiner to 
convince him of the unity of plan on 
\Ahich lie had been so unconsciously 
working. 

It was a bold step of our author's to 
adduce tliegeographical distribution of 
tlu'scvcral species of animals as a proof 
of his law of development. To most 
inindsitM'Ouldhaveiinmodiatcly occur¬ 
red as an objection. Each region of the 
eartli Iuls its own i)eculiary«Mm/, and 
this diffeiencc is not accountable on. 
any known influence of soil or climate. 
AA^hat can explain the peculiar fauna 
of New llollaud? If all the varieties 
of animal life spring from one and the 
same germ under the uniform laws of 
nature, how is- it that in some re- 
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gions, fitted in evciy respect for the 
support of animal life, no animals 
wiiatovcr of the higher order aro 
.frmndV “New Zcaluud, wliich may 
be compared in dimensions to L’cland 
united Avith Scotland, Avhich extends 
over more than 700 miles in latitude, 
and is in many parts 90 miles broad, 
Avitiivaried stations, a lino climate, and 
land of all lieiuU^, from 14,000 feet 
dowiiAvards, ddH^t possess one iu- 
digeuous (piadflPW, Avith the excep¬ 
tion oi’ a small j'at.”— Ly/N's Pritici- 
j>h‘$ of Ct'ofoyy^ V^ol. i. ]>. 102. Other 
inslaiiccH etpially .striking might be 
mentioned. IIoaa’ are we to explain 
them upon our authoi*\s liyi)Otliesis y 
Are we to make siipjjosilion upon 
siip])Osition, and presume that the 
land of Kew Zealand had mt been 
long ciutngh emerged fi'oni the sea. to 
alloAV of the anij)le dcveloi)nienl of llic 
original g(‘j-ni of life; and tliat, if this 
rat liad been left to himself, ho Avould 
in process of time have pcojtlcd the 
Avhoie region A\ith dogs, and horses, 
and oxen, or .some otlier analogous 
<]u:ulrnpedsy 

flat our readers have perhaps heard 
siillieient of au hj]>otliesis Aviiich is 
built only on a series of conjectures, 
and Avc ourselves are A\oaried Avitli a 
too easy victory. I'liore are niauy 
otlier toi)ics in the book which Avould 
far belter reAvard dLscussioii than tlie 
one Avo liaA'C chosen—as, for iiistam e, 
tlic geological a niw s here put forw ard, 
the claims of plirenology, and tin* dif¬ 
ference betAveeii instinct and inlelli- 
g(‘iK'e ; but if dis]>o.sed to treat thcs<i 
subjects, AVC could havi^ found olher 
aiui more suitable o]>])ortunities; aac 
thought it tit to s<dect tiuit wliich forms 
the peculiarily of tlie Y*resent AAork. 

But absurd as the matter is, avc 
must complete the account Avhich Uk; 
author give.s of the de\'tdopnieut of 
that race in Avhich avc are cliietly in¬ 
terested—man. AVe lia\o seen, that 
according to his Iuav of progresstAe 
generation, and as an instance of Avhat 
lie denominates a modest andsimitle 
phenomenon,” man was one day born 
of the monkey or the ape. But tliis 
discovered hiAvhas not only Ihus hap¬ 
pily introduced the liuinau being upon 


the earth, it also throws light upon 
the dh'crsities AA'hich exist in the 
family of man. 

“ The causes of the various external 
peculiarities of mankind, now require 
some attention. Why, it is asked, are 
the Africans black, and goneriiUy marked 
by ungjiiiily forms ? Why the flat fea¬ 
tures of tlie Chinoso, and the compara¬ 
tively Avcll-formed figures of the Cau¬ 
casians Why the Mongolians gene- 
rally yellow, the Americans red, and 
the Canadians white ? Those questions 
Avere complete puzzles to all early 
Avrilers; but physiology has lately 
thrown a great light upon them. It is 
now shown that the brain, after com- 
jilctiug tljc scries of animal transforma¬ 
tions, passes through the characters in 
Avhicli it appears in the Negro, Malay, 
American, and Mongolian natkms, and 
finally becomes Caucjisian. The face 
partakes t)f thes ■ alterations. I'he lead¬ 
ing tdiaraetors, in short, of the various 
races of mankind, are simply represen¬ 
tations of particular stages in the clcve- 
lo]miont of the liighest oi' Caucasian 
type. The Negro exhibits permanently 
tho imperfect brain, projecting lower 
jaw,* and slender bent limbs of a Cau¬ 
casian cliild some considerable timo 
before tlie period of its birth. Tho 
aboriginal Am<*rican re]iresents the 
same child nearer birth. The Mongo¬ 
lian is au arrested infant nevA'ly born. 
And so forth.” 

So that AVC* Cauca.sians arc, at least, 
tho only Adi groAAii thildron: all otljcrs 
ni'o more or less abortions. Indeed 
AVC might be described, in the language 
of tills tlioory, as the only animals on 
the Au*{* of the earth Avho pass through 
the full period of gestation. And yet 
even thi.s honour may be disiuitcd; 
perhaps we ourselves are but impor- 
fect dovelopi!u‘nts of that germ of life 
Avlii(di is tile progenitor of us all. The 
autlior darkly iiitiinales tliat Ave may 
be supplanted from our liigli place in 
tins Avorid, that another and more 
poAverful and sagacious race may be 
born of us, avIio may treat us no 
better than avc haA^e treated the mon- 
ko3vs and other species of the brute 
creation. Tliis is the severest bloAv 
of all. After having humbled our 


* This loAA'cr jaw is described in another part of the work as showing in the 
Imman embryo tho last trace of the monkey. 


460 Vestiges of the Natural History of Creation, [April, 


pride according to this philosopher's 
bidding, and taught ourselves to look 
upon the ape with due feelings of filial 
respect—after Iiaving acknowledged 
some sturdy baboon for our only 
Adam, and some malicious monkey 
for our sweet mother Eve—after 
having brought ourselves to see in the 
lower animals the same mental and 
moral faculties which wo boast of, 
and to confess that the same psyclio- 
log}' npplics to both, with a sUglit mo¬ 
dification ill our theory of the origin 
of ideas—after having practised all 
this condescension, to be threatened 
■with complete dethronement from our 
high place in the world!—to be told 
that we, too, shall have to obey a mas¬ 
ter who may govern us as man governs 
the horse! What a millenniura to 
look forward to I 

Is our race but the initial of tlio 
grand crowning type ? Are there yet 
to be species superior to us in organi¬ 
zation, purer in feeling, more powerful 
in device and art, and who shall take, a 
rule over us ? There is in this nothing 
improbable on other grounds. The 
present race, rude and impulsive as it is, 
is perhaps the best adapted to the pre¬ 
sent state of things in the world j but 
the external world goes through slow 
and gradual changes, which may leave 
it in time a much scTcnor field of exist¬ 
ence. There may then be occasion for 
a nobler type of hunjanity, which shall 
complete the zoological circle on this 
planet, and realize some of the dreams 
of the purest spirits of the present race.’* 
— P. 21Q, 

Melancholy prosj^cct for man! 
Whcii the earth becomes a screner 
field of existence, then will a race ap¬ 
pear to take rule over him. Might 
not he become serener too ? Is it thus 
that arc to be solved all our social 
problems, all our discussions upon the 
])erfectibility of man, all our vague but 
obstinate prophecies of some more 
rational and happier scheme of exist¬ 
ence? This homo is to survive, it 


scorns, only to make railroads for the 

future angelus. 

On the authorship of this produc¬ 
tion wc have no communication or 
coiijocture to make. The writer has 
been successful, as far as wc know, 
ill preserving his incognito ; and as 
the rumours that have reached our 
car have all been again contradicted, 
we think it wiscst^^ abstain from 
circulating any AVc heard 

it pleasantly said author had 

been followed down as far as Lanca¬ 
shire, and that then all further trace 
of him had been lost. We think he 
might be traced further north than 
Lancashire. The style in one or two 
places bears symptoms of a Scottish 
origin. Occupied with the wild theory 
it promulgates, we have not said much 
of the literary merits of the work. 
Nor is there much to say. It is 
written in a clear, unpretending style, 
but somewhat careless and inexact. 
The exposition in the first portions 
of the work, the astronomical and 
geological, appeared to us particuloi'ly 
good. The author's knowledge of 
science is such as is gleam'd by that 
sort of student who is denominated, in 
]>rcfaces, the general reader ; he is not, 
wc should appreheml, a labourer in 
any one of its departments, but thank¬ 
fully receives wdiatever is brought to 
his door of the results of science. 
AVith this ehancc-gathered stock he 
has ventiin'd to frame, or rather to 
defend, his .sj)ecnlations. The sudden 
success of the work is not, we think, 
what any one could have ])rognosti- 
cated. It is a success -which its siil- 
gularity has gained lor it, and wdiich 
its superficiality w ill soon again for¬ 
feit. 

AVc may mention that this notice 
was written after a perusal of the first 
edition. In the third edition, wc ob¬ 
serve that some passages have been 
slightly modified or omitted; but the 
hypothesis put forward is substauti' 
ally the same. 
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MAKSTON ; OR, THE MEMOIRS OF A STATESMAN. 

Part XVI. 

Hare I not in my time heard lions roar? 
llaro I not heard the sea, puft up with wind, 

Rago like an angry hoar ehafcMl with sweat 1 
Have 1 not beard great ordnance in the Held, 
nd Heaven’s artillery thunder in the sVics ? 
h^o I not in the pitched baltlo heard 
loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets clang ^ ” 

SlUKST'EARE. 


The insurrection had broken out; 
there could now be no scepticism on the 
subject. Some hundreds of armed 
men were already cvownling the 
grounds in front of the mansion ; and 
from the shouts wiiicli rose in every 
quarter, and still more from the fires 
which blazed on every liill round the 
horizon, the numbers of the, insur¬ 
gents must have amounted to thou¬ 
sands. It was evident that wc were 
in a pitfall, and that resistance was 
only the ju'otraction of a fate which 
was now inevitable. The shrieks of 
the females and the despondency of 
the men, who naturally tliought that 
their last hour was come, were enough 
to dishearten all vcsolntiou. For a 
few minutes, the only orders w'hich I 
could give were to bar tiio doors and 
close the window's. The nuiltitiule, 
new to hostile enterprises, had till 
now' kept at some distance, warned 
bv their losses in the skirmish with 
the yeomanry, and probably oxjicct- 
iiig the arrival of troojis. But llio, 
sight of our precautions, few' and 
feeble as they w'ore, gave them new 
courage ; and discharges of musketry 
began to drop their bullets into the 
midst of our startled assemblage. It 
is only justice to the national intre¬ 
pidity to say, that every measure 
which I projiosed for defence was 
nnhcsitatingly adopted ; and that one 
of my chief dilhculties w^as to prevent 
rash sallies, wdiich must have only 
terminated in loss of life. The short 
interval now allowed to us was em¬ 
ployed in barricading the mansion, 
which was built almost w'ith the 
stnmgth of a fortress, and posting 
every man who could handle a mus¬ 
ket or pistol, at the w indow's. Still I 
knew that this species of defence 
could not last long; and my only 


hope for our lives w^as, that the firing 
might bring some of the troops who 
patrolled the country” to our assist¬ 
ance. But the discharges became 
closer and heavier, and still no sound 
of succour was to be heard. My 
situation became more anxious every 
irtoiueiit; all looked up to me for 
their guidance ; and though my gar¬ 
rison were brave and obedient, as 
became the high-spirited sons of Ire¬ 
land, there seemed the strongest pro¬ 
bability tliat the night w ouhl end in 
a general massacre. Yet theto was 
no faint-heartedness under the roof; 
our fire was stoutly kei)t uji wdien- 
(‘ver the assailants came w'ithin range; 
and as 1 Iiurj-icd from chamber to 
chamber to ascertain the condition of 
our defence and give directions, I 
found all linn. Still the terrors of 
the females—the sight of the first w'o- 
nion of the province Hying for refuge 
to every corner Avliere they might 
escape the halls, which now poured 
into every window'; the actual wounds 
of some, visible by tlie blood stream¬ 
ing down their splendid dresses; the 
horror-stricken looks of the groups 
clinging to each other for hopeless 
protection ; and the actual seiiiblanco 
of death in, others fainting on the 
sofas and floors, and all this under an 
incessant roar of musketry—made me 
often wish that I could give w’^ay to 
the gallant impatience of my friends 
within the mansion, and take the 
desperate hazard of plunging into the 
midst of the multitude. 

But a new' danger awaited us; a 
succession of shrieks from one of the 
ujiper apartments caught my ear, and 
on nishing to the spot, and forcing my 
way through a crowd of Avomcn half 
frantic with alarm, I saw some of the 
outbuildings, immediately connected 
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with the mansion, wrapped in a sheet 
of fire. The insurgents had at last 
found out the true M'ny to subdue our 
resistance ; and wo obviously had no 
alternative but to throw ourselves ou 
their mercy, or die with arms in our 
hands. Yet, to surrender was perhaps 
only to siifler a more protracted death, 
degraded by shame; and when 1 
looked round me on the helplessness 
of tlie noble and beautiful w'omcii 
around me, and tliought of tlie agony 
which must bo felt by us on seeing 
tliom tln-owu into the power of th(‘ 
assassins w'lio Avere now roaring Avith 
triumph and vengeance, I dtsmivssed 
all thoughts of submission at once, 
and determined to take the cbauccs 
of resistance Avhile any man among 
us had the poAver to draw a trig¬ 
ger. In rushing through the man¬ 
sion, to make its defendcu-s in tht^ front 
aware of the new misfortune AA’hicli 
threatened us, I liaj)poued to pass 
through the ball-i*oom, Avlicrc the 
coi'pse of its noble and brave mas¬ 
ter Avas. One figure Avas stand¬ 
ing thhrc, with his back to mo, ami 
evidently gazing on the body. All 
else Avas solitaiy. Of all the IVicnds, 
guests, aud domestics, not one luul 
remaiiied. Loud as Avcrc the shouts 
outside, aud constant as Avas tl»e 
crashing of the musketiy, 1 could 
hear .a groan, Avliich seemed to conic 
from the very heart of that lonely by¬ 
stander. 1 sprang toAvards liini; he 
tunied at the sound of my steji, aud, 
to my surprise, I saw the face of the 
man whose sliarc in the insurrection 
I had so singularly ascertained. I 
had a loaded musket in my Jiaud, and 
my tb-st impulse, in the indignation 
of the moment, Avas to discharge its 
contents through liis heart, Jiut lie 
looked at me Avith a countenance of 
sucli utter dejection, tiuit 1 dn^piied 
its muzzle to the ground, aud de¬ 
manded “ What had brought himthere 
at such a time?” “This!” he ex¬ 
claimed, pointing to the jiallid form 
on the sofa. “ To that man I owed 
every thing. To bis protection, to 
liis generosity, to his nobleness of 
heart, 1 owed my education, my 
hopes, all my prt»spects in life. I 
should haA^e died u thousand deaths 
rather than see a linir of bis head 
touched—and now, there he lies.” 
He sank upon his knees, took the 


hand of the dead, and Avept over it 
in agony. 

But 1 had no leisure to Avait upon 
his remorse ; the volleys were pouring 
in, and the glare of the burning 
buildings showed me that the flames 
Avcremakiijgfearful progn'ss. “ This,” 
said 1, “ is your Avork. Tliis murder 
is but the first-fruits of your treason; 
probably every life in this house is 
destined to butchery within tlic hour.” 
lie sprang ou his feel! “ Xo, no,” he 
cried, “ Ave are not murderers^ U’liisis 
the frenzy of the populace. Rcge.ne- 
ralion must not begin by massacre.” 

"I'he tliought suddenly struck me 
that I might make his fears, or his 
compunctions, at the moment avail¬ 
able. 

“ You arc at my mercy,” said I. 
“ T might justly ]mt you to death at 
tlie instant, ns a rebel, in the fact; or 
1 might dcliA'cr you up to the law, 
AA'Iieu your fate Avould be inevitable. 
T can make no compromise. But, if 
AouAvould make such atrmoinout to 
your own conseieucc as niaA'be I'ound 
in undoing a part of the desperate 
Avroug Avhioh you liaA o doin', go out 
to those robliers aud murderers avIio 
arc noAv thirsting for onr blood, and 
jmt a slop to llieir atrocities if you 
can ; save tlic lives of those in the 
lioiise ; or, if you camntt, die in tlie 
only attempt A>}uch can retrieve your 
memory.” 

He looked at me Avith a lacklustre 
OAT for a uiomoni, aud uttered a few 
Avild AA'ords, as if his mind Avas Avan- 
dcring. 1 sternl}' re]>eated my de¬ 
mand. and at length lie agreed to try 
Jiis intlucuce Avilh the multitude. I 
threw open the door, and sent him 
out, adding the AA'onls—“ I .shall liaA O 
iny eye upon you. Jf I find you 
swerve, 1 shall lire at you, in prefer¬ 
ence io any other man in the mob. 
We shall die tog<*ther.” He Avent 
forth, and I heard Ids I'ocognition by 
the rebels, in their loud shouts, and 
their heavier fire against our feeble 
defences. But, after a fcAV moments, 
the shouting and the fire ceased to¬ 
gether. Tlicrc Avas a jiaiisc; from its 
strangeness after the tumult of tlic 
last hour, scarcely less startling than 
the uproar. They apjieared to be deli¬ 
berating on bis proposition. But Avhile 
we remained in this suspense, another 
change came; loud altercations were 
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heard; and the pause was interrupted 
by a renewed rush to the assault. We 
now looked upon all as liopeleas, and 
expected only to perish in the flames, 
which were rolling in broad sheets 
over the roof of the mansion. There 
was no symptom of faiiit-iieartedness 
among us ; but our ammunition was 
almost exhausted, and every conu- 
tenaiicc was pale with dCvSpair; an¬ 
other half hour, and our fate must be 
decided, in this extremity, with 
every sense wound up to its utmost 
pitch, 1 thought that 1 heard the dis¬ 
tant trampling of cavalry. It came 
neai’er still. There was evident con¬ 
fusion among the rebels. At hmgth 
a trumpet sounded tlie charge, and a 
squadron of horse rushed into the 
lawn, sabring and firing among the 
multitude. 'I'lni struggle was tierce, 
but brief; and before we could un¬ 
bar the doors, and bui’st out to take a 
part in the ///eVt'e, all was done; tiie 
rebels had fled, the grounds were 
cleared, and the dragoons were gather¬ 
ing their prisoners. 

All w'as now cougi’atnlation; and 
I recei\e(l thanks from gallant lips, 
and fromjiu’ight eyes, whicli might 
liave flattered one fonder of ilattery. 
All imputed their safety to the ad¬ 
dress with which I had euqtloytsl the 
feelings of the rebel leader, lint for 
the pause produced by his presence, 
all must have perished. It had gi>ou 
time for tlie cavalry to come uj>; tltey 
Iiaviug been bewildered in crossing 
• the counti'y, and flouiulering thnnigli 
the wretched by-roads wliicl* then 
formed the disgrace; of Ireland. Life is 
a chapter of accadents; and even their 
arrival had bt;en a matter of ucckUuit. - 
An aide-de-camp of the viceroy had 
been sent in search of me with de¬ 
spatches : the oflicer in command at 
tlic next town had iiersuaded him, 
much against his w ill, to take as his 
escort one of the niglit patroles ai' 
horse; and thus wore saved a hundred 
and fifty liv(!S of the first juTsonages 
of the province. By inoruiiig the 
mansion, and all within it, would 
probably have been embers. 

Tlie aide-de-camp’s despatches were 
sufiiciently alanning. The lord-lieu¬ 
tenant had received from England 
details of the intended insurrection, 
Tlie ]yrivy council had been summoned, 
and the usual comraanda issued to 


keep the troops throughout the couu- 
" try on the alert; but the information 
w'as still so imperfect, the skill of the 
conspirators was so adroitly exerted 
in keeping their secret, and tlie out¬ 
cry of llie powerful parliamentary 
Opposition was so indignant and con¬ 
temptuous at the remotest hint of 
popular (lisaflection, that the Govern¬ 
ment was virtually paralysed. 

But the question was now decided; 
the scene which 1 had just witnessed 
unhappily left no room Jor doubt, and 
I detcnniiicd to set olf for tlie nicti’O- 
jiolis without delay. 1 had no sooner 
expressed my intention, than 1 was 
assailed on all luuuls with advice, 
and even with entrtjalies, to postpone 
my jouniey until the flight of the 
rebels was fully ascertained, or at 
least till daylight gave me a better 
chance of personal safety. But every 
moment now seemed to mo more pre¬ 
cious than the last; and, breaking 
tliroiigh a circle of the noble and the 
fair, 1 threw myself on my horse, and 
with the aide-de-camp and a couple of 
dragoons for iny escort, soon lelt the 
Avhole scene of entreaty and terror, 
sorrow' and triumph, behind. 

AVc rode hard tlirough the night, ob¬ 
serving fretjuent signs of the extended 
insurrection, in fires on the luountiuns, 
and the gatherings of jieasantry on the 
roads—sometimes conqielled to turn 
out of our way, by the evidence of 
their being armed and in military or¬ 
ganization ; and at otliers dashing 
thnaigh tlie groiqis, and taking tiiem 
by siirtirise. A few shots fired at 
raiidoui, or the rage aii<l roar of the 
crowd as we scattered tlieni right and 
left in our gallop, were all that be¬ 
longed to jiersonal adventure; and 
wlieii the. dawn showed us from one 
of the hills rqjmd the ca})ital the quiet 
city glittering in the first sunshine, 
all looked so lovely and so tranquil, 
that it reiiuircd the desperate recol¬ 
lections of the niglit to believe in the 
cxist(‘iice of a vast and pow'erful com¬ 
bination, prepared to cover the land 
with burning and blood. 

■Within a lew hours after my arri¬ 
val, tlie privy council assembled; my 
intelligence w'as received as it de¬ 
served ; it decided the wavering, aiul 
gave increased determination to the 
bold. Still, our sitting w'as long and 
anxious. The peril was now unde- 
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niable, but the extent, the object, and 
the remedy, were alike obscure. It 
is not, of course, within my purpose 
to reveal the secrets of councils, hi 
which all is transacted under the 
deepest bond of confidence; but it 
may be fairly told, that our delibera¬ 
tions often completely reversed the 
proverb, that “ In the multitude of 
(councillors there is safety,if hy safe¬ 
ty is meant either promptitude or 
penetration. 

But there was one man amon" 
them, who would have distinguished 
himself in any council upon earth. 
He was alawyer, andholding the high¬ 
est office of his profession. But his 
ambition M'as still higlier than his 
office, and his ability was c^iual to his 
ambition. Bold by nature, and ren¬ 
dered bolder bi’’ the constant success 
of his career, ho would have been a 
matchless minister in a despotic go¬ 
vernment. Living under tlu». old/v- 
plme of France, the laurels of a Uicho- 
iieu or a Mazaviu might have found a 
formidable competitor in this man of 
daring and de.cLion. lie wanted but 
their scale^of action, to haveexhibitesd 
ail their virtues, aiubperhiips all their 
vices. 

At the bar, his career had been one 
of unexampled rapiclity. Ho had 
scarcely appeared, when he burst 
through the crowd, and took the stand 
to wiiich all the dignities of the pro¬ 
fession seem the natural inheritance. 
He had scarcely set his foot on tlio 
floor, before lie ovcrlopiied the bench. 
But the courts of justice were too 
narrow for him. It was in Parlia- 
ineut that he found the true atmo¬ 
sphere for his loftiness of flight, and 
keenness of vision. At that time the 
study of public speaking had become 
a fashion, and the genius of the coun¬ 
try, singularly excitable, always ar¬ 
dent, and always making its noblest 
efforts under the spell of public dis¬ 
play, exhibited the most brilliant 
proofs of its title to popularity. But 
in the very blaze of those triumphs, 
the Attorney-geiuiral sJiowcd that 
there were pther weapons of public 
wart;ire,'not less original and not less 
triumphant. Ho orator, and even no 
rhetorician, he seemed to dcspisc alike 
the lustre of imagimajtion and the, 
graces of language. , 5ut.he,iSTibsti-,-v 
tuted a force, Umt^ofJea-^talneiiJ th^ .. 


victory over botli. Abrupt, bold, and 
scornful, liis words struck home. Ho 
had all the power of plain things. Ho 
brought down no lightning from the 
heaven of invention, he summoned no 
flame from below; but the torch in his 
liand burned witli withering power, 
and he wielded it Muthout fear of man. 
By constitution haughty, his pride 
actually gave him power in debate. 
Men, and those able men too, often 
shrank from the conflict with one 
whose very look seemed to warn 
them of their tciu'crity. But to this 
natural faculty of overthrow he added - 
remarkable knowledge of public life, 
liigh legal repute, and the iucompa- 
rablc advantage of his early training 
in a profession wliich opens out the 
recesses of the soul, habitually forces 
imposture into, light, and cross-ex¬ 
amines the villain into reluctant ve¬ 
racity. There nev’Cr was in Parlia¬ 
ment a more remorseless or more 
cftectual hand, i\i stripping off the 
tinsel of political pretension. His 
logic was contemptuous, and his coHr 
tempt was logical. His blowjs were 
all straightforward. He wvosted no' 
time ill the flourish of thc^word; he 
struck with the point. liiven to the 
most powerful of his opponents, this 
assault was formidable. But with the 
inferior rank'^ of Opposition, he threw 
aside the sword and assumed the 
a\c. Obviously regarding them as 
criminals against common sense and 
national polity, he treated them as 
the executioner might treat culprits 
already bound to the wheel, mea¬ 
suring tile place for his blows with 
the pi'ofessional eye, and crushing limb 
after limb at his leisure. U'he imperfect 
reports of debating in his day, have 
deprived parliamentary recollection of 
the most memorable of tliose great 
display's. But their evidence is given 
in the fact, that with the most nume¬ 
rous, ])owerful, and able Opposition 
of Ireland in his front, and the feeblest 
Ministerial strength behind him, the 
Attorney-general governed the par¬ 
liament until the hour when its gates 
were closed for ever—when its sub- 
;?tance wa^. dissipaiie'd* into thin air, 
and all but its memories sank into 
.tlic rietur^fssfi grave,. ^ 

. In the chancel- 

Jor, he the virtual 

a succession 


K 
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of opulent and accomplished noble¬ 
men, eVeiy two or three years, were 
transmitted from Whitehall to the 
Castle, to pillow themselves upon a 
' splendid sinecure, rehearse an annual 
King^s speech, exhibit the acknow¬ 
ledged elegance of noble English life, 
and, liaving given the destined num¬ 
ber of balls and suppers, await the 
warrant of a secretary’s letter to ter¬ 
minate their political existence. But 
the chancellor was made of “ sterner 
stuff.” His material was not soluble 
by a blast of ministerial breath. Not 
even the giant grasp of Pittwould have 
dared topliickthosceptrefromhishand. 
If struck, he might have answered 
the blow as the flint answers, by fire. 
But the premier had higher reasons 
for leaving him in tlie possession of 
power; he ■was pure. In all the up¬ 
roar of public calumn}’’, no voice "^vas 
ever hoard impeaching his integrity; 
with the ten tliousand arrows of party 
flying round him IVom every quarter, 
none ever found a chink in his ministe¬ 
rial mail. He loved power, as all men 
do who are w'orth}’^ of it. He disdained 
‘ \vealth, as all men do >vho are fitted 
to use it. scorned the popularity 
of the day, as all men do who know 
the essential baseness of its purchase; 
and aspiring after a name in the an¬ 
nals ofliis country, like all men to whom 
it is due—like them, ho proudly left the 
debt to be discharged by posterity. 

Ittic chancellor was not without his 
faults. His scorn w'as too palpable. 
He despised too many, and the many 
too much. His haughtiness converted 
the perishable and purchasable malice 
of [iarty, into thfe “ study of revenge, 
immortal hate.” Wlien he struck 
down an opponent in the fair strife of 
Parliament, his scorn was like poison 
in the wound, and the blow was never 
forgotten but in the grave. But as a 
statesman, hischief and unconq lerable 
misfortune was the naiTowmess of his 
scene of action. lie was but the 
ruler of a province, while his faculties 
were fitted for the administration of 
an empire. His errors w'crc the off¬ 
spring of his position. He was the 
strong man within four walls; by the 
very length of his stride striking 
against them at every step, and bruised 
by the very energy of his impulse 
against his hopeless boundaries. 

At length a time of desperate trial 
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arose. The Rebellion of 1798 burtt 
out. He had foreseen it. But the 
men of the Castle, lolling on their 
couches, would not believe in its pos¬ 
sibility. The men of the populace, 
stiiTing up the rabble ■with the point 
of the dagger, derided him as a libel¬ 
ler of the people; and even the Go¬ 
vernment of England—too anxiously 
engaged in watching the movements 
of the French legions from the heights 
of Dover, to have time for a glance 
at disturbers behind the Irish Chan¬ 
nel—for a time left him to his fete. 
But he was equal to the emergency. 
He had been scoflingly called “ the 
Cassandra of the aristocracy;” but 
he had neither the fortunes nor the 
failures of a Cassandra; he had not ' 
forfeited his virtues for his gift, and 
his propliecy was too soon and too 
terribly realized to be disbelieved. 
Of such times it is painful to speak, 
but of the men by whom such times 
are met, it is dishonourable not to 
speak with liomage. Almost aban¬ 
doned by authority, assailed almost 
by a nation, with the ground shaking 
under his feet, and the whole frame of 
(lovcmmcnt quivering at every roar of 
tlie multitude in arms, he stood the 
shock, and finally restored the coun¬ 
try. Language like this has .not been 
the first tribute to the memory of this 
ardent, vigorous, and unshrinking 
statesman. But its chief use, and the 
noblest use of all tributes to the tomb 
of civil heroism, is, to tell others by 
what strength of principle, and by 
wliat perseverance of purpose, the 
rescue of nations is alone to be achiev¬ 
ed. In the midst of alarm excited 
by the extent of the revolt, of igno¬ 
rance from the novelty of the crisis, 
and of indecision from the dread of 
responsibility, ho stood firm. The 
original intrepidit}" of his nature was 
even strengthened by the perils of the 
time; and with the whole storm of 
unpopularity roaring round him, he 
sternly pursued his course, and com¬ 
bated the surge, until it sank, and the 
state vessel neared, if it did not yet 
enter, the harbour. 

It is the natural fate of such men, ' 
in such times, to bg misunderstood, 
and to be maligned. The libel wliich 
. cast every stone within its reach at 
his living name, long continued to heap 
them on his grave*^ But all this haa 
M 21 
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pjursed away, and tlie inanlier portion 
of his countrymen now appeal to the 
administration of the “ Great Chau- 
celior,” in proof of the national capa- 
cit}^ for the highest trusts of empire. 

Why has not the history of this 
man, and of his day, been written? 
Why has not some generous spirit, 
impelled alike by a senso of justice 
and a sense of patriotism, adopted 
this argument for the intellectual opu¬ 
lence and moral energy which may 
still exist in the Irish mind ? la there 
no descendant to claim the perforiii- 
ance of a duty, which w^ouUl reflect a 
lustre on himselffrom the light w liicli 
bis filial piety planted on the sei>id- 
chre? Or Avhy are the recollections 
of rebels to be taken down from the 
gibbet, and embalmed in history, 
while the name of him who smote the 
rebellion is suffered to moulder away? 

I am not writing a panegyric, lie 
had his infirmities; his temper was 
too excitable, and his measures were 
too prompt for prudence. But his 
heart was sound, and his spirit was 
made for the guidance of a slate in 
the hour of its danger. If a feebler 
mind had then presided in tlie public 
councils, Ireland, w'ithia a twelve- 
month, w'ould have been a republic; 
and in every hour since, would have 
been agonizing under the daggers of 
rival factions, or paying tlie fearftil 
price of her frenzy in indissoluble 
chains. 

If this were the single act of liis 
lifii, it was sufficient for fame. It is 
enough to inscribe on the mpusoicnm 
of any man, that “ ho rescued his 
Country from a Dkmochacy ! ’’ 

The first news of the revolt which 
reached England, produced a formid¬ 
able effect on the legislature. Even 
the sagacity of the premier had been 
deceived, and his cabinet evidently 
staggered from the effect of the sur¬ 
prise. Opposition had been equally 
startled, and were s|ill more per[)iexed 
in their decision. Dealing for 3 ears 
in all the liigh-souiiding topics of na¬ 
tional wrong and national difficulty, 
they were astonished at the first actual 
realization of pmmlar revenge. The 
Ei^glishmau haiPlieard of wai’s as th© 
child hears of sjiectres—^none had seen 
them, and the narratives served only 
to excite the imagination. But the 
tremendous novelty of revolt was no& 


at their doors, iriietLer the Irish 
revolters acted in concert with the 
undying liostility of France, or with 
the factious reform of England; the 
danger in either case assumed asliapo 
of the most appalling magnitude. 
Opposition, in the very ]>rosj)CCt of 
power, shrank from possession ; as the 
stormers of a fortress might start back, 
Avhon thc\" saw' (he walls rolling down 
before them in some sudden convul¬ 
sion of nature. 'I'hey had jtredicted 
every casualt}' which could befall a 
country, ruled hy a cabinet inexor- 
babl}' closed against themselves. But 
when their ]uedictious had changed 
their character from the fantastic and 
remote into the substantial and imme¬ 
diate—when the clouds wliicli they 
so often predicted to be advancing 
over the prosperity of the land, seemed 
to have suddenly rushed forw’ard, and 
condensed and darkened with the full 
freight of national Innoc ; the}' as 
suddenly Acav to shelter in utter inac¬ 
tion, and left tlie minister to meet the 
storm. Pitt w'as soon equal to the 
crisis. The ordcis which he dispatch- ' 
cd to Ireland were stamiicd v\itli all 
the considerate vigour oWis matchless 
ability. 1 liad sent him all the infor¬ 
mation whicli could be obtained of the 
ju’ogres.s and purposes of the revolt, 
witii the suggestions arising from the 
coiilingeiicy'. llis remarks on my 
communication w ere brief, but inqpni- 
parabl}^ clear, direct, aud decided. 
Their tenor w'as, that I should distin¬ 
guish accurately between the deluded 
and the deluders—that 1 should itSMiro 
the IojmI of the uiilicsitating supjiort 
of England—and that, in all instances, 

1 .^ihoiild cultivate the national lo^'alt}^ 
reward the generous obedience, and 
sympathize with all the gallant and 
generous qualities of a people with 
whom every thing w as to bo done, by 
taking an interest in their feelings. 
These principles were so enlhely my 
ow’n, tiiat 1 acted upon tlicm with 
double zeal, and with complete suc¬ 
cess. The loyalty of Ireland rapidly 
exhibited itself in the most willing 
sacrifices; all ranks of ojiiniou coin¬ 
cided in the necessity of bold and 
instant action ; and from day to di\y^ 
part}’, absorbed in the sense of tha 
national exigency, disappeared, and 
patriotism rose. The leading men of 
both sides of the House ranged them- 
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selves in file ranks of the volimfajy the most vivid BOd zealous parth 
corps which came forward to assist in zans in po//f/cs —of all audiences^ the 
the public defence, and the fine incta- most hazardous to the soberness of 
*phor which had once made the senate public deliberation. As if with the 
thunder with applause—The ser- express purpose of including every 
pent’s teeth, sown in the ground, element advci*se to the calmness of 
sprang up armed men,"—was now council, the students of the neigh- 
amply, but more fortunately, realized, bouring university possessed the pri- 
The bitternesses and schisms of public vilcge of entree to the gallery; and 
opinion were hidden in the earth, and there, with the heated imaginations of 
the harvest was a brave and sponta- youth, and eveiy feeling trained by 
neons annameiit of men i)reparcd to the theories of Greek and Roman 
undergo all hazards for the sake of Republicanism, they sat, night after 
their country. night, watching the ministerial move- 

“ Happy," says the French wit, ments of a harassed monarchy, 
the land which has nothing for his- What must be the condition of a mi- 

toiy." This happiness has never be- nister, rising b^ore such an audience, 
longed to Ireland. Her annals are a to pronounce the gi’ave doctrines of 
romance. 15ut tlie i^eriod of which I public prudence; to oi)pose argument 
speak exhibited hersenatorial strength to brilliant dcclamatjon ; to proclaim 
with an energy*, almost compensating regulated obedience, in the midst of 
for her popular misfortunes. While spirits fantastic as the winds ; and to 
Parliament in England languished, lay restraints, essential to the public 
parliament in Ireland started intosud- peace, on a population proud of their 
den power. It w'as aroused by the past defiances, and ready to welcome 
visible presence of the public peril, even civil war? I was not conscious 
Ireland was the outpost, ■wiiile Eng- of any natural timidity; nor have I 
land was the camp; there the skirmish ever found occasion to distrust my 
M^as at its height, while the great Eng- nerve on any great demand; but I 
lish brigade moved uj) slow!}' from the must acknowledge, that wiicn in some 
rear. The ardour and activity of the of the leading debates of that most 
national temperament were exercised absorbing and most perilous period, I 
in perpetual conflict, and every con- rose to lake the initiative, the sight of 
flict produced some new champion. the •t'ast audience to whom I raised 
The actual construction of tlie senate my eyes, "was one of the severest trials 
house stimulated the national ])ropen- of my philosophy. The members 
sity for display. The House of Com- round me excited no alarm; with 
mous was an immense circular hall, them I was prepared to grapple; it 
surmounted ■with a lofty dome. A gal- was a contest of argument; I had tacts 
lery snpi)orted by columns was form- for tlieir facts, ajis\vcrs for their cop¬ 
ed round tlie base of the dome, with tiousness, and a fearless tongue for 
seats for seven hundred persons, but their declanuiLiou. Rut tlie gallery 
on crowded occasions capable of con- thus filled w^as beyond my reach ; its 
tainiug more; the whole highly orna- passions and prejudices were iuucces- 
menled, and constituting a rotunda, sible by any Itjigic of mine; and 1 
uniting grandeur with remarkable stood before tlicin, less as in tiio pre- 
arch itcctural elegance. Thus every sciice of a casual auditory tiian of a 
member acted in the sight of a large tribunal, and at that tribunal, less as 
audience, however thin might be tlie an advocate than as a culprit on the 
assemblage below; for the curiosity point of being arraigned, 
attaclied to tlie debates was so poAver- Another peculiar evil resulted from 
ful, tliat the spacious gallery was the admission of this crowd, and of 
generally full. But the nature of that its composition. Every casual colli* 
audience excited the still stronger sioii of debate became personal, Tlic 
temptation to the bold extravagances most trivial play of pleasantry was 
of the Irish temperament. The cliicf embittered into an insult; the simplest 
portion of this auditory were females, sting of passing controversy w'as often 
and those the most distinguished of to be healed only by a rencounter in 
Ireland; women of wit, beauty, and the field. For the whole Avas acted 
title, the leaders of fashion, and often a public stage, with tlie dlite of the 
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nation looking down on the perform¬ 
ance. The hundreds of bright eyes 
glancing down fiom the gallery, were 
. a'itics whose contempt was not to be 
resisted; and no public assembly, since 
the days of the Polish pospolite, ever 
settled so many points of debate in 
the shape of points of honour. 

At length Opposition rallied, and 
resolved to make a general assault 
upon the Administration. Like their 
English friends, they had been stun¬ 
ned for a while by the suddenness 
of the outbreak. But as the Turkish 
populace, in a conflagration or the 
plague, no sooner recover from their 
lirst fright than they discover the 
cause in the govcmibciit, and march 
' to demand the head of the vizier; the 
popular orators had no sooner found 
leisure to look ro*nnd them, than they 
marshalled their bands, and demanded 
the dismissal of all antagonist autho¬ 
rity. I was first to be torn down. I 
stood in the gate, and while I held 
the keys, there was no entrance for 
expectant ambition. I waved the flag 
in the breach, and until the banner 
was swept away, the storm was inef¬ 
fectual. Yet this turning the whole 
weight of party vindictiveness on my 
head, gave me a new courage, the 
courage of passion, the determination 
which arises from a sense of injury, 
and which magnifies with the magni¬ 
tude of the trial. In other times, I 
might have abandoned the struggle; 
but, with the eyes of a nation thus 
brought upon me, and all the ablest 
men of the opposite benches making 
my overthrow the very prize of their 
victory, I determined “ to stand the 
hazard of the die." 

The eventful night came at last; 
for days before, every organ of public 
opinion was in the fnost feverish ac¬ 
tivity ; lampoons, pamphlets, and 
letters to the leading journals, the 
whole machinery of the paragraph- 
world was in full work round me; and 
even the Adiniuistration despaired of 
my being able to resist the uproar— 
all but one, and that one the noblest 
and the roost gifted of them all, my 
friend the chancellor. I had sat long 
past midnight with him on the eve of 
the coming struggle; and I received 
Ms plaudits for my determination. 
He talked with all his usual loftiness, 
but with more than his usual feeling. 


“ Within the next twenty-fonr 
hours,” said he, “ your fate will be 
decided. But, in public life, the event 
is not the dishonour; it is the coun¬ 
tenance with which we meet it, that 
makes all the difference between suc¬ 
cess and shame. If you fall, you will 
fall like a man of character. If you 
triumph, your success will be unal¬ 
loyed by any baseness of purchase.” 
I told him sincerely, that 1 saw in the 
vigour and resolution of his conduct a 
model for public men. “ However the 
matter may turn out in the debate,” 
said he, rising and taking his leave, 
there shall be no humiliation in the 
conduct of government, even if we 
should be defeated. Persevere to the 
last. The world is all chances, and 
ten to one of them are in favour of 
the man who is resolved not to bo 
frightened out of any thing. Farewell.” 

Still, the crisis was a trying one, 
and my occupation during the day 
was but little calculated to smooth its 
anxieties. The intelligence from the 
country announced the increased ex¬ 
tent of the revolt; and the intercepted 
correspondence gave startling proof of 
an organization altogether superior to 
the rude tumults of an angry pea¬ 
santry. Several sharp encounters had 
taken place with the soldiery,' and in 
some of them, the troops, scattered in 
small detachments and unprepared, 
had suffered losses. Insurrectionary 
proclamations had been issued, and the 
revolt was already assuming a mili¬ 
tary form; camps were collected on 
the mountains, and the arming of the 
population was become general. My 
day was occupied in writing hurried 
despatches to the magistrates and 
officers in command of the disturbed 
districts; until the moment when the 
debate was expected to begin. On 
my M^ay to the House, every thing 
round me conspired to give a gloomy 
impression to my mind, weary and 
dark as it was already. Public alarm 
was at its height, and the city, with 
the usual exaggerations of undefined 
danger, presented the appearance of a 
place about to be taken by storm. 
The streets were crowded with people 
hurrying in search of news, or ga¬ 
thered in groups retailing what they 
had obtained, and evidently filled with 
the most formidable conceptions of 
the public danger. The armed yeo- 
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manry woro hurrying to their stations 
for the night, patrols of cavalry were 
moving out to scour the environs, and 
,the carriages of the gentry from the 
adjoining counties were driving to tlie 
^hotels, crowded with cliildren and do¬ 
mestics; while waggons loaded with 
the furniture of families resident in 
the metropolis, were making their way 
for security into the country. All was 
confusion, hurry, and consteniation. 
The scene of a great city in alarm is 
absolutely inconceivable but by those 
who have been on the spot. It sin¬ 
gularly harassed and exhausted me; 
and at length, for the purpose of 
escaping the whole sight and sensation 
together, I turned from the spacious 
range of streets which led to the House; 
and made my way along one of the 
narrow and obscure lanes which, by a 
libel on the national taste, were still 
suiFered to remain in the vicinity of 
an edifice worthy of the days of Im¬ 
perial liome. 

My choice was an unlucky one, for 
I had scarcely gone a hundred yards, 
when 1 found my passage obstructed 
by a crowd evidently waiting with 
some sinister purpose. A signal was 
given, and I was called on to answer. 

1 had no answer to make, but required 
that I should be suffered to pass on. 
“A spy, a spy! down with him!” 
was the exclamatujn of a dozen voices. 
A rush was made upon mo, and not¬ 
withstanding my struggle to break 
through, I was overwhelmed, grasped 
by the arms, and huri^d into the 
entrance of a house in utter darkness. 

I expected only a dagger in my heart, 
and from the muttered tones and 
words which escaped my captors, not 
one of whom could 1 discern, I seemed 
evidently about to encounter the fate 
of the spy which they deemed me. 
But, convinced that nothing was to be 
gained by submission, I loudly de¬ 
manded by what right I was seized, 
declared myself a member of Tarlia- 
ment, and threatened them Avith the 
especial vengeance of the law, for 
obstructing me in the pei-fornianco of 
my duty. 

This announcement evidently had 
its effect, at least in changiijg the 
subject of their consultation; and, 
after another whisper, one of their 
number stepped up to me, and said 
that I must follow him. My refusal 


brought the group again round me, 
and I was forced down the stairs, and 
through a succession of airless and 
ruined vaults, until tve reached a 
massive door. There a signal was 
given, and was ansAvered from within; 
but the door continued closed. 

My emotions during all this period 
were agonizing. I might not havo 
felt more than others that fear of death 
Avhich belongs to human nature; but 
death, in darkness, without the poAver 
of a struggle, or the chance of my fate 
being ever accounted for; death by 
the Iiands of assassins, and in a spot 
of obscure butchery, was doubly ap¬ 
palling. But an hour before, I had 
been the first man in the country, and 
now Avhat was I ? an unhappy object 
of ruffian thirst of blood, destined to 
die in a charnel, and be tossed among 
the rubbish of ruffian hands, to moul¬ 
der unknown. Without condescend¬ 
ing to implore, I now strongly at¬ 
tempted to reason with my captors 
on the atrocity of offering violence to - 
a stranger, and on the certainty that 
they would gain more by giving mo 
my liberty, than they could possibly 
do by burying their knives in my bo¬ 
som. But all was in vain. Theymado 
no reply. 0«ic conception alone was 
Avaiiting to the torture of tlic time; 
and it capie. I heard through tho 
depth of the vaults the sound of a 
church clock striking “eight.” It 
was the very hour Avluch had been 
agreed on for couiuiciicing the debate 
of tiic night. What must be thought 
of my absence ? What answer could 
bo made to any cminhy for my pro- 
senceV AVhat conceivable escape could 
my character as a minister have, from 
the charge of scandalous neglect, or 
more scandalous pusillanimity; from 
treachery to my friends, or from an 
utter insensibility to personal name 
and ofiicial honour in myself? The 
thought had nearly deprived me of 
iny senses. The perspiration of men¬ 
tal torment van down my face. I 
stamped the ground, and would have 
dashed my forehead against the wall, 
had not the A^'Uolc group instantly 
clung round me. A few moments 
move of this Avrctchednesa^ and I 
must have died; but the door at length 
was cautiously opened, and I bounded 
in. 

At a long narrow table, on which 
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were a few lights, and several books 
and rolls of paper, sat about twenty 
men, evidently of tlio lower order, 
though one or two exhibited a mark¬ 
ed superiority to the rest. A case of 
pistols lay on the table, which had 
probably been brought out on the 
signal of my arrival; and in the cor¬ 
ners of the room, or rather vault, 
were several muskets and other wea¬ 
pons piled against the wall. From 
the obvious disturbance of the meet¬ 
ing, I was clearly an unwelcome 
guest; and, after a general sweep of 
the papers off the table, and a whisper 
which communicated to the chairman 
the circumstances of my capture, T 
was asked my name, and “ why I had 
intruded on their meeting?” To the 
latter question my reply Avas an in¬ 
dignant demand, “ Avhy my liberty 
had been infringed on ?” To the for¬ 
mer, I gave my name and oilice at 
full length, and in a tone of autho¬ 
rity. No announcement could have 
been more startling. The president 
actually bounded from his .chair; 
others plucked out knives and pis¬ 
tols ; all looked pallid and tluindcr- 
struck. With the first minister of the 
realm in this cavern of conspirators, 
every life of whom was in peril of the 
axe; my presence among them Avas 
like the dro]>ping of a shell into a 
pow'dcr magazine. 

Bnt the dismay soon passed ; their 
native daring returned, and T saAv that 
my fate liimg once more on the ba¬ 
lance. After a brief consultation, and 
many a gloomy glance at their pri¬ 
soner, the proAidont summed up the 
opinion of tlic board. “ Yon must 
bo tensible, sir,” said he, addressing 
me, “ that in times like the present, 
every man must be prepared to make 
sacrifices for his cause. The call of 
Ireland has summoned ns here—that 
call is irresistible; and Avbatever may 
be our feelings, for yon, sir, who hnve 
been brought into this place wholly 
without our desire, the interests of a 
great country, determined to be free, 
must not bo put in competition Avith 
the life of any individual, be his rank 
what it may.” lie paused, but a ge¬ 
neral murmur of applause sboAved the 
full approval t)f his grim auditory. 
“ You,^ eh',” he continued, with the 
solemnity of a judge passing sentence, 
arc one great obstacle to the pos¬ 


session of our public rights. You are 
a man of talents and'courage, and so 
much the more dangerous to the pa¬ 
triot cause. You Avould disdain our fol-< 
ly, if AA e threw the chance which 

fortune has put into our hands;—^you 
must die. If we were in yoitr power, * 
the scaffold would be our portion. 
You are now in ours, and the ques¬ 
tion betAveen us is decided.” I felt, 
from his tone, that all remonstrance 
Avas useless; and I scorned to suppli¬ 
cate. “ Do as you Avill,” I indignantly 
exclaimed. “Imake one request. 
It is, that no imputation shall be suf¬ 
fered to rest on my memory ; that the 
manner of m.A’’ death sliall be made 
knoAvii; and that no man shall ever be 
suffered to believe that I died a cow¬ 
ard or a traitor.” “ It shall be done,” 
sloAAdy pronounced the president. I 
heard the click of a trigger, and look¬ 
ing up at the sound, saw one of tlie 
sitters at this board of terror, without 
moving from his place, deliberately 
ICA'clling it at iny head. I closed my 
eyes. In the next instant, I heard a 
scuffie; the pistol was knocked out of 
his hand, and a voice hurriedly ex¬ 
claimed, “ Areyou allrnad? ForAvhat 
purpose is this butcher}^? Whom are 
you about to murder? Do you Avant 
to bring a enrse upon our cause?” 
All rose in confusion; but the stranger 
made but one spring to tlie spot Avhere 
I stood, and fixing his eyes on me 
W'ith astonishment, loudly repented 
my name. As tlie light fell on him, 

I rccollecte^at once, though his hat 
Avas deeply mviAA-n over liis eyes, and 
a lingo cloak AA^as wrapped round him, 
palpably for the purpose of conceal¬ 
ment, the rebel leader Avhom I had 
so strangely met before. lie turned 
to the table. “And is it in this in¬ 
famous Avay,” he fiercely exclaimed, 
“that you shoAv your lo\'e of liberty? 
Is it in blood that yon arc to dip your 
charter; is it in making every inafl of 
common sense despise, and cA^ery man 
of humanity abhor you, that you are 
to seek for popular good-Avill? DoAAm 
with your Aveapons! The first man 
who dares to use them, T declare a 
traitor to his country! ” His energy 
made an inqwession ; and giving me 
his hand, which, even in that anxi¬ 
ous moment, I could perceive to be 
as cold as stone, he pronounced the 
words, “ Sir, you are free I ” But for: 
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this they were not prepared ; and 
some exclamations rose, in which they 
geemed to regard him as false to the 
cause, and the words—“sold,” and 
• “traitor"—were more than once audi¬ 
ble. He flamed out at the charge, and 
passionately demanded i)roofs. Tie 
then touched another string. “Now 
listen to Avhat I have to toll you, 
and then call me traitor, if you will. 
You are in the Jaws of ruin, I have 
but just discovered that Govern¬ 
ment has obtained knowledge of your 
meeting; au||||hat within five minutes 
every man o^)u wdll be arrested. 1 
flew to save you ; now^ judge of my 
honour to the cause. You have only 
to make your escape, and thank 
the cliancc ■which has re.scned your 
lives." Still my safety Avas not com¬ 
plete. There Averc furious spirits 
among them, who talked of revenge 
for the blood already shed, and gra¬ 
ver spirits Avho insisted on my being 
kept as a hostage. But my jirotector 
declaimed so i)oweifuily on the folly 
of exacting terms from me nuder 
duress; on the wdsdom of appeabng 
to my generosity in case of reverses; 
and, above all, on the certainty of 
tlicir falling into the iiands of autho¬ 
rity, if they Avasted tlieir time in 
^iuarrelling us to my disposal; that ho 
again brought tliein to a pause. A 
loud knocking at the door of one of 
the distant vaults, and a sound like 
tlic breaking down of the AA'all, gaA'c a 
sudden success to his argument, and 
the me(‘liiig, snatcliing up their 
jiiipers and weapons, glided aAva^y as 
Silently as so many shadoAAS. 

1 naturally attempt(‘d to thank my 
protector, but he init his finger to his 
llj> and iiointod to the <inarter from 
AA Inch the police Avere apparently 
forcing tiuur Avay into the subterra¬ 
nean. 'J'his Avas clearly a time of 
for hijuself as avcU as his as-o- 
and I followed liiiu silently 
through the A\iudings of this hideous 
Ufcalo. We shortly reached tlie ojxiu 
ai,r, and I cannot deseribe the solemn 
iiiid grateful .‘^ense aaiUi whieh T saAv 
tiic sky above my head, tiie, lights 
gruunieriug in the AviiuloAvs, and felt 
that I Avas once more hi the land of 
the living. IMy conductor led me 
Avithiu siglit of tlic door of tlic House 
of Commons, and, AA'ith a slight pres- 
f>ure of the hand, turned from me, and 
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Avas lost among the ciwd. I rushed in, 
exhausted, overpowered, sinking with 
apprcliciision of the evil Avidch might 
have been done in my absence, and 
blushing at the shame Avhich probably 
awaited me. 

But I Avas fortunately disappointed. 
By some means, avIucIi I could neA*er 
subsequently ascertain, a rumour of 
my'seizure had reached the House; 
and the strongest alarm Avas excited 
by' the dread of my assassination. 
'J'he commencement of the debate Avas 
su'^peudod. Opiiositiou, Avitli the dig- 
iiifi(*d courtesy Avhich disthignished 
their Icadiu's, oven proposed the ad- 
joiinimeiit of tlicir motion; the ines- 
sengei’s of the House were dispatched 
in all directions to bring some tidings 
of me; and I had afterAA'ards the sa- 
ti.sfai^tion to find that none imputed 
my absence to any motive unbecom¬ 
ing my^ pm-somil and official honour. 
Tims, Avhen I entered the House, ner¬ 
vous Avith apprehension, I aa’us i*e- 
ceivod Avith a general cheer; my 
colleagues croAvded round me Avith 
enquiries and congratulations ; mem¬ 
bers crossed from the opposite benches 
to express their Avelcome. Tiie galaxy 
of the living and the lovely in the gal¬ 
lery, whicli the expectation of the grimt 
deliate had tilled AAith all the fashion¬ 
able portion of the capital, chiefly, 
too, in full dress, as Avas the custom 
of tin* time, glanced down approvingly 
on me; and, Avhen at last 1 took my 
seat,! fidtn^sclfflattered bybeingthe 
centre of one the most splendid and 
jiit(‘resliiig assemblies in the AA^orld. 

'fhe House Avas at length hushed, 
ami Grattan rose. T cannot vcAxrt to 
the memory of that extraordinary 
man, Avithout a mixture of admiration 
ami melancholy^—admiration for Ida 
talents, and melancholy for the feel¬ 
ing that siich*ta.lci)t.s siiould expire 
Avilli the time, and be buried in the 
Common dust of the sepulchre. As a. 
senatorial orator, he Avas incontes¬ 
tably the greatest aaIioiu I have catj* 
heard. AVith but little pathos, ami 
Avitli no pleasantry, I ncA'er heard nuy" 
man so universally, ])erpctnally, and 
poAA'crfulIy, command the attention of 
the House. There Avas tho remark¬ 
able peculiarity in liis language, that 
while tho happiest study of others is 
to conceal their art, his simplicity had 
the manner of art. It was keen, con- 
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centrated, and polished, by nature. 
His clement was grandeur; the plain¬ 
est conception in liis hands, assumed 
a loftiness and power which elevated 
tho mind of his hearers, as much as 
it convinced their reason. As it was 
said of Michael Angelo, that every 
touch of his chisel was life, and that 
he struck out features and forms from 
the marble with tlie power of a 
creator, Grattan’s mastery of high con¬ 
ceptions was so innate, thatheinvtisted 
every topic with a sudden magnitude, 
which gave the most casual things a 
commanding existence to the popular 
eye. It was thus, that the grievance 
of a casual impost, the delinquencies 
of a police, the artifices of an election, 
or the informalities of a measure of 
hnance, became under his hand his¬ 
toric subjects, immortal themes, splen¬ 
did features, and recollections of in¬ 
tellectual triumph. If the Pyramids 
were built to contain the dust of 
nameless kings and sacrificed cattle, 
bis eloquence erected over materials 
equally transitory, memorials equally 
imperishable. 

His style has been criticised, and has 
been called affected and epigramma¬ 
tic. But, what is style to the true 
orator? liis triumph is ellcct—what 

is to iiiiji ifs compound P ^Vhut i.<4i 

it to the man who has the thunder¬ 
bolt in his hands, of what various, 
nay, what earthly—nay, what vapor¬ 
ous, material it may be formed ? Its 
blaze, its rapidity, and^tj j)enctra- 
tion, are its essential value; and smi¬ 
ting, piercing, and consuming, it is the 
instilment of irresistible power. 

But Grattan was an orator by pro¬ 
fession, and tiie only one of his day. 
The great English speakers adopted 
oratoiy simply as the means of their 
public superiority. PiW’s was the ora¬ 
tory of a ruler of empiie; with Fox, 
oratory was the strong, massive, and 
yet flexible instrument of a leader of 
party. But with Grattan it was a facul¬ 
ty,makings portion of theman, scarce¬ 
ly connected with extenial things, and 
neither curbed nor guided by the ne¬ 
cessities of his political existence. If 
Grattan had Iwen bom among the 
backwoodsmen, he would have been 
an orator, and have been persuasive 
among the men of the hatchet and the 
rifle, , Wherever the tongue of man 
could have given superiority, or the flow 


and vigour of conception could have 
given pleasure, he would have attain¬ 
ed eminence and dispensed delight. 
If he had not found an audience, he 
would have addressed the torrents 
and the trees; he Avonld have sent 
forth his A’oicc to the inaccessible 
mountains, and have appealed to the 
inscrutable stars. It is admitted, that 
in the suffering condition of Ireland, 
be had a prodigious opportunity; but, 
among thousands of bold, ardent, and 
intellectual men, wh^Lis his praise 
who alone rushes to ^Rir fi'ont, and 
seizes the opportunity? The English 
rule over the sister country has been 
charged sometimes as tyranny, which 
was a libel; and sometimes as in¬ 
justice, which w'as an error; but it 
had an unhappy quality which em¬ 
braced the evils of both—it w’as in¬ 
vidious. The only map of Ireland 
wbich lay before the English cabinet 
of the eighteenth century, was the 
map of the sixteenth—a chart s]}otto(l 
with the gore of many battles, not the 
less bloody that they were obscure; 
and disfigured with huge, discoloured 
spaces of barbarism. They forgot the 
lapse of time, and that time had 
since covered the graves of the past 
with a living race, and was filling \^\^ 

iho swamps of the wilderness with 
the ■vigour and the passions of a new 
and glowing people. I'liey still govern¬ 
ed on the guidance of the obsolete 
map, and continued to administer a 
civilized nation with the only sceptre 
fit for barbai’ism—the sword. By a 
similar misconception, wliile they de¬ 
clared the islands one indivisible em¬ 
pire, they governed them on the prin¬ 
ciple of eternal separation. No Irish - 
man was ever called across the narroAv 
strait between the tw'o countries, to 
take a sliare in the offices, or enjoy 
the honours of England. Irish ambi¬ 
tion, thwarted in its own cou^y, 
might wander for ever, like Viol’s 
unburied ghosts, on the banks of the 
Irish Channel, without a hope of pass¬ 
ing that political Styx. The sole con¬ 
nexion of the islands was between 
Whitehall and the Castle—betw'ecn 
power and placemen—between ca¬ 
binets and viceroys. It never descend¬ 
ed to the level of the nation. It was 
a slight and scarcely visible com¬ 
munication, a galvanic wire, signifi¬ 
cant only at the extremities, instead 



No more tlian yourself, doctoi*;’* 

31ii8, then, was a concerted trrck 
to make a fool of me I ” sputtered the 
Welsh Escalapius. “ But I’ll be re¬ 
venged. I’Jl have you before a magis¬ 
trate for this, you villain I ” 

“ Upon my honour, sir, I am per¬ 
fectly innocent. If you’ll only hear 
me for a single moment "- 

“ To be exposed before the whole 
town of Shrewsbury, too I I’JI never 
forgive it! ” and the doctor banged 
out of the room. To his dismay he 
found liimself face to face with Cutts, 
who, along with the Boots, had been 
a delighted auditor of the scene. 

“ How is our patient, doctor ? ” 
said the Saxon, “ Is our pulse good 
to-night ? Did we take a look at om' 
tongue ? ” 

Sir, you're jsl ruffian ! ” roared the 
doctor. 

Oh, come—we must be calm ; it 
yviW never do to discompose ourselves. 
Take a glass of brandy and water, 
doctor, and we’ll drink success to the 
profession. "What! you won’t, eh ? 
Well then, Boots, you take t)no and 
ril hnish the other. Here is Doctor 
Morgan’s very good health,” cried 
Cutts, advancing to the head of the 
staii's, “ and may lie long continue 
to be an omament to his profes¬ 
sion 1” 

“ Low scoundrel! ” cried one of the 
young gentlemen in lemou-coloured 
gloves, recognising his former antago¬ 
nist. 

“ There’s the rest of it for you, my 
hue fellow,” retorted Cutts, and the 
tumbler whizzed within an inch of 
Young Shrewsbury’s niaccassaied 
locks. 

A rush Was made up the staircase 
by several of the aggravated natives; 
but Cutts stood at bay like a lion, 
and threatened. instant death to the 
first person 'who should approach 
him. commotion was at its height 


when r recognised the voice of Mr 
Ginger. 

“Cutts, is that you? come down 
this instant, sir!” and the crestfalien 
Saxon obeyed. 

“Freddy, where are you?” cried 
my uncle. 

“Here!” 

“A pretty bnsiuess you two fellows 
have been making of it 1” said Scripio, 
with wonderful mildness. “But never 
mind; let tliem laugh who win. 
We’ve done the trick for you!” 

“ Indeed, uncle I how so?” 

“ The Biggleswade bill has passed, 
and I’ve sold your shares at nineteen 
premium.” 

“ Then I have ”- 

“ Exactly twenty thousand pounds.” 

I felt as if my head w'erc turaing 
round. At that moment I caught a 
glimps(fof Mary leaning on her fa¬ 
ther’s arm. She looked prettier than 
ever. 

“ Doctor Morgan,” I said, “ there 
has been a mistake here—will you 
suffer me to explain it?” 

“ Certainly,” said the doctor, in a 
very mollified tone; “if you will 
breakfast wdth me to-mori’ow morn¬ 
ing.” Twenty thousand pounds ih 
make a difterence in a man’s posi¬ 
tion. * 

“ May I come too, doctor ? ” hic- 
cuped Cutts. 

“ No, sir; and, if you do not wish 
to be prosecuted, you had better send 
me a fee to-inorrow luoiTling.” 

“ Oh, come I ” said old Scripio. “ 1 
daresay it was merely a bit of fun. 
I’ll settle the fees, doctor. Put C^uita 
to bed, and let the rest of us have a 
bit of supper.” 

On that day three weeks I married 
Mary Morgau, and have never taken 
another share in any railway since. 
If the reader wishes to know the rea¬ 
son, he may consult the list of present 
prices. 
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Cakne : Speturie : Atuerie ; Abie- 
CATi: Naroclum. Is this Irish ? If 
so, we would expect some six Irish 
'words to be adduced, of correspond¬ 
ing sound, and having a grammatical 
dependence and sensible moaning 
among themselves. Instead of this, 
Bctliaiii professes to find the equiva¬ 
lent expressions in ttce?ity-Jbur Irish, 
or f^Kcr^/'-lrish words, which have 
neither grammatical relation to one 
another, nor any coherent meaning in 
their united senses—viz. Pune car na 
h he tur / c at t i cr i e a hi e ca la na 
7 a ac la am ; i.e. “PlKeiiiciaii to Came 
(the turn) it is night voyage in it like¬ 
wise in knowledge great in it the 
l)ehig away how it is the going with 
Avater on the ocean.” And this he 
tells ns, being interpreted, signifies, 
‘‘ O Pluvniciaus, this is a statement 
of the night voyage to Came, (the 
turn,^) and of the manner of .going 
such great scawisc over by the Avaters 
of tlie ocean!” 

The only glimmering of any thing 
like meaning in this string of nneou- 
nccted verbiage, appears in the de¬ 
tached phrases “ night voyage,” “ the 
being aAvay,” and “ going with water 
on tlie ocean.” But tlte syllable 5c, 
Avhich he renders “ night,” (on Avhat 
authority Night ajid Chaos only knoAv,) 
is not found in the original; and “ be¬ 
ing away,” depends for its meaning 
Avholly on the certainty tliat e means 
“ aA^'ay ” in that collocation of words, 
and not “it,” as in the phrases im¬ 
mediately preceding; and there is no 
suggestion of any reason AA’liy it should 
not here haA'c the same signification 
as above, or why it should not mean 
“of” or “from,” in both of which 
senses the Avriter employs it in the 
subsequent sentences. “ Going Avitli 
water on the ocean,” oavcs its only 
pretension to meaning, hoAvevor ab¬ 
surd, to “ going" and “ ocean ;” but 
tlicrc is no am for “ocean” in the 
original, and the “ra”Avhich he in¬ 
terprets “ going ” and “ moA’ing,” is 
AvhoHy a coinage of his oavu brain. 

The same may be observed through - 
out the endless rigmarole of “ moon,” 
“ stars,” “ steering,” “ ocean,” ‘ ‘ night,” 
“ day,” “ knoAvlcdge,” “ science,” 
and O Phamician I” that succeed 


one another in monotonous repetition 
for the next 200 pages. Wherever 
there appears the least symptom of 
connected meaning or applicable lan¬ 
guage, (admitting the preposterous 
supposition that these tables are the 
records of early voyagers to Ireland,) 
wo invariably find that either the 
original is departed from, or that the 
alleged equivalents belong to no 
known language of articulately-speak¬ 
ing men. 

Taking the same liberty of arbitrary 
division, any one of moderate inge¬ 
nuity might turn these inscriptions 
into a jargon Just as readable in any 
language of the Avorkl. Divide any 
sentence of any articulate language 
into syllables, and apply these alleged 
Irish Avords used by Betham as their 
equivalents, and you may make it an 
equally authentic record of a voyage 
to Iridand or to the moon, or a re¬ 
cipe for the toothache, or any thing 
else you please, with the greatest fa¬ 
cility. 

Curious reader, tell us, pray, which 
is the more readable jargon—this, 

God to knowledge agreeable it is 
quick and Avater lonely star indeed the 
to it in day the month tliis in know¬ 
ledge Avitli is from the sea very solitary 
being water Avith the Avater the voyage 
always the coast steering being through¬ 
out moon to knowledge in Avater God 
indeed the Avatcr to danger this the in 
knoAvledge with with altogether to night 
the man from current the being water 
the to cause knowledge steering water 
by Ocean the north.” 

Or this V 

W’as wdiich security day and night 
inform Pha'iiieian from night means in 
defence by skill throughout the means 
being also water means voyage from 
the means as indeed the voyage in it 
far aAvay people water of the sea in 
gentle inward it is by wisdom day and 
night in it is gentle indeed the sea by 
science Avliieh by night in the will b© to 
will be means of the star it Air aAvay 
Phamician far away steering night and 
day and then to whence is in the ocean 
night sailing happy.” 

We believe most of our readers will 
incline to say that the one is about 
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fts insane gibberish as the other; or 
if they discover a distinction, will 
give the palm of a less degree of iii- 
coherency to the lirst. The first is 
our own j the second is Ucthaiu’s- 
being his literal version of the first 
three sentences of the second table, 
and ill no material respect diilerent 
from liis version of any other lltrce 
sentences of any of tlu; rest of the 
series.* The other is our own literal 
version, on the same? pninaple, of a 
sentence of his own, marked in italics 
in the following extracts, in wdiieh he. 
defends his arbitrary divi^^ioii of the 
Etruscan text into monosyllables, 
though the piuictuatioii of tlu; origi¬ 
nal plainly tUvides it into uiany-sylla- 
bied words. 

In defence of this nnjustiflable cor¬ 
ruption of tlie original, he alleges 
these excuses— 

In the chapter on language, j). 52, 
&c., arc a few remarks upon the division 
of the words in tliese inscriptions, in 
answer to the criticism of the learned 
Committee of the Royal Irisli Aeadt'my, 
who charged me with ‘ liaving made* 
alterations ’ in the text nnwiirrantably, 
^ especially in the division of the words.’ 
The charge of having made any altera¬ 
tions is aitogelher groundless, I might 
add unjust, uucourtcous, ami uncalled 
for. I have not altered a singl letter. 
I have added a loiter here and there in 
the Irish, when, by the genius and cha¬ 
racter of that language, it ^^ as justiti- 
ablo, as (when) the addition of a woi’d 
was required to make sense, and wlieu 
in the original the sound did not re¬ 
quire it to be expressed; but this is 
fully answered and explained in the 
chapter alluded to. 'I'he ‘ division of 
the words * requires a few brief obser¬ 
vations here. 

It will be observed V.iat in the first 
five tables there are divisioas marked 
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with colons, thus (;); in the sixth and 
seventh t;iblcs, and in the Perugian in¬ 
scription, the divisions are marked with 
a single porioil (.) 

" In the f'u'.st few lines of the first 
table it aj)pear.s, that, although these 
di^isions generally include perfect syl¬ 
lables and words, yet the same words 
are difierciitly divided. In the fifth 
line, the second division contains juue- 
nATUEBUMccitACNE, aiul ill the fourth 
di\ision rnuAKNC stands alone. The 
first divisitm of this fifth line, contains 
sakiih:— in the next lino it is worded 
thus, ONa^EKiETusAKun ; this same va¬ 
riation of division pervades all the tables, 
anti imleed almost every line of each 
table; the same may be observed on the 
Perugian inscription. The hypercriti- 
oism of the learned commilteo was 
therefore altogether (UToneous, and their 
observations not borne out.f These 
marks arc evidently not intended as 
divisions of words, but of sentences, ami 
they are not sufficiently precise even in 
that respect to constitute an accurate 
uuide. 'J’lie svllabie division, however, 
is governed by rule, is precise,uniform, 
fixed, and consistent, and may llu'rofore 
be acted on utlh some degrei' of cer¬ 
tainty. Instances occur wlicrc three or 
four consonants follow each idher, and 
\o\\(ds are altogether omitti'd; but a 
little exertiiUi of sagacity, after some 
pi-actiee and study, enables us to judge 
of this and supply the omissions.”— (Aol. 
i. p. 

And again, in the passage referred 
to at ]). 5.‘>, 

Whctlier I was arbitrary and un¬ 
authorized in the division of the words, 
W'ill now ap}>car by comparison, as the 
columns stand in juxtajiosition, and all 
are able to judge. The division is 
merehj made into syllables^ which, so far 
from being an tintiatural or arbitrary 
division, is the only division which coxdd 
be reasonably and fairly adopted,'*^ 
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* We subjoin the original Etruscan tovt as read by our author, with its alleged 
Irish equivalents. 

Bucvcum : ivBxu : ruNE : ubep : iurfath : tree : bitluf : tobuf : | 

MAbTE : THUKIE : FETU t FUPt.EKl*EH : IOTAS: IIUBINAS : TUTAPEU*. ICUBINA I 

j batuba; perixe: fetu : puni : feto: aubio: ustentu: cutev: pes-kimu. 
r, Bu CO com htdh be in Pune u he fa for faih Ire fi he at lu fa tur u fa | mer ta 
t%r i efad u proh lu bar to ta is i iitdh be i na is to ta bar i co be i na 1 la do ba 
fa ain efad o Piinifad te ar be iudh us tan do co taib be sni mo. 

t It appears that the Royal Irish Academy had refused to publish these specula- 
tions iu its Transaptions. We are surprised they should ha\o admitted some others 
Qi the tamo stamp, in which ref<.*rence is made further on. 
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That lA to say Tllhmiire, or rather 
Bethamidi—The ti Jis a on is incur i 
lit am a do an do is I la hil se i i uc is 
o bar bm oni he cn i)o (%* M'O only 
“ add a letter hero and there in the 
Iriah, ■v’lhen, by tlic f^onins and clui- 
racl(‘r of that liin^rnagc, it is justifiable, 
as when the addition of a vowel is re- 
<juii’e<l to niahe sense, and when in the 
oriiiinal tlie sound docs not require it 
to 1)0 explaiiuMl,”) aii cn na tur ul ur 
a?’ hi tre tr. ti ,/f.s' / en is the an hi ti Jis 
si an i / av co a! do he rc as a ra be lu 
an do fa i or la a taoh tuait, 

lint arc these singular-looldng 
syllables Irish ? They certainly are 
neither sense nor grammar; but ^VG 
t;ike tlu*m all as they ajipear, witb 
th(*ir alleged meanings in English, 
from that eoi)ions store of iiiigraTnina- 
tieal n(U),s<nis(‘ called Irish, tatlleeled 
in thos(‘ i)r(‘b‘j]ded versions of the 
tables ot (Inbbio ; ami the reader has 
already seen what a eharaeteristie 
jargon tliey mabe ^vd»cn rcudcied by 
their English e<]uivnleuts. 

Ills fatuity ajxl ])resuin|)tion ar'])car 
almost incredible. Knowing but a 
.single Etruscan word, and that a word 
of two syllables, and tiiuling it, as ho 
alh'ges, identical Avith an Irisli word 
also of 1^^o syllables, ho coneliuh*s 
tliat the Etruscan ami li’i.sh languages 
are tlic sanu', and botli wonosi/llabic. 
]Jad h(‘ known all that men of ordi¬ 
nary h'aniing know upon tlie, subject, 
h(! M ould have knoAvn that of the re¬ 
maining ru'o or three-aml-thirty as¬ 
certained Etruscan M'ords, .some are 
of two—some of throe—.some ot‘ four 
svllablcs—but not one of them all a 
moi»)syllabU\ Vet thus ignorant 
even of the commonest rudiments of 
learning on his subject, he takes it 
upon him to talk of men of real learn¬ 
ing in tlie following strain— 

“ That the language of Etruria has 
hitherto defied the laborious investiga¬ 
tions of the leanu'd of Italy, is now on 
all iiands admitted. Passat i, Oori, and 
Landsi, have done something to obscure, 
but little if any thing tow'ards its eluci¬ 
dation. Nor have the German investi¬ 
gators boon more successful. Dr l.op- 
sius has lately given an account of the 
Eugubian tables, and Dr Grotefond a 
work on the rudiments of the Umbrian 
tongue, and still the subject is as much 
at sea as over. These profound scholars 
have made no real impression—no light 


has been elicited—the meaning of a 
single word has not been obtained with 
any certainty. The solemn, learned, 
trilling, and absurd speculations of 
Passavi, Gori, and haiidsi, and their fol¬ 
low ers, arc* now treated with deserved 
contempt. 1'his is an age of critica 
enquiry; commonplace twaddling, inane 
generalities, and magniloquent essays 
and lectures, even if delivered by pro¬ 
fessors who enjoy the happiness of pre¬ 
siding over Homan colleges, only ex¬ 
cite derision. Learned savans must 
lunv put forth reasonable and intelligible 
postulates, and opinions must be sup¬ 
ported by facts, or they will only ex¬ 
pose themselves to deserved contemi)t.’* 
—(Vol. i. p. 22.) 

Swift himself could not hit the style 
of tiic literary quack more perlcctly. 
“ 1 liiive considered the gross abuse of 
a.stfology in this kingdom,” says Mr 
Hiek(a*.stuff, “ and upon debating the 
mattiu* w ith myself, I could not pos¬ 
sibly lay the fault upon the art, but 
upon those gross impostors who have 
set up to be the artists. I know se- 
V(‘ral learned men have contended that 
the whole is a cheat; and whoever 
ha® not beiif his studies that way, 
may be excused for thinking so, wdiefl 
lie secs in Iiow wretched a manner 
that noble art is treated by a lew mean 
illiterate traders between us and the 
stars; who import a yeai'ly stock of 
nonsense, lies, foll^^, and impertinence, 
whieli they oiler to the world as ge¬ 
nuine from the planets, though they 
d(‘sceiul from no grealer height than 
their own brain.s. I intend in a short 
time to ])ublish a laige and rational 
defence of this art; aiut therefore shall 
say no more in its justitieatiou at pre¬ 
sent.” But®:ire, indeed, the compa¬ 
rison falls ; for wlnlo BickerstalT post¬ 
pones his ]>roof3 for another occasion, 
Bctham proudly display.s his “ reason¬ 
able and intelligible postulate,” in his 
one fact, that the dissyllabic Aesar is 
God alike in Etruscan and in Irish. 
Whence he concludes that Etiniscan 
and Irish are, tlierefore, the same 
language, and that both consist of 
words of one .syllable each. “ The 
discovery,” he says, (Vol. ii. page 
286,) “ if ‘wonderful* was also acci¬ 
dental, at least the first clue to it was 
the solitary fact mentioned in Vol. i. 
p. 33, of the passage in Suetonius’ life 
of Augustus, where Aesar is said to 
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mean, in tiie Etruscan language, Qod. 
So small a spark lighted up the large 
fire.” We are irresistibly reminded 
of Goropius and his “ consequenter 
fatendum est aiitiquissim^ hoc Psam- 
metichi sententia.” 

The translation of the Eiigubiau 
tablets, however, is but a part of the 
huge mass of absurdity piled up on 
these two little syllables, Ae-sar, 
There is a second volume, in which 
all the topographical extravagances 
of Scrieck are played over again, prcc- 
conis adfastidium, with this diflcrencc, 
liowever, that where Scrieck, in his 
interpretations, gave gdnuine Dutch, 
Betham, in his, gives spurious Irish ; 
for ho owns himself, that “if a sen¬ 
tence be formed of these obsolete mo¬ 
nosyllabic -words, the translation in 
English making good sense, the ori¬ 
ginal, if read to the best Irish scholar 
of the day, will appear to him an un- 
kno>vu tongue.” lie begins first with 
Sanconiathan, which he makes the 
name of the book, not of the author, 
isean cead na than; i. e. “ the old be¬ 
ginning of time,” when the gods si)oke 
in monosyllabic Irish, and called (^aos 
cead-os, “ the first interiigence.” *nd 
♦ere it must be admitted that the 
Dutchmen are outdone: for neither 
Becau nor Sericck went above Adam. 
But Betham is as much at home on 
Olympus as either of the Dutchmen 
■u'as in Paradise ; and with the aid of 
his monos^dlabic glossary, transmutes 
the celestials into Teagues and Oonalis 
as fast as his sybilliiie syllables can be 
put together. Apollo is ab ol 
“ the nlighty lord of the ■waters(tliis 
is hardly as good as the off-holedoose 
of Goropius *.) Minerva is Ma na erar 
^ad^ (a terribly long rcfl^)e for a name 
this,) or “tiie good, the illustrious 
guiding wisdom.” Hciimcs is iur~ 
mees, “the messenger of the wdnd.” 
Hercules is er cu lais^ “the illustrious 
hero of lightbut he seems to be 
sadly at sea for a derivation for Nep¬ 
tune, whom he is obliged to turn into 
a Tyrrhenian catamaran or Irisli cur- 
row, Naehh tonn “the ship of the 
sea.” Jupiter (not being an Etruscan, 
he is not here allowed the pas) iudh 
hit rr, “ day being great,” (w'hich is a 
very dark saying.) Bacchus, hac aois^ 
“tlie sustainer of time." Mercury, 
Tueer cu re, “ the swift champion of 
the moon”—really this is mere lunacy. 


Any one might, with equal plausibi¬ 
lity, derive the whole Pantheon from 
the English, as Apollo, “ aye follow," 
because day always follows night, and 
Apollo always followed pretty girls, 
Daphne in particular; Mercury, 
“mirk hurry,” because Mercury 
hurried the ghosts down through the 
mirk or murky darkucss to the Styx, 
Hercules, “ he reckless,” because Her¬ 
cules was a great daredevil. Venus, 
“ vain is,” because a pretty woman is 
too often vain of her good looks. Juno, 
“ do now,” because people were in the 
habit of making their requests to her, 
or, perhaps, because Jupiter used to 
say so wlien he w'ished her to give him 
a kiss. Jupiter, “ stupider,” because 
it was natural that Juno should say 
he was the stupider of the two when 
they happened to ditfer; or, pace viri 
ia7iti, “ you piticr,” when poor mor¬ 
tals raised thcii* soiTowful supplica¬ 
tions to him. 

Scricck’s foundation for all his ex¬ 
travagant topographical derivations 
was the passage from l*lato. Doctor 
Johnson seems to have been the 
Plato of these new etymological ram¬ 
bles ; but Avc apprehend that neither 
the Greek nor the British philosopher 
would be much edified by the philo¬ 
logical excursions of the Irish disci? 
pie. Nothing can be more perfect in 
its way than the dogmatic audacity 
with which he assigns his derivations; 
it is in the true vein of Biekerstaff, 
and a model to quacks of all classes. 

Before we commence our examina¬ 
tion into the geographical divisions of 
Italy, it is necessary to say someyfing 
of that portion of the worhl with ^ieh 
the Phcnnicians became for the first 
time acquainted after their settlements 
in Syria, since called Europe, by an ac¬ 
cident as trivial and unlikely to liappen 
as that by which the now world in mo^ 
deru times was denominated America, 
that is, by a blunder of tho Greeks. 
The fable of the rape of Europa, &c., 
w'as a mere national allegory, of which 
the following is tHe substance. When 
the Phoenician llomeritie had discovered 
the Mediterranean, &c.—they sent out 
vessels to explore it, e,* it,* m, ‘from/ ro, 
‘ to go,’ ba, ‘was/ tur, ‘ voyage/ ros, ‘to 
the promontory i. e. it was to go from 
a voyage to {Italy) the promontory. This 
was, as usual of the Greeks taking 
sound for sense, made into a lady and a 



1 ^ 45 .] Betham's Btruna Cehiva. 4S5 


lull—tur ros must be the Greek retu^og, 
and the Lady Europa was to ride the 
bull to Crete, which was one of the first 
discoveries and settlements. Of the 
children or results, Minos has been al¬ 
ready explained as miarty 'minis,* nos, 
'knowledge,* or 'the art of mining/ 
Rhadainanthus means nothing more 
than that the voyage to Crete w'as 
the first great result of discoveries on 
this sea: ra,'going/ ad, ‘illustrious,* 
amy ‘great sea.,’ en, ‘the/ tus, ‘first.* 
So simple is the explanation !—(Vol, ii. 
p. 244.) 

Sci‘i(‘ck had some remains of the 
modt‘sty of learning, which prevent 
his becoming a comidetc master of 
this style. The rcloponiicsiis might 
perha})s possibly, he owned, liave 
been derived from Pelops; though 
Twas Jiiore likely it should come from 
rjeUop-oit^ c'tc. That admission 
was ill-judged : he ought to have dO' 
nied that I’olops ever existed, aud 
lauglicd at the blundering Greeks. 
But the Irishman is a deacon of his 
craft, and settles the point like an 
ad(‘pl. “ rKLoPOKNEsus, according 
to the Greek, the island of Pelops. 
But the name was of much greater 
antiquity than Greek civilization, and 
was, like all others, given by the 
IMicenicians. Pelops was an imagi- 
•tary character. The meaning of the 
word is, the promonloiy of the amr- 
tcoiis people; beJ, ‘mouth,’ aiobhy 
‘ courteous/ o, ‘ the,’ veas^ ‘ pro¬ 
montory/ aosy ‘ community, race of 
peo])le.'”—(Vol. ii. l>. 264.) 

When Partridge, tlie almanack- 
maker, had overlived the fatal day 
assigned for his decease by Bickor- 
staTt‘, he intimated as much to his 
friends and the public, assuring them 
that he was not only then alive, but 
had also been alive on the very 29th 
March, when the wise astrologer had 
foretold he should die. 

Now,” says Bickerstaff in reply, 
“ 1 will plainly prove him to be dead 


out of his owii almanack for this year, 
and from the very passage which he 
produceth to make us think him alive. 
He says, he is not only now alive, but was 
alive upon that very 2dtk of March 
wldch I foretold he should die on ; by 
this he declares his opinion that a man 
may be alive now w'ho was not alive 
a twelvemonth ago. And, indeed, there 
lies the sophistry of his argument. He 
dares not assert that ho was alivo over 
since that 29th of March, but that ho 
is ?ioto alive, and was so on that day. 

I grant tho latter; for he did not dio 
till night, as appears by the printed ac¬ 
count of his death in a letter to a lord, 
and whether he since revived I leave 
the world to judge. This, indeed, is 
perfect cavilling ; and I am ashamed to 
dwell any longer upon it.” 

So if the shade of Pelops will re¬ 
ceive our counsel, we advise him. 
to abst<aiii from vouchiug any of tho 
family of'Tantalus to testify to the 
reality of his existence ; for he has to 
deal with a Bickerstaff, by whom it h^ 
been demonstrated that Tantalus is 
nothing but tain tal nis, “water reced¬ 
ing backwards,” gv an incarnation of 
those fabulous times Avhen water was 
supposed to run uphill, whence it ap¬ 
pears that the whole race of Atreiis is 
a mere series of non-existences. It 
is true we take this latter derivation 
from an extract from another of this 
judicious discriminator’s labours, in 
the Transactions of his Academy, 
where, among other etymological 
curiosities, wx liave that very Irish 
youth Narcissus, a beautiful youth, 
who, seeing his own image reflected 
in a stream, became enamoured of it, 
thinking it the nymph of tho water. 
ISaobh ecus cw—“ the sight of a nymph 
in the stream.” Pythia, “ the priest¬ 
ess of Apollo at Dclphos. She always 
delivered her oracles in*hexameter 
verses, and with musical intonation— 
pitead, * music,’ from whence the 
name.” * 


* “Now, as Seraplo was about to have added something of the same nature, the 
slrangor, taking the words out of his mouth—I am wonderfully pleased, said he, to 
hear discourses upon such subjects as these; but am constrained to claim your 
first promise, to tell the reason wherefore now the Pythian proimetess no longer 
delivers her oracles in poetic numbers and measures. Upon which Theo inter¬ 
posing—It cannot be denied, said he, but that there have been great changes and 
innovations in reference to poetry and the sciences, yet it is as certain that from 
all antiquity oracles have been delivered in prose. For we find in Thucydides that 
the Lacedaemonians, desirous to know the issue of the war then entered into against 
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Sanconiathon, no longer the “ old 
beginning of time,” a])pftars here as 
san^ “ boly,” cow, “ understanding, 
sense, or wise men,” niod^ “ real,” 
torn, “ of the country ”—“ the sacred 
writer or wise recorder of the events 
of his couJitry.” Pygmalion, bit/, 

little,” rnaUein, “ mule,” the hitle 
mule, or person of a low statun; and 
obstinate disposition. This is hardly 
80 good as Swift’s pitjwy Hon, “ Pa- 
siplue, ba mbas, ‘ the propensity, 
fancy, or disposition of a c<»w and, 
proh pudor^* Venus, ‘ herself,’ bhenn, 
‘ the woman,’ avis, ‘ of the commu¬ 
nity ’—pronounced I'anus, * the- 

or woman o f the town /’ ” 

But to come back to the geographi¬ 
cal division of the Levant, to winch 
e u TO ha inr ros, which the foolish 
Greeks construed Europa and the 
bull, were only preparatory, we have 
another luculent example of the Bick- 
erstatf style in Gallia Tof/ata, 

** Tt is said the country was called 
Togata by the Romans, because they 
wore the, Roman toga or gown. This 
seems doubtful; for when a country 
became a Roman province, the same 
reason for the name should apply uni¬ 
versally. We must therefore seek a 
more satisfactory derivation for that 
name, to be found in the circumstances 
of the country. Gallia Togiita consists 
of the plain country intersected by the 
Po and its nuinerous tributaries, and 
surrounded on the north and west by 
the high ranges of the Alps, on the 
south by the Apennines, and on the 
east by the Adriatic. It is, pcrliajis, tJie 
best-w’atered and most fertile country 
in Europe, enjoying a delightful cli¬ 
mate. Its name, Togata, says all this, 
togh, it ie the chosen londj or, to use an 
Englisii idiom, choice land, the most de- 
airahle and delightful country ; togh a 
ta, literally* the chosen spet or place, 
Sound, not sense, suggested the Roman 
derivation.” 

Of course Gallia /?rfTrm/a andGallia 
Comata had just as little to say to 
“ long hair,” or a “ pair of breeches,” 
as (Tallia Togata to a Roman gown, 
and the application of yens togata to 


the inhabitants of Italy, as contradis¬ 
tinguished from the transalpine and 
other provinces, -was altogether a 
blunder of the ancients. 

“ We liave before us again Chet a, the 
largest of the Greek islands. Its name 
is derived by some from the Curotes, 
w'lio are said to have been its first inha¬ 
bitants; by others from the nymph 
Crete, daughter of IIosj)erns; and by 
others from Creos,a son of Jupit('r, and 
the nymph Id<i*a. 'J'hese are private 
eoneeits. It derives its name from its 
shape and external from 

the sea; and had such an island been 
diseovered in modern times by Knglifch 
navigators, it would liave been calleil 
the ridge island, tlie precise moy,ning of 
its name in Celtic vreit a, ^‘tbe ridge,” 
putting the article last, in conformity to 
idiom. 

CvTiiEUA, one of the Toiiiiin Lslnnds. 
Like all the other names for which the 
Greeks had no knoivn origin, th<‘y de¬ 
rived it from an iiidi^ idual calh'd Cgihe- 
rvs. It is suiijf’ct to heart/ showers, from 
■whichtlio name cith, showers, cr, great, 
a, the,—that is, the ishiutl of heavy 
showers ” 

/acynthus.—A small island to the 
south of Oplialouia, (ce fal ia ; i.e. the 
fruitful plains country.) I'he Greeks 
say the island was named from a com- 
pfinion of Ilereule.s, who, dying from th^ 
bite of a stTpent, was buried there It 
was so called, b<*canse a strong emrent 
is there first felt by tl»e mariner coming 
from the east, za cing thus, current, 
sti-ong, tij-st,” 

"We roiilly find some difficulty in 
believing that it is not Swifr’s ICssay 
on the Antiquity of the ICnghsh Lan¬ 
guage that we liave before us. 

“ My pres^mt attempt is to assert the 
antiquity of onr English tongue, wJiieh, 
as I shall undertake to prtive by invin¬ 
cible arguments, hath varic'd very little 
for these two thousand six hundrod and 
thirty-four years past. And my proof 
.shall be drawn from etymology, where¬ 
in I shall use my mat!or mneli better 
than Skinner, Ver.st(“gan, Camhden, 
and many <)tlier superficial pretenders 
have done; for I will put uoforce upon 


the Athenians, were answered in prose.” * * * « And so of Binomenes the 

Sicilian, Procles. tyrant of Epidaurus and Timarchus; and, which is more, the 
oracular answers, according to which Lycurgus conferred the form of the Laced.'’!>- 
ntonian commonwealth, were also so given,”— Phitarch, Moral, 
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the words, nor desire any more favour 
than to allow for tho usual accidents of 
composition, or the «'\voidmg a caco- 
phonia. 

I will begin with tho Grecians, 
among whom the most ancient are the 
Greek leaders on both sides at tho siege 
of 'IVoy. For it is plain, from Jlomer, 
that the Tr(»jans spoke Greek, as well 
as tlie Grc'cians. Of those latter Achilles 
was the most valiant. 'J'his hero was of 
a restless, umpiict nature, and therefore, 
as Guy of* AVarnick was called a 
carCi and another terrible man a KHU 
Vei'ilf so this general was called a Kill- 
or destroyer of east*, and at length 
by corruption Achilles. 

Hector, on the other side, ^vas the 
bravest among the Trojans. Jle bad 
destroyed so many of tlio Greeks by 
hacking ami tearing them, that his sol¬ 
diers, hen they saw liim fighting, v, ould 
ery out, ‘ Now' the enemy will be hackf. 
—now'ho will be tore.^ At last, b> put¬ 
ting both vvords together, the aj)pella- 
tion was given to their leader nnd(‘r the 
name of Hack-tore, and, for the more 
commodious sounding, Hector. 

The next 1 shall mention is An /ro- 
wachf'j the famous w if<* of Hector. Her 
father was a Scottish gentleman of a 
n(»]ih‘ family still sulisisting in that an¬ 
cient kingdom; but lioing a foiangnor 
in 7'roy, to which city he led home of 
his (*oinitrviti< m in tlie defVmce of Priam, 
as Dicigs ('reiensis learnedly (»bserves. 
Hector fell in love with his daughter, 
and the father's name \\i\s. Andrew Alac- 
Xt/y. The young lady was c.'illed by tho 
same name, only a little softened to the 
(jJreek accent.” 

And now', and as no Irish antiquary 
ciiu be well .supposed to ■writi*, a coni- 
Itletc book witlioiit giving liis ow'ii 
theory of the round towers of that 
country^, we come to tin; chapter on 
these singular structures, iii which, of 
course, all former enquirers are prov¬ 
ed to have been egvcgioiisiy wrong, 
and a new theory establislicd on in¬ 
controvertible evidence ; viz. that the 
round tov'crs were inonumeiit.s (‘rect- 
ed over diilerciit incarnations of the 
god iJuddho. As nsnal, there is the 
alleged mistake of sound for senst; to 
account for the reason w hy their com¬ 
mon appellation of clvgteacU., or “ bell 
house,” should not truly express their 
use. 

** I slxall remark upon a vulgar error 
which has had great currency among 
Irish antiquarians, who have assorted that 


they were called clogteach, * steeples^ 

' belfries.* Bells are of comparatively 
recent introduction into Ireland, and 
clock, from which the w’^ord has evidently 
been derived, still more modern. The 
blunder has arisen from ignorance of 
the language, I have a memorandum 
in an Irish MS., that they were called 
by the people leactuidk, that is, monu- 
menis df the dead, the sound of which 
has been mistaken by'^ those who but 
imperfectly Ituew the language. Many 
writers have been mistaken by this,*’ 

The memorandum in the Irish MS. 
looks very like Iiickcr.statrs Letter to 
a Lord. We could wager our crutch 
against the baton of the Ulster king, 
that the memonindnin is in his own 
or his scribe’s handwriting, and the 
language in which it is imagined, a 
variety of that new dialect in which 
]\Ir Silk Ibic.kingham declares that 
his Irish friends convor.se wdth the 
Pljamieiiui aborigines of Mount Atlas. 
Hut tho proof of the pudding is the 
eating of it, and it seems that under 
one of the towers they have found 
Huddho himself, body and bones, 
W'hich puts the matter beyond contro¬ 
versy i for if Jiuddho be buried under 
the tow'or, t he tower itself must needs 
be Hndtiho’s monument. At p. 210, 
(Vol. ii.,) wc have a representation of 
the Indian divinity (how conies it 
that Huddho is not made an Etrus¬ 
can ?) lying buried in the basement of 
the toiver at a jdacc cal]c<l Ardmore. 
There seems to be no question that a 
skeleton was got in the bottom of this 
tower, and another in another; and 
the discoverers of the fact deserve 
credit for their addition to tho slight 
stock of knowledge that the Irish an- 
ti(iuari:in.s seem to possess of those 
ivliich are pevhai)S tlic most singulai' 
monuments in their country; but that 
the bones ale tlmse of a Huddho! 
really this exceeds our largest esti¬ 
mate of human latnity. 

Hut for the communications an¬ 
nouncing these discoveries, the two 
volumes ivoukl be altogether destitute 
of a single fact, or even useful hint, 
bearing on the diversified subjects 
uhich their prodigiously ignorant and 
audacious author has presumed to 
handle. How far the fact of these 
skeletons being found in such a situa¬ 
tion, may affect the rational investi¬ 
gation of the question, we do not pre¬ 
tend to judge. We would merely ob- 
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serve, that human Interments are 
found under most ecclesiastical foun¬ 
dations, and that their occurrence un¬ 
der the “ tnrres occlesiasticEc ” of 
Camhrensis, seems at present no 
more wondeaful than their occurrence 
in the vaults of an ordinary church. 

But we really were surprised, after 
our long familiarity with “ t]|p holy 
illustrious guiding one of the sea”— 
the mighty lord of the waters”— 
the swift cliampion of the moon,” 
and the other modnstruck pseudo 
deities of the Eugubiaii tables, to find 
the chief place and honour in the 
island of tlicir own discovery and 
adoption taken from them, and be¬ 
stowed on the Indian Buddho. The 
“ swift champion of the moon” seems 
to have been sensible of the affront, 
and to have made his indignation per¬ 
ceptible in the suggestion of an argu¬ 
ment that can hardly have descended 
from any but the lunar sphere; viz. 
that because the Buddhists of the cast 
raise monumental dagobas over the 
relics of their deity, and the Irish 
round towers, as is alleged, (by a 
nameless intci*polation in a nameless 
Irish MS.,) have been called by a 
name arguing monumental purposes, 
that therefore the Irisli towers arc 
dagobas, and any bones that may be 
found in or about their foundations 
are relics of Buddlio. The dagobas 
of Ceylon and India arc buildings of 
a totally different character from 
these towers; they do strongly re¬ 
semble the pyramidal structures of 


Yucatan, but bear not the remotest 
likeness to any round tower cither in 
Ireland or elsewhere. Such facts 
might furnish gi’ounds for arguing an 
identity between Buddlio and Quae- 
calcoatic, (and such an identity ap¬ 
pears by no means improbable ;) but 
thence to attempt the deduction of 
any argument applicable to the I’oxmd 
towers in Ireland or Great Britain, 
only shows t!ie illogical constitution 
of the argiicr’s mind. 

Wo have given the book and the 
subject more space than we intended, 
and certainly much more than the 
former, by itself, is Avortli; but the 
subject is one that, wliether magnified 
into an undue importance by liavhig 
been repeatedly treated by men of 
note and learning or not, does, in the 
present state of European literature, 
stand high among the loftiest marks 
aimed at by human intellect; and any 
one singling himself from the crow d 
of lookers-on, and addressing hinisolf 
to hit it, makes himself, for the mo¬ 
ment, the obseived of the ■whole 

learned world, and bv bis success or 

* •/ 

his failure acquires honour, or brings 
down reproach upon his couiitiy. W e 
cannot permit British literature to bo 
scandalized by the failure of one from 
our ranks who is manifestly inadc- 
(piatc to the task even of handling his 
piece, much less of bringing down the 
popinjay, without condemning the 
rashness of the attempt, and ex(me- 
rating ourselves from any charge of 
participating in it. 
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SUSPIKIA DE PROFUNIHS : IIEING A SEQUEL TO THE CONFESSIONS OF AN 

ENGLISH OnilM-EATER. 

Paiit I— (Continued from last Kumher.) 


But you forgot herf s^ays the 
Cj^nic \ “ yon happened one day to for¬ 
get this sister of yours ? ” — Wliy not ? 
To cite llie beautiful words of Wallen¬ 
stein, 

What pan^ 

Is poi'manent with man i From the 

higliest 

As from the vilest tiling of every day 
lie learns to wean himself. For the 

strong hours 
Conquer him.” * 

Yes, there Vies the fountain of human 
oblivions. It is tjiue, the great con¬ 
queror, it is the “ strong hours” whose 
batteries stoi'm evciy ])assion of men. 
For, in the fine expression of Schiller, 

IToa’ verschmcrzte nichl dcr 7)}e7isJi B' 
What sorroAV is it in man that will 
not finally fret itself to slccj)? Con¬ 
quering, at last, gates of brass, or 
pyramids of granite, why should it be 
a marvel to us, or a triuuqdi to Time, 
that he Is able to con<pier a frail 
human heart V 

However, for this once my Cynic 
must submit to be told—tliat lie is 
Avrong. Doubtless, it is prcsuniptiou 
in me to suggest that his sneers can 
cv<‘r go awry, any more than tlic 
shafts of Apollo. Jlut still, hoAvcver 
impossible such a thing is, in this one 
case it happens that they have. And 
when it hajipcns that tlicy do not, I 
will tell you, reader, why in my opi¬ 
nion it is; and you will see-that it 
waiTants no exultation in t!ie Cynic. 
Repeatedly I have heard a mother 
reproaching herself, wdien tlie birth¬ 
day revolved of the little daughor 
whom so suddenly she had lost, with 
her own insensibility that could so 
soon need a roinenibrancer of the 
day. But, besides, that the majo¬ 
rity of^ople in this world (as being 
people* called to labour) have tio 
time left for cherishing gi’ief by soli¬ 
tude and meditation, always it is'pro¬ 
per to ask whether the memory of the 
lost person w'crc chiefly dependent 
upon a ^ual image. !No death is 


usually half so affecting as the death 
of a young child From two to fivo 
years old. 

But yet for the same reason which 
makes the grief more exquisite, gene¬ 
rally for such a loss it is likely to bo 
more perishable. AVherovertho image, 
visually or audibly, of the lost person 
is more essential to the life of the 
grief, there the grief will be more 
transitory. 

Faces begin soon (in Shakspcarc’s 
fine expression) to “ dislimn fea¬ 
tures fluctuate : combinations of fea¬ 
ture unsettle. Even the exi)ression 
becomes a mere idea that you can 
describe to another, but not an image 
that yon can reproduce for yourself. 
Therefore it is that the faces of infants, 
though they are divine as flower^! in a 
savanna of Texas, or as the, carolling 
of birds in a forest, are, like flow^ers 
ill Texas, and the curolling of birds 
in a forest, soon overtaken by the 
pursuing darkness that swallows up 
nil things human. All glories of flesh 
vanish ; and this, the glory of infan¬ 
tine beauty seen in tlic luiiTor of the 
memory, soonest of all. But when 
the departed person Avorked upon 
yourself by iiOAvcrs that Averc in¬ 
tellectual and moral—luiAvers in the 
flcsli, though not of the flesh—the 
memorials in your OAvn heart become 
more steadfast, if less affecting at the 
first. Now", in my sister w'cro com¬ 
bined for me both gi-aces—the graces 
ofchildliood, and the graces of expand¬ 
ing thought. Bosides.that, as regards 
merely the personal image, ahvays 
the smooth rotmidity of baby features 
must vanish sooner, as being less in¬ 
dividual than the features in a child 
^of eight, touched wuth a pensive *ten- 
\lcniess, and exalted into a chaxacter- 
istic expression by a premature intel¬ 
lect. 

Rarely do things perish from my 
memory that arc worth remembering. 
Rubbish dies instantly. Hence it 
happens that passages in Latin or 


* Death of Wallenstemi Act v. Scene 1, (Coleridge’s Translation,) relating to 
his remembrances of the younger Piccolomini. 
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EnglUh poets which I never could 
have road bufc once, (and that thirty 
years ago,) often begin to blossom 
anoAv when I am lying awake, unable 
to sleep. I become a distinguished 
compositor in the darkness; and, ^vith 
my aerial coinposiug-stick, sometimes 
I “ sot up ” half a page of verses, that 
would be found tolerably correct if 
collated with the vblumo that I never 
It ad in my hand but once. I mention 
tiiia in no spirit of boasting. Far from 
it; for, on the contrary, amongst my 
mortifications have been compliments 
to my memory, when, in fact, any com¬ 
pliment that 1 had merited was due to 
the higher faculty of an electric apti¬ 
tude for seizing analogies, and by 
moans of those aerial jmntoons pass¬ 
ing over like liglitning from one topic 
to another. Still it is a fact, that this 
pertinacious life of memory for tilings 
that simply touch the car without 
touching the consciousness, docs in 
fact beset me. Said Itiii once, said 
but softly, not mai'ked at all, words 
revive before me in darkness and 
solitude ;, and they arrange tlieni- 
selvcs gradually into sentences, but 
through an etibrt sometimes of a dis¬ 
tressing kind, to which I am in a 
manner forced to become a party. 
Tills being so, it was no great instance 
of that power—that three separate 
passages in the funeral service, all of 
which but one had escaped my notice 
at the time, and even tliat one. a.s to 
the part J am going to mention, but 
all of which must have struck on ray 
ear, restored themselves perfectly 
when I Wits lying awake in bed; and 
thougli struck by their beauty, 1 was 
also incensed by what seemed to me 
the harsh sentiment expressed in two 
of these pass^iges. I will cite all the 
three in an abbreviated form, both 
for my immediate purpose, and for 
the indirect purpose of giving to those 
unacquainted with the English funeral 
service some specinien of its beauty. 

The first passage was this, “Foras¬ 
much *as it hath pleased Almiglity 
God, of his great mercy, to take unto 
himself the soul of our dear sisttn* here 
departed, we therefore commit her 
body to the ground, eailh to earth, 
ashes to ashes, dust to dust, in sure 
and certain hope of the re.surrection 
to eternal life.’’ * » 

I i>mT8c to remark that a sublime 

'sViia o 
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sudden rapturous interpolation from 
the Apocalypse, wdiich, according to 
the rubric, “ shall be said or sung; ” 
but always let it be simg, and by the 
full clioir:— 

“ I heard a voice from heaven say¬ 
ing unto me, Writ(s from henceforth 
blessed arc the dead which die in the 
Lord; even so saith the Spirit; for 
they rest from tlieir labours.” 

The second passage, almost imme¬ 
diately succeeding to this awful burst 
of bcaveuly trumpets, and the one 
which more particularly offeiulod irio, 
though otherwise even then, in my 
seventh year, I could not but bo 
touched by its beauty, vas tliis :— 
“Almighty God, with wliom ilo live 
the spirits of them tliat depart 
hence in the Imrd, and uilh whom 
the souls of' the faithful, after they 
are delivered from the burden of tlie 
flcsli, arc in joy and felicity; AVk 
give thee hearty thanks that it hatli 
])Ieased thee to deliver this our sister 
out of tlie miseries of this sinful world; 
boseechiug thee, that it may please 
thee of tliy gracious goodness shortly 
to accoinjilisli the number of tbiue 
elect, and to hasten thy kingdom.” * * 

111 what world was J living wlieu a 
man (calling himself a man of (lod) 
could stand up publicly and give God 
“ hearty thanks ” that he had taken 
away my sister? Hut, young ehild, 
understand—taken lieraw"ay from tlio 
miseries of this sinful world. Oh yes! J 
hearwdmt you say; I mulerstaud that; 
but that makes no ditferoiico at all. 
She being gone, this world doubtless 
(as you say) is a world of unhappiness. 
ButTfor me uhi Cersnr^ ihi Roma —where 
my sister was, there was paradise ; 
no matter whether in heaven above, 
or on the earth beneath. And he had 
taken h(‘r away, cniel priest 1 of liis 
“ (j7xat mercy ? " 1 did not presume, 
child though I-was, to think rcbelllous- 
ly against thnt. The reason was not 
any hypocritical or canting submis¬ 
sion wJiere my heart yielded none, but 
because already my deep musing in¬ 
tellect had p(Teeived a mystery and a 
labyrinth in the economi(;s of this 
world. God, I saw, moved not as we 
moveii—walked not as we walked— 
thought not as we think. Still T saw 
no mercy to myself, a poor trail de¬ 
pendent creature—torn away so sud¬ 
denly from the prop on whicli alto- 
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there was; and many years after I 
came to snspect it. Nevertheless it was 
a benignity that pointed far a-head ; 
such as by a child could not have been 
perceived, because then the gi*eat arch 
liad not come round ; could not have 
‘ been recognized if it had come round; 
could not have been valued if it had 
even been dimly recognized. 

J'hnally, as the closing prayer in tlic 
whole service stood, this—n hicli 1 ac¬ 
knowledged then, and iioav acknow¬ 
ledge, as eoualiy beautiful and conso¬ 
latory ; for in this was no harsh per¬ 
emptory challenge to the infirmities of 
human grief as to a thing not merit¬ 
ing notice, in a religious rile. On the 
contrary, there was a grdcious conde¬ 
scension from the gnvat njiostle to grief, 
as to a ])assion that he migld perhaps 
himself liave partici])ated. 

Oh, merciful (iod! tiio father of 
our Lord Jesus Christ, who is the rc- 
siuTeclion and the, life, in v horn who¬ 
soever beli(‘velh sJiail live, though lie 
die; who also taught ns by his noly 
apostle St raid not to be sorry, as 
men without hope, for them that sleep 
in him ; W k meekly beseech thee, O 
K Father! to raise us from the death of 
^siuuuto the lifeof rigliteousncss; that, 
when we shall depart this life, we may 
rest in him. as our hope is—that this 
our sister doth.” 

Ah, that was beautiful; that was 
heavenly! Wc might be sorry, we 
had leave to be sorry ; only not 
out hope. And we were ]>y hojie to 
rest in as this oiir sister doth. 
And howsoever a man may think that 
lie is without liojic, i, that have read 
the writing upon tlH\se great ai>ysses 
of grief, and viewed their shadows un¬ 
der the correction of mightier shadows 
from deeperabyssessince then, abysses 
of aboriginal fear and eldest dai'kneas, 
in which .yet 1 believe that all hope had 
not absoiutely died, know that he is in 
a natural error. If, for a moment, I 
and so many others, wallowing in the 
dust of afUictiou, could yet rise up 
suddenly like the dry corpse^ which 
stood upright in the glory of life when 


touched by the bones of the prophet; 
if in those vast choral anthems, heard 
by iny childish ear, the voice of God 
wrapt itself as in a cloud of music, say¬ 
ing—“ Child, that soirowest, I com¬ 
mand tlico to rise up and ascend for a 
season into my heaven of heavens ”— 
then it was plain that despair, that the 
anguish of darkness, was not essmtial 
to such .sorrow, but miglit conic and 
go even as light couu'S and goes.npon 
our troubled earth. 

Yes! the light may come and go ; 
grief may wax and wane; grief may 
sink ; and grief again may rise,'as in 
impassioncci minds oftentimes it does, 
(‘veu to the heaven of heavens; but 
then* is a necessity—that, if too much 
left to itself iu solitude, finally it 
will descend into a depth from which 
there is no re-ascent; into a disease 
which s(‘ems no disease; into a lan- 
gui.sliing vihidi, from its very sweet¬ 
ness, jxMiilexes the mind and is 
fancied to be veiy health. Witch¬ 
craft has seized ujioii you, n 3 'nipho- 
Icps}' has struck you. Now you rave 
no more. Y(tu acquiesce; nay, you 
are passionately delighted in 3 'oiir 
condition. Sweet becomes the grave, 
because 3 <ni also luipc immediately to 
travel thither: luxurious is the si‘pa- 
ration, liexause only pm’hajis for a 
few wc(*ks shall it exist for you; and 
it will then laove but tin* brief sum¬ 
mer night that had retarded a. little, 
1 ) 3 ^ a ivtine.ment of raiiture, the hea¬ 
venly dawn of reunion. Jnevitable 
sometimes it is in solitude—that tliis 
should happen nith minds morbidly 
meditative; that, when wc stretch 
out onr arms in darkness, vainly stri¬ 
ving to draw back the svveet faces that 
liave vanished, slowly arises a new 
stratagf'in of gri^f, and we sa}^—“ lie 
it that they no more comeback to us, 
v^et ik’hat hinders but we sliould go to 
them 

Perilous is that crisis for the young. 
In its oflect perfectly the same as the 
ignoble witehcrafl of the poor African 
Obeah^-\ this sublinier witchcraft of 
grief will, if left to follow its own 


* ** Like the dry corpse whirh stood upright —Sec the Second Book of Kings, 
chap. xiii. v. 20 and 21. I'hirty years ago this impressive incident was made tho 
subject of a large altar-piece by Mr Alston, an interesting American artist, then 
resident in London. 

f African Obeahi **—Thirty years ago it would not have been necessary to say 
one word of tho Obi or Oboah magic; because at that time several distiuguished 
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natural course, tenuinatc in the same for things “ which ” (a voice from hca- 
catastrophe of death. Poetry, which ven seemed to answer through my own 
neglects no phenomena that arc inter- heart) “ ca/znot be gi*anted and 
esting to the heart of man, has some- which, when again I languished, again 
times touched a little the voice repeated, “ cannot bo grant- 

On the sublime attractions of the 


grave.*’ 

But yon think that these attrac¬ 
tions, existing at times for the adult, 
could not exist for the child. Under¬ 
stand that you are Avroug, Under¬ 
stand that these attractions do exist 
for the child; and perhaps as much 
more strongly than they can exist for 
the a^ult, by the Avholc difference be¬ 
tween the concentration of a childish 
love, and tJie inevitable distraction 
upon multiplied objects of any love 
that can affect an adult. There is a 
German superstition (AA'ell-knoAvn by 
a popular translation) of tlicErl-king’s 
Daughter, who fixes her love upon 
some child, and seeks to Avile him 
away into her own shadoAvy kingdom 
in forests. 

‘‘ Who is it that rides through the forest 
so fast ? ” 

It is a knight, Avho carries his child 
before him on the saddle. Tlic Erl- 
king’s Daughter rides on his right 
hand, and still Avhispcrs temptations 
to the infant audible only to him. 

** If thou wilt, dear baby, with me go 
away, 

Wo will see a fine .show, we W'ill play 
a fine play.” 

The consent of the baby is essential 
to her success. And finally she does 
succeed. Other charms, other temp¬ 
tations, would have been requisite for 
me. My intellect was too advanced for 
those fascinations. But could the Erl- 
king’s Daughter have revealed Jierself 
to me, and promised to lead me where 
my sister was, she might have wiled me 
by the hand into the dimmest fyests 
upon earth. Languishing was my con¬ 
dition at that time. Still T languished 


- 

Well it Avas for me that, at this cri¬ 
sis, I was summoned to put on the 
harness of life, by commencing my 
classical studies umler one of my guar¬ 
dians, a clergyman of the English 
Church, and (so far as regarded Latin) 
a most accomplished scholar. 

At the A^cry commencement of my 
new studies, there happened an inci¬ 
dent Avhich afflicted me much for a 
short time, and left behind a gloomy 
impression, that suffering and Avrctch- 
ednesswere diffused amongst all crea¬ 
tures that breathe. Aperson had given 
me a kitten. There arc three animals 
Avhich seem, beyond all others, to re¬ 
flect the beauty of liuman infancy in 
tAvo of its elements—viz. joy, and 
guileless innocence, though less hi its 
third element of simplicity, because 
that requires language for its full cx- 
presssion: these three animals are 
the kitten, the lamb, and the faAvn. 
Otlicr creatures may be as happy,, 
but they do not show it so much. 
Great Avas the love Avhich poor silly I 
had for this little kitten; but, as T left 
home at ten in the morning, and did 
not return till near five in the after¬ 
noon, I Avas obliged, Avith some an¬ 
xiety, to throAV it for tliose seA'en liours 
upon its OAvn discretion, as infirm a 
basis for reasonable hope as could be 
imagined. I did not wdsh the kitten, 
indeed, at all* less foolish than it Avas, 
except just Avhen T Avas leaving home, 
and then its exceeding folly gave me 
a pang. Just about that time, it hap¬ 
pened that we had received, as a pre- 
sefit from Leicestershire, a fine young 
l^cwfoundland dog, who was under a 
cloud of disgrace for crunes of his 


writers (Miss Edgeworth, for instance, in her Belinda) had made use of this super¬ 
stition in fictions, and because tJie Vomarkable history of Three-finger’d Jack, a 
story brought upon the stage, had made the superstition notorious as a fact. Now, 
however, so long after the case has probably passed out of the public mind, it may 
be proper to mention—that when an Obeah man, i.e., a professor of this dark col¬ 
lusion with human fears and human credulity, had once woven his dreadful net of 
ghostly‘terrors, and had thrown it over his selected victim, vainly did that victim 
nutter, struggle, langmsh in the meshes; unless the spells were reversed, ho 
generally perished j and without a wound except from his own too domineering 
fancy. 
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youthful blood committed m that 
county. One day he had taken too 
great a liberty with a pretty little cou¬ 
sin of mine; Emma H-, about four 

years old. He had, in fact, bitten off 
her check, which, remaining attached 
by a shred, was, through the energy 
of a governess, replaced, and subse¬ 
quently healed without a scar. Ilis 
name being jTttrA, he was immediately 
pronounced by the best Greek scholar 
of that neighbourhood, (i. e. 

named significantly, or reporting his 
nature in his name.) But as Miss 
Emma confessed to having been en¬ 
gaged in taking away a bone from 
him, on which subject no dog can be 
taught to understand a joke, it did 
not strike our own authorities that he 
was to be considered in a state of 
reprobation; and as our gardens (near 
to a great town) were, on account 
chiefly of melons, constantly robbed, 
it was licld that a moderate degree of 
fierceness was rather a favour.able trait 
in his character. My poor kitten, it was 
supposed, had been engaged in the same 
playful trespass upon Turk’s property 
as my Leicestershire cousin, and Turk 
laid her dead on the spot. It is im- 
l)ossib]c to describe my grief when the 
ease was made known to me at five 
o’clock in the evening, by a man’s 
holding out the little creature dead: 
she that 1 had left so full of glorious 
life—life ^hicli even in a kitten is in¬ 
finite—was now stretched in motion¬ 
less repose. I remember tljat there 
was a large coal stack -in the yard. 
I dropi)ed niy J.atiu books, sat down 
upon a huge block of coal, and burst 
into a passion of tears. The man, 
struck Avith my tumultuous grief, hur¬ 
ried into the house; and from thcloAver 
iH'gions deployed instantly the women 
of the laundry and the kitchen. No 
one subject is so alisolutely sacred, and 
enjoys so classical a sanctity among 
servant girls, as 1. Grief; and 2. Love 
which is unfortunate. All the young 
women took me up in their arras and 
kissed me ; and last of all, an elderly 
woman, avIio was the cook, not only 
kissed me, but wept so audibly, from 
some suggestion doubtless of grief 
personal to herself, that I threw my 
arms about her neck and kissed her 
also. It is probable, as I now suppose, 
that some account of my grief for my 
sister had reached them. Else I was 


never allowed to visit their region 
of the house. But, however that 
might be, afterwards it struck me, 
that if I had met with so much sym¬ 
pathy, or with any sympathy at all, 
from tlic servant chiefly connected 
with myself in the desolating grief I 
liad suffered, possibly I should not 
have been so profoundly shaken. 

But did I in the mean time feel 
anger towards Turk ? Not the least. 
And the reason was this:—My guar¬ 
dian, wlio taught me Latin, was in 
the habit of coming over and dining 
at my mother’s table whenever he 
pleased. On these occasions he, who 
like myself pitied dependant animals, 
went invariably into the yard of the 
offices, taking me with him, and un¬ 
chained the dogs. There were two— 
GV//W, a mastifl*, and Turk^ our young 
friend. My guardian Avas a bold athle¬ 
tic man, and delighted in dogs. He told 
me, Avhich also niy oAvn hem't told me, 
that these poor dogs languished out 
their lives under this confinement. 
The moment that I and my guardian 
^ego et rex meus) appeared in sight of 
the two kennels, it is impossible to 
express the Joy of the dogs. Turk 
was usually restless; Grim slept 
away his life in surliness. But at the 
sight of us—of my little insignificant 
self and my six-foot guardian—both 
dogs yelled with delight. We unfasten¬ 
ed their chains Avith our oyyn hands, 
they licking our hands; and as to my¬ 
self, licking niy miserable little face; 
andat one bound they re-entered upon 
their natural heritage of joy. Always 
we took them through the fields, 
where they molested nothing, and 
closed with giving them a cold bath 
in the brook Avhich bounded my fa¬ 
ther’s property. What despair must 
have possessed, our dogs Avhen they 
were taken back to'thcir hateful pri¬ 
sons ! and I, for my part, not endu¬ 
ring to see then- misery, slunk aAvay 
when the rechaining commenced. It 
was in vain to tell me that all people, 
who had property out of doors to pro¬ 
tect, chained up dogs in the same 
way; this only proved the extent of 
the oppression; for a monstrous op¬ 
pression it did seem, that creatures, 
boiling with life* and the desires of 
life, should be thus detained in cap- 
*tivity until they were set free by 
death. That libevation visited poor 
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Grim and Turk sooner than any of na 
expected, for they iriire botli poisoned 
^within the year that followed by a 
■party of burglars. At the end of that 
year r was reading the -c^Ineid; and 
it struck me, who remembered the 
howliug recusancy of Tui% as apecn- 
diarly hue circumstance, introduced 
amongst the horrors of Tartarus, that 
sudden gleam of. powerful animals, 
full of life and <!Oiitic.ious rights, rebell¬ 
ing agamst chains:— 

Trn*que leonum 
Vincla recusantum.” ♦ 

Virgil had doubtless picked up that 
gem in his visits at feeding-time, to 
y the caveat of the llouiaii ainiihitlieatre. 
But the rights of brute creatures to a 
merciful forhcaraiico on tlio part of 
man, could not enter into the feeblest 
conceptions of one belonging to a na¬ 
tion that, (although too noble to be 
wantonhf cru(*l,) yet iu tho same am¬ 
phitheatre manifested so little re¬ 
gard even to human rights. Under 
Christianity, the condition of the 
brute has improved, and will im-^ 
prove much more. There is ample 
room. For I am sorry to say, that 
the commonest vice of Christian 
children, loo often surveyed with 
careless eyes by mothers, tluit in their 
htman relations are full of kindness, 
-is cilieUy to the inferior creatures 
thrown upon tlieir mercy. For my 
■own part, what had formed tlif^ 
groundwork of my happiness, (since 
joyous was my nature, thougli over¬ 
spread with a climd of sadness,) had 
been from the first a heart overflow¬ 
ing with love. And 1 liad liteuk in 
too profoundly the spirit of Christi¬ 
anity from our many nursery read¬ 
ings, not to read also iu its divine 
words the justilicatuon of my own 
tendencies. That which I desired, was 
the thing which I ought to chjsire; 
the mercy that 1 loved was the mer¬ 
cy that God had blessed. From the 
sermon on the Mount resounded for 
ever in my ears—“ Blessed are the 
merciful! ” I needed not to add— 


** For they shall obtafc mercy,” By 
jMps so holy, and when standing iu 
tthe atmosphere of tnilhs so divine, 
simply to have been blessed —that 
|was ft sufficient ratification ; every 
itnitli so revealed, and so hallowed by 
position, starts into sudden life, and 
liecumes to itself its own authcutica-' 
tioii, ne-cdiiig no proof to convince, 
'needing no promise to allure. 

It may well be supposed, therefore, 
that, having so early awakened williin 
me what may be i>hilosopliically ealied 
the tramecndcntal justice of Cliris- 
tianity, I blamed not Turk for yield-. 
ing to the eoenaon of his nature. He 
had killed the object of my love. But, 
besides that he w'as under the con¬ 
straint of ft ])rimary appetite*—'I'urk 
was himself the victim of a killing 
oppression. He was doomed to a 
fretful existence long as he siiould 
exist at ail. Nothing could recon¬ 
cile this to my benignity, which at 
that time rested ui)on two })illars— 
ii]>on the deep, deep heart which 
God had given to me at my birth, 
and upon exquisite health. Up to 
the age of tw^o, and almost tliiunigli 
that entire s])ace of twenty-four 
months, I Iiad suli'ered from ague ; 
but when that left me, all germs and 
traces of ill licalth tied awav for e\'Or 
-*^xec)>t only such (and those how 
curable!) as I iuherit(*d from my 
schoolboy <Iistresses in Loiidon, or 
bad created by means of opium. Even 
the long ague, was not without minis¬ 
trations of favour to my prevailing 
temper; and on the whole, no subject 
for pity; since natunilly it won for 
me the sweet caresses of lemiile teii- 
derness, both young and old. J^w-as 
a little petted; but you sec by Win 
time, reader, that I must have, been 
too much of a philosopher, even in 
the year one ah urhe condita ol‘ my 
frail earthly tenement, to abuse such 
indulgence. It also*wou for me a 
ride on horseback whenever the wea¬ 
ther permitted. I w'as placed on a 
pillow, in front of a cankered old man, 
upon a large white hoi^e, not so 


* follows,(for book iki ave none of- any kind whore this paper is 

pvoc^duig,) viz. et sub noete rit^ntum, is probably a mistake of Virgil’s; 
the lions did not roar because night Was approaching, but because night brought 
with it ^eir princip^ meal, and consd^ucntly the iznpatieaoe of hunger. 
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young as I was, but still showing 
traces of blood. And even the old 
man, who was both the oldest and 
the worst of the tJjrcc, talked with 
gentleness to inysell', reserving his 
surliness — for ull tlic rest of the 
world. 

'.riiosc things pressed with a graci¬ 
ous ] tower of incubation upon my 
]>re(lis])ositioiis; and in niy overflow-; 
iug Iov(‘ 1 did things fitted to make 
the reader laugh, and sometimes fitted 
to bring inystdl'into ])cri>lexity. One 
instanee. bom a thousand imiy illus- 
trale the combination of both cftects. 
At four years old, 1 hud rej)(‘atcdly seen 
the housemaid raising her long broom 
and pursuing (generally destroying) 
a vagrant sjiider. The Iioliness of all 
life, in my eyes, furred me to devise 
])lots for saving the iioor doomed 
wretch ; and thinking inlereessiuu 
likely to juove us(;Ie.^s, my i»olicy was 
—to draw off the. Iioiiseiuaid on pre¬ 
tence of showing her a jdeture, until 
the sjuder, already en iouie, should 
have liad time io eseaiu*. Very soon, 
however, the shrew il housemaid,mark¬ 
ing the r(»inei(leiice of th(*so ])ieture 
exhibitiojis with the agonies of fugi¬ 
tive spiders, (h tecdetl my stratagem ; 
so that, if tin*, reader will i)urdon an 
expression borunved from the street, 
heiiceforwards tlm ]^U‘,ture wa>s “no 
go.” However, as idle ap])roved of 
my'motive, ^he told me of tlte many 
murders that the ^pider liad com¬ 
mitted, and next (v\ hull was w'orsc) 
of tiu^ many timt ho certainly irould 
commit if rejnieved. 'I'lus staggered 
me. 1 ctudd have gladly forgiven the 
past; but it did seem a false mercy 
to 6])are one spider in order to scatter 
death amongst lifty flies. I thought 
timidly for a moment, of suggesting 
that ijcople aomoliines I'epented, and 
timt he might repent; but 1 checked 
myself, on considering that I had 
never read any aceount, and that slie 
might laugh At the idea, of a penitent 
-spider. To desist was a necessity in 
these circmnstancea. But the diffi¬ 
culty which the housemaid had sug¬ 
gested, did not depart; it troubled 
my musing mind to perceive, that 
the welfare of one creature might 


stand upon tho:,j’uin of another: and 
the case of the spider remained 
tlienceforwards even more perplexing 
to my understanding than it w'as 
painful to my heart. 

The reader is likely to differ from 
me upon the. (juestion, moved l)y re¬ 
curring to such ex])criences of child¬ 
hood, w'liethcr much value attaclies 
to the i)ercepUons uud intellectual 
glimpses of a. cldld. Children, like 
men, range tlirough a gamut that is 
inflnitc, of temperaments and cliarac- 
ters, usctsidiiig from the very dust 
bclow*^ our feet to higbest heaven. I 
Jiuv'e seen childnm timt were sensual, 
brutal, devilish. But, thanks be to the 
tfis medivAiinx of human nature, and 
to the goodness of (iod, these are as 
rare exhibitions as all otlier monsters. 
Beople thought, wheu seeing such 
t)dious travesties and burlesques upon 
lovely human infancy, that perhaps 
the little wretches might be kUcrojts.^ 
Yet, i>o&sibly, (it has since occurred 
to me,) even these children of the 
fiend, as they seemed, might have one 
chord in their horrible natures that 
ausvverc*d to the call of some sublime 
purpose. There is a mimic instance 
ot this kind, often found amongst our¬ 
selves in natures tliat are not really 
“ horrible,” but wiiich seem such to 
persons viewing them from a station 
not suffieientlv central:—Always there 

V 

are miochievous boys in a neighbour- 
Jio(»d, boys who tie canisters to the 
tails of cats btdonging fe ladies—a 
thing which greatly I disap])rov^; 
and who rob orchards—a thing 
which slightly \ disaj(prove; and be¬ 
hold I tlu^ next day, on meeting 
the injured ladies, they say to me, 

Oh, my dear friend, never pretend 
to argue for him! This boy, we shall 
all see, will' come to be hanged.” 
AVell, that seems a disagreeable pro- 
e]vect for all parties; so 1 changti the 
sulyect; and lo! fiv'c year>s later, there 
is an English frigat(f fighting with a 
frigate of heavier metal, (no matter 
of w'hat nation.) The noble captain 
has manoeuvred, as only his country¬ 
men cammanojuvre ; lie has delivered 
)iis brd^sides, as only the proud 
islanders can deliver them. Suddenly 


* “ Kilci'Ops” —See, amongst Soutlicy’s early poems, one upon this superstition. 
Southey argues contra; but for my part, I should have been more disposed to 
hold a brief on the other side. 
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he sees the opening for a coup-d^r : perly mine, and desire you to ob- 
Tnam: through his speahipg-trumpet serve in St Matthew, 6hap. xxi., and 
he shouts—“ IFAcrc aye my . y. 15, who were those that, crying 

And instantlyrise upon the deck, with ju the temple, made the first public 
the gaiety of boyhood, in white shirt recognition of Christianity. Then, 
keeves bound with black ribands, fifty ' if ' you say, “Oh, but children 
men, the 4(tte of the crew ; and be- echo what they hoar, and are no in- 
' hold! at the very head of them, cut- dependent authorities!” I must ro- 
Jass in hand, is our friend the tyer ,<aii.cst you to extend your reading into 
of canisters to the tails of ladies’ cats v. 16, where yon wl^ find that the 
—a thing wliicli greatly I disapprove, [ ‘testimony of these children, as bear- 
and also the robber of orcliards—a ing an or/yma7 value, was ratified,by 
thing which s/w/A/Zy I disapprove. But the highest testimony; an‘d the rc- 
here is a man tliat will not snfTer you cognition of these childi-en did itself 
either gi'catly or slightly to disapprove receive a heavenly recognition. And 
him. Fire celestial burns in his eye ; this could not have been, unless there 
his nation, his glorious nation, is in Avero children in Jerusalem Avho saw 
his mind; himsell’ ho regards no more into truth Avitli a far sharper eya than 
than the life of a cat, or the ruin of a Sanhedrims and Rabbis, 
canister. On the deck of the enemy It is impossible, with respect to any 
he throws himself Avitli rapture; and memorable grief, that it can be ade- 
if he is amongst tlie killed, if he forj qiiatcly exhibited so as to indicate 
an object so gloriously unselfish lays’ the enormity of the convulsion Avliicli 
down Avitli joy his life and glittering really it caused, without Aiewing it 
youth, mark this—that, perhaps, lie under a variety of aspects—a thing 
Avill not be the least in heaven. Avhich is here almost necessary for the 

But coming ])ack to the case of .effect of proportion to Avhat folloAvs; 
childhood, 1 maintain steadfastly— Ist, for instance, in its immediate 
that, into all the c/emmiary feelings of pressure, so stunning and confound- 
mail, cliildreiriook Avith more search- ing; 2dly, in its oscillations, as in 
ing gaze than adults. My opiuipjl its earlier agitations, frantic Avith tu- 
is, that AAdiere circumittances favour,, mnlts, tliat borrow the wings of the 
where the heart is deep, where humi- A>inds; or in its diseased impulses of 
lity and tenderness exist in strength,, sick languishing desire, through wlucli 
where the situation is favourable as sorroAv transforms itself to a sunny 
to solitude and as to genial feelings,; angel, tliat beckons us to a sweet re- 
children have a specific power of con- 4 pose. These phases of revolving affec- 
templatinj^ the truth, Avhicli departs ; tiou I have already sketched. And 1 
as they enter the Avorld. It is clear shall also sketch a third, t\ e. Avhere 
to me, that children, upon elementary the affliction, seemingly hushing itself 
paths which require no knowledge of to sleep, suddenly soars upwards 
the Avorld to unravel, tread more again upon combining Avith another 
firmly than men ; have a more -pa- mode of sorrow; viz. anxiety Avithout 
thetic sense of the beauty Avhich lies definite limits, and the trouble, of a 
injustice; and, according to the im- reproacliiiig conscience. As some- 
mortal ode of our great laureate, [ode lime.s,* upon the English lakes, 
“ On the Intimations of Immortality Avaterfowl that haA^e careered in the 
in Childhood,"] a far chjser comma- air until tlie ej'c is A\'caried Avitli 
nion Avitli God. I, if you observe, the eternal wheelings of tlieir inimi- 
do 3 iot much intermeddle Avith re- table flight—Grecian simplicities of 
ligion, properly so called. My path motion, amidst a labyriiitliine in¬ 
lies on tim interspace be^AA-een relif finity of curves that Avould baffle 
gioii and philosophy, that connects ,tlie geometry of Apollonius— 
llioru both. Yet here for once 1 the Avatcr at last, as if Avith some 
shall trespass on grounds not pro- ^ settled purpose (you imagine) of re- 

•» 'j*,. 

^ Jn this place 1 derlkA jay feeling partly fr«m a lovely sketch of the appear¬ 
ance, in verse, by Mr :;'V^d|^sworth; partly from my own experience of the case; 
and, noj ha\^ipg the poe^^ here, I kno^jnot how to proportion my acknowledg- 
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poying. Ab, how little have you 
understood the omnipotence of that 
life which they inherit! They want 
no rest; they laugh at resting; all is 
“ make believe,” as when an infant 
nides its laughing face behind its mo¬ 
ther’s shawl. For a moment it is still. 
Is it meaning to rest? Will its im¬ 
patient heart endure to lurk thei^e for 
long ? Ask rather if a cataract will 
stop from fatigue. Will a sunbeam 
sleep on its travels? Or tlie At¬ 
lantic rest from its labours? As 
little can the infant, as little can the 
watcifowl of the lakes, suspend their 
play, except as a variety of play, or 
rest unless when nature compels them. 
Suddenly starts off the infant, sudden¬ 
ly ascend the birds, to new evolutions 
as incalculable as the caprices of a 
kaleidoscope; and the glory of their 
motions, from the mixed immortalities 
of beauty and inexhaustible variety, 
becomes at least pathetic to survey. 
So also, anduith such life of varia¬ 
tion, do the primary convulsion^i of 
nature—such, perhaps, asoiilypnw- 
ary* formations in tlie human system 
can experience—come round again 
and again by reverberating shocks^ 

^ The new intercourse with my guar¬ 
dian, and the changes of scene which 
naturally it led to, M’ore of use in wean¬ 
ing my mind from the mere disease 
which threatened it in case I had 
been left any longer to iny total soli¬ 
tude. Hut out of these changes grew 
an incident which restored iny gi'ief, 
though in a more troubled shape, 
and now for the first time associated 
with something like remorse and 
deadly anxiety. I can safely say 
that this was my earliest trespass, 
and perhaps a venial one—all things 
considered. Nobody ever discovered 
it; and but for niy own frankness it 
would not be known to this day. But 
that I could not know ; and for years, 


that is from seven or earlier up to 
ten, such was my simplicity, that I 
lived ill constaut terror. This, though 
it revived my grief, did me probably 
great service; because It was no 
longer a state of languishing desire 
tending to torpor, but of feverish irri¬ 
tation . and gnawing care that, kept 
alive the activity of my understand¬ 
ing. The case was this;—It hap¬ 
pened that I had now, and commen¬ 
cing with myfirst introduction to Latin 
studies, a large weekly allowance of 
pocket-money, too large for my age, 
but safely entrusted to Tuysolf, who 
never spent or desired to spend oue 
fraction of it upon any thing but 
books. But all proved too little 
for my colossal schemes. Had 
the A^atican, the Bodleian, and the 
Bibliotheque du Roi been all emptied 
into one collection for my private 
gi'atification, little progi’ess would 
have been made towards content iu 
this particular craving. Very soon I 
had run ahead of my allowance, and 
was about three guineas deep in debt. 
There I paused; for deep anxiety 
now began to oppress me as to the 
course in which this mysterious (and 
indeed guilty) current of debt would 
finally flow. For the present it was 
frozen up ; but I had some reason for 
thinking that Christmas thawed all 
debts whatsoever, and set then! in 
motion towards innumerable pockets. 
Now wy debt would be thawed with 
all tlic rest; and in Avhat direction 
would it flow ? There was no river 
that would carry it off to sea; to 
somebody's pocket it would beyond a 
doubt make its way; and who was 
that somebody ? This question haunt¬ 
ed me for ever. Christmas had come, 
Christmas had gone, and I heard 
nothing of the three guineas. But I 
was not easicr*for that. Far rather I 
would have heard of it; for this inde- 


* “ And so, then,” the Cynic objects, “you rank your own mind (and you tell 
us so frankly) amongst the primary formations ? ” As I love to annoy him, it 
would give me pleasure to reply—“ Perhaps 1 do,” But as 1 never answer more 
questions than are necessary, 1 confine myself to saying, that this is not a neces- 

S ry construction of the words. Some minds stand nearer to the type of the ori- 
mal nature in man, are truer than others to the great magnet in our dark planet. 
Minds that are impassioned on a more colossal scale than ordinary, deeper in their 
vibrations, and more extensive in the scale of their vibrations—whe^er, in other 
parts of their intellectual system, they had or had not a corr.esponding compass— 
will tremble to greater depths from a fcai’ful convulsion, and will come round 
by a longer curve of undulations. 

VOI-. J.VII. NO. CCCUV'. I* 
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finite approach of a loitering cata- aa time wore on. Bnt there was an- 
strophe gnawed and fretted uiy feel- other item in the case, which, from 
ings. No Grecian audience ever the excess of my ignorance, preyed 
Tfraited with more shuddering horror upon my spiritjp far more keenly ; and 
for the anagnorisis* of the cEJipus, this, keeping itself alive, kept also 
than 1 for the explonon of my debt, the other incident alive. W.th re- 
Hftd 1 been less ignorant, 1 should spect to the debt, 1 was not so igno- 
have proposed to mortgage my weekly rant as to tliiiik it of much danger by 
allowance for the debt, or to form a the mere amount: niy own allowanco 
sinking fund for redeeming it; for the furnished a scale for preveuting that 
ireeAfy sum was nearly five per cent on mistake: it was the principle, the 
the entire debt. But 1 had a myste- having presumed to contract debts on 
rious awe of ever alluding to it. This my own account, that I feared to have 
arose from my fvant of some confi- exposed. But this , other case was a 
deutiai friend ; whilst my grief point- ground for anxiety even as regarded 
ed continually to the remembrance— the amount; not really ; but uuder 
that it had not always been. But the jesting representation made to me, 
was not the bookseller to blame in which 1 (as ever before and after) 
safieriug a child scarcely seven years swallowed in perfect faith. * Amongst 
old to contract such a debt y Not in the books Avhich 1 had bought, all 
the least. He was both a rich man, English, was a history of Great Bri- 
who could not possibly care for my tain, commencing of course Avith 
trilling custom, and notoriously an Brutus and a thousand years of im- 
houourable man. Indeed the money possibilities j these laWes being gene- 
which 1 myself spent every week iu roiisly thrown in as a little gratuitous 
books, would reasonably have caused extra to the mass of truths which were 
him to presume that so small a sum to follow. This was to be completed 
as three guineas might well be autho- in sixty or eighty parts, 1 believe, 
rized by my family. He stood, how- But there was another work left more 
ever, on plainer ground. For my indefinite as to its ultimate extent, 
guardian, who was very iudolent, (as and which from its nature seemed to 
people chose to call it,) that is, like imply a far wider range. It was a 
his little melancholy ward, spent all general history of uavigatiou, siip- 
his time in reading, often enough ported by a vast body of voyages, 
would send me to the bookseller's Now, when 1 considered with myself 
with a written order for books. This what a huge thing the sea Avas, and 
was to prevent my forgetting. Bat that so many thousands of captains," 
when he found that such artliing as commoilores, admirals, were eternally 
“ forgetting ’’ in the case of a book, running up and down it, and scoring 
was wholly out of the question for me, lines upon its face so rankly, that iii 
the trouble of Avritiiig was dismissed, some of the main “streets” and 
And thus 1 had become I'actoi-general “ squares” (as one might call tlicm) 
on the part of my guai dian, both for their tracks Avould blond into one un- 
hi:, books, and for such as were want- distinguishable blot,—1 began to fear 
ed on my own account in the natural that such a work tended to infinity, 
coui'se of my education. My private What was little England to the uui- 

little account” had therefore in fact vcrsal sea? And yet tfiat went per- 
flowed homewards at Christmas, uot haps to fourscore parts. Not enduring 
(as 1 anticipated) in the shape of an the uncertainty that now besieged my 
independent current, but as a little tranquillity, 1 resolved to know tho 
tiibutary rill that was lost iu the worst; and on a day ever memorable 
waters of some more important river, to me I went down to the bookseller’s. 
This I now know, but could not then He w as a mild elderly man, and to 
have known with any certainty. So myself had always shown a kind iW 
l‘ar, however, the affair would gra- duJgent manner. Partly perhaps he 
dually have sunk out of my anxieties had been struck by my extreme gra- 

* t* tf. (As on account of English readers is added,) the recognition of his true 
identity, which in one moment, and by a horrid flash of revelation, connects him 
wiih^ acts incestuous, murderous, parricidal, in the past, and with a mysterious 
iataUty of woe lurking in the future. 
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vity; and partly, during the many 
conversations I had with him, on oc¬ 
casion of my guardian’s orders for 
books, with iny laughable simplicity. 
But thci'e was another reason which 
had early won for me his paternal 
regard. Fur the first three or four 
months I had found Latin something 
of a drudgery ; and the incident which 
for ever knocked away the “ shores,” 
at that time pre\’enting my launch 
upon the general bosom of Latin lite¬ 
rature, w as this:—One day the book- 


one of his young people. Now this 
was a market-day; and there was a 
press of country people present, whom 
I did not wish to hear my question. 
Never did human creature, with his 
heart palpitating at Delphi for the so¬ 
lution of some killing mystery, stand 
before the priestess of the oracle, with 
lips that moved more sadly than 
mine, when now advancing to a smil¬ 
ing young man at a desk. His answer 
was to decide, though I could not ex¬ 
actly know that^ whether for the next 
two years I was to have aii hour of 
He was a handsome, good-na¬ 
tured young man, but liiU ot fun and 
frolic; and 1 dare say was amused 
with W'hat must have seemed to him 
the absurd anxiety of my features. 

I described the w'ork to him, and he 
understood me at once: how many 
volumes did he think it w^ould extend 
to? There was a w himsical expression 
perhaps of drollery about liis eyes, but 
which unhappily, under my precon¬ 
ceptions, 1 translated into scorn, as he 
rcjdicd,—“ How' many volumes? Oh I 
really I can’t say, maybe a matter of 
15,000, be the same more or less.” 

Moref^' I said in liorror, altogether 
neglecting the contingency of ‘"less.” 
“ Why,” he said, “ we can’t settle 
these things to a nicety. But, con¬ 
sidering the subject,” [ay, that was 
the very thing which I myself consi¬ 
dered,] “ 1 should say, there might be 
some trifle over, as suppose 4U0 or 
500 volumes, be the same more or 
less.” What, tlicn, here tiierc might 
be supplements to siqiplemeiits—the 
work might positively rtever end. On 
one pretence or another, if an author 
or publisher might add 600 volumes, 
he midit add another round 15,000. 
Tndeetnt stiikcs one even now, that 
by the time aI4 the one-legged com¬ 
modores and yellow^ admirals of that 
generation had exhausted their long 
yarns, another generation would liavo 
gi’ow'ii another crop of the same gal¬ 
lant spinners. I asked no more, but 
slunk out of the shop, and never again 
entered it with cheerfulness, or pro¬ 
pounded any frank questions as here¬ 
tofore. For 1 was now seriously 
afraid of pointing attention to myself 
as one that, by having purchased some 
numbers, and obtained others on cre¬ 
dit, had silently contracted an engage¬ 
ment to take all the rest, though they 
should stretch to the crack of doom. 


seller took down^a Beza’s Latin Tes¬ 
tament; and, opening it, asked me to ^ peace, 
translate for him the chapter which 
he pointed to. I was struck by per¬ 
ceiving that it was the great chapter 
of St l*aul on the grave and rcsuiTec- 
tioii. 1 had never seen a Latin ver¬ 
sion ; yet from the simplicity of the 
scriptural style in any translation, 

(tliough Beza’s is far from good,) 1 
could not well havefailed iiiconstruing. 

But as it happened to be this parti¬ 
cular chapter, whicli in English 1 had 
read again and again with so pas¬ 
sionate a sense of its grandeu’, I read 
it ofl’ with a fluency and effect like some 
great opera-singer uttering a rapturous 
hravura, My kind old friend express¬ 
ed himself gi*atijed, making me a pre¬ 
sent of the book as a mark of his ap¬ 
probation. And it is remarkable, that 
from this moment, Avhen the deep 
memory of the English Avords had 
forced me into seeing the precise cor¬ 
respondence of the two concurrent 
streams—Latin and English—jiever 
again did any difficult}' arise to check 
the velocity ot my progress in this 
particular language. At less than 
eleven years of age, when as yet 1 
•was a very indifttTeni (Irecian, I had 
become a brilliant master of Latinity, 
as my Alcaics and Chorian»bics re¬ 
main to testify: and the whole occa- 
Bion of a change so memorable to a boy, 
was this casual summons to translate 
a composition with which my heart 
was filled. Ever after this he showed 
me a caressing kindness, and so condc- 
"^^nidingly, that generally lie. w’ould 
mvG any people for a moment with 
W'hom he was engaged, to conic and 
speak to me. On tliis fatal day, how¬ 
ever, for such it proved to me, he 
could not do this. He saw me, in¬ 
deed, and nodded, but could not leave 
a party of elderly strangers. This 
accident threw me unavoidably upon 
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Certainly I had never heard of a work 
that extended to 15,000 volumes; but 
still there was no natural impossibility 
that it should; and, if in any case, in 
none so reasonably as one upon the 
inexhaustible sea. Besides, any slight 
mistake as to the letter of the numlSir, 
could not affect the horror of the final 
prospect. I saw by the Imprint, and 
I heard, that this work emanated from 
London, a vast centre of mystery to me, 
and the more so, as a thing unseen at 
any time by my eyes, and nearly 200 
miles distant. I felt the fatal truth, 
that hero was a ghostly cobweb ra¬ 
diating into all the provinces from 
the mighty metropolis. I secretly had 
trodden upon the outer circumfe¬ 
rence, had damaged or deranged the 
fine threads and links,—concealment 
or reparation there could be none. 
Slowly perhaps, but surely, the vibra¬ 
tion would travel back to London. 
The ancient sjpider that sat there at 
the centre, w^ld rush along the net¬ 
work through' all longitudes and lati¬ 
tudes, until he found the responsible 
caitiff, author of so much mischief. 
Even, with less ignorance than mine, 
there was something to appal a child’s 
imagination in the vast systematic 
machinery by which any elaborate 
work could disperse itself, could levy 
money, could put questions and get 
answers—all in profound silence, nay, 
even in darkness—searching CAcry 
nook of every town, and of every liam- 
let in so populous a kingdom. I Imd 
some dim terrors, also, connected with 
the Stationers’ Company. I had often 
observed them iu popular Avorks 
threatening unknown men AA'ith un- 
VnoAA^n chastisements, for offences 
equally unknown; nay, to myself, 
absolutely inconceivable. Could / 
be the mysterious criminal so long 
ointed out, as it were, iu prophecy? 
figured the stationers, doubtless 
all powerful men, .pulling at one 
rope, and my unhappy self hanging 
at the other end. But an image, 
which seems now even more ludi¬ 
crous than the rest, at that time was. 
the one most connected with the 
revival of my grief. It occurred to 
my subtlety, that the Stationers’ Com¬ 
pany, or any other company, could 
not possibly demand the money until 
they had delivered the volumes. And, 
as no man could say that I liad ever 
positiA’cly refused to receive them, 
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they would have no pretence for not 
accomplishing this delivery in a civil 
manner. Unless I should turn out to 
be no customer at all, at present it 
was clear that I had a right to be con¬ 
sidered a most excellent customer; 
one, in fact, who had given an order 
for fifteen thousand volumes. Then 
rose up before me this great opera- 
house sccua" of the delivery. There 
AvouW be a ring at the front door. A 
waggoner in the fj’out, Avith a bland 
voice, Avonld ask for “ a young gentle¬ 
man Avlio had given an order to their 
house.” Looking out, 1 should per¬ 
ceive a procession of carts and Avag- 
gons, all advancing in measured move¬ 
ments ; each in turn Avould present its 
rear, deliver its cargo of volumes, by 
shooting them, like a load of coals, on 
the lawn, and Avheel off to the rear, 
by Avay of clearing the road for its 
successors. Then the impossibility of 
even asking the servants to cover with 
sheets, or counterpanes, - or table¬ 
cloths, such a mountainous, such a 
“ star-y-poiuting ” record of my past 
offences lying in so conspicuous a 
situation! iMeu Avould not know 
my guilt merely, they would sec it. 
But the reason Avhy this form of the 
consequences, so much more than any 
other, stuck by my IVnagiuation Avas, 
that it connected itself Avith one of the 
Arabian nights Avhich had particularly 
interested myself and my sister. It 
was that tale, wliere a young i)orter, 
having his I’Opes about his j)crson, had 
stumbled into the special “ preserv^e ” 
of sonic old magician, lie finds a 
beautiful lady imprisoued, to Avhom 
(and not without prospects of suc¬ 
cess) he recommends himself as a 
suitor, more in harmony with her 
OAvn years than a Avitliered magi¬ 
cian. At this crisis the magician le- 
turns. The young man bolts, and for 
that day successfully ; but unluckily 
he leaves his ropes beJiind. Kext 
morning he hears the magician, too 
honest by half, enquiring at the front 
door, Avith miicli cxpj*ession of con¬ 
dolence, for the unfortunate young imt# 
who had lost his ropesln bis own zenAa. 
Upon this story 1 used to amuse my 
sister, by ventriloquizing to the ma¬ 
gician from the lips of the trembling 
young man—“ Oh, Mr Magician, 
these ropes cannot be mine! They 
nre far too good; and one Avouldu’t 
like, you know, to rob some other 
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poor young man. If yoii please, Mr 
Magician, 1 never had money enough 
to buy so beautiful a set of ropes.” 
But argument is thrown away upon a 
magician, and off he sets on his travels 
with the young porter—not forgetting 
to take the ropes along with him. 

Here now was the case, that had 
once seemed so impressive to me in a 
mere fietion from a far-distan^age 
and land, literally reproduced iiraiy- 
sclf. For what did it matter whether 
a magician dunned one with old ropes 
for his engines of torture, or Station¬ 
ers’Hall with 15,000 volumes, (in the 
rear of which there might also be 
ropes?) Should / have ventriloquized, 
would my sister have laughed, had 
either of us but guessed the possibi¬ 
lity that I myself, and witliin one 
twelve months, and, alas! standing 
alone in the world as regarded con¬ 
fidential counsel, should repeat within 
my own inner experience the shadowy 
panic of the young Bagdat intruder 
upon tlie privacy of magicians? It 
appeared, then, that I had been read¬ 
ing a legend coucenung myself in the 
/lrcf/>/an Nights. I had been contem¬ 
plated in types a thousand years be- 
foi’c on the banks of the Tigris. It 
was horror and grief that prompted 
that thought. 

Oil, heavens! that the misery of a 
child should by possibility become the 
laughter of adults I—that even I, the 
sufferer, should bo capable of amusing 
myself, as if it had been a jest, with 
what for three years had constituted 
the secret affliction of 1113 ’ and its 
eternal trepidation—like the ticking of 
a death-watch to patients l^ung awake 
in the plague. I durst ask no counsel; 
lliere was no one to ask. Possibly my 
sister could have given me none in a 
case which neither of us should have 
understood, and whore to seek for in¬ 
formation from others, would have 
been at once to betray the whole rea¬ 
son for seeking it. But, if no advice, 
she would have given me her pity, and 
the expression of her endless love; 
and, with the relief of sympathy, that 
heals for a season all distresses, she 
wbuld have given me that exquisite 
luxuiy—the knowledge that, having 
parted with my secret, yet also I had 
not parted witli it, since it was in the 
l>owcr only of one that could much less 
betray me than 1 could iictvay myself. 
At this time, that is about the year 


when 1 suffered most, I was reading 
Cajsar. Oh, laurelled scholar—sun- 
bright intellect—“ foremost man of all 
this world”—how often did I make 
out of thy immortal volume a pillow 
to support my wearied brow, as at 
evening, on my homeward road, I 
used to turn into some silent held, 
where I might give way unobserved 
to the )‘cvei’ics which besieged me! 
I wondered, and found no end of won¬ 
dering, at the revolution that one short 
year had made in my happiness. I 
wondered that such billows coul't over¬ 
take me! At the beginning of that 
3 'ear how radiantly happy! At tho 
end how insui)portably alone! 

Into what depth thou see'st. 
From what height fallen.” 

I'or ever I searched the ab 3 "sses 
with some wandering thoughts unin¬ 
telligible to m 3 "sclf. For ever I dallied 
with some obscure na|||||, how my 
sister’s love might be^lffle in some 
dim way available for delivering mo 
from misery ■, or else how the misery 
1 had suffered and was suffering might 
be made, in some w ay equall 3 '' dim, the 
ransom for winning back her love. 


Here pause, reader! Imagine 3 ’our- 
sclf sea ted in some cloud-scaling swung, 
oscillating under the impulse of luna¬ 
tic hands; for the strength of lunacy 
may belong to liuman dreams, the 
fearful caprice of lunacy, and the 
malice of Imiac}', wdiilst the victim of 
tliose dreams ina 3 ’ be all the more 
certainly removed ft’oni lunacy; even 
as a brhige gathers cohesion and 
strength from tlic increasing resist¬ 
ance into which it is forced by in- 
creasingq)rcssure. Seated in such a 
swing, fast as vou reach the lowest 
point of depression, may you rely on 
racing up to a stany altitude of cor¬ 
responding ascent. Ups and dowms 
you will see, heights and depths, in 
our fiery course together, such as will 
sometimes tempt you to look shyly 
and suspiciously at me, your guide, 
and the ruler of the oscillations. Here, 
at the point wdierc I have called a 
lialt, the reader has reached the low¬ 
est depth in my nursery afflictions. 
Fiom that point, according to the 
principles of art which govern tho 
movement of these Confessions, I had 
meant to launch him upwards through 
the whole arch of ascending visions 
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which seemed requisite to balance the 
sweep downwards, so recently describ¬ 
ed in his course. But accidents of 
the press have made it impossible to 
accomplish this purpose in the present 
month’s journal. There is reason to 
rejjrct that the advantages of position, 
which were essential to the full effect 
of passages planned for equipoise and 
mutual resistance, have thus been lost. 
Meantime, upon the principle of the 
mariner who rigs a ^wry-mast in de¬ 
fault of his regular spars, I find my 
resource in a sort of ‘‘Jury” perora¬ 
tion—not snfiicient in the way of a 
balance by its proportions^ but suffi¬ 
cient to indicate the quality 'of the 
balance which I had contemplated. 
He who has really read the preceding 
parts of these present Confessions, will 
bo aware that a stricter scrutiny of 
the past, such as was natural after the 
whole economy of the di-oaming faculty 
had been Mj^lsed beyond all prece¬ 
dents on rt^jjp, led me to theconviction 
that not one agency, but two agencies, 
had co-operated to the tremendous re¬ 
sult. The nursery experience had 
been the ally and the natural co¬ 
efficient of the opium. For that rea¬ 
son it was that the nursery experience 
has been narrated. Logically, it bears 
the very same relation to the convul¬ 
sions of the dreaming faculty as the 
opium. The idealizing tendency ex¬ 
isted irr the dream-theatre of my 
childhood; but the preternatural 
strength of its action and colouring 
was first developed after the conflu¬ 
ence of the two causes. The reader 
must suppose me at Oxford: twelve 
years and a half are gone by; I am 
in the glory of youthful happiness; 
but I have now first tampered with 
opium; and now first the agitations 
of my childhood reojjened in strength, 
now first they swept in upon the 
brain with power and the ^andeur 
of recovered life, under the separate 
and the concurring inspirations of 
«opium. 

Once again, after twelve years’ in¬ 
terval, the nursery of uiy childhood 
♦expaiided before me—my sister was 
moaning in l>e(l—I was beginning to 
be restless with fears not intelligible to 
myself Once again the nurse, but now- 


dilated to colossal proportions, stood 
as upon some Grecian stage with her 
uplifted hand, and like the superb 
Medea standing alone with her chil¬ 
dren in the nursery at Corinth,* smote 
me senseless to the ground. Again, I 
was in the chamber with my sister’s 
corpse—again the pomps of life I'ose 
up in silence, the glory of summer, ihe 
fro^of death. Dream formed itself 
inyiftriously within dream ; within 
these Oxford dreams remoulded itself 
continually the trance in my sister's 
chamber,—the blue heavens, the ever¬ 
lasting vault, the soaring billows, the 
throne steeped in the thought (but not 
the sight) of “ Him that sate there¬ 
on the flight, the pursuit, the irreco¬ 
verable steps of my return to earth. 
OJice more the funeral procession 
gathered; the priest in his white sur¬ 
plice stood waiting with a book in his 
hand by the side of an oi)en grave, 
the sacristan with his shovel *, the 
coffin sank; the dmi to dust deaceuded. 
Again I was in the chureli on a 
heavenly Sunday morning. The gold¬ 
en sunlight of God slept amongst 
the heads of his apostles, his martyrs, 
his saints; the fragment from the 
litany—the fragment from the clouds 
—awoke again the lawny beds that 
went up to scale the heavens—awoke 
again the shadowy anns that moved 
downwards to meet them. Once 
again, arose the swell of the anthem— 
the burst of the Hallelujah chorus— 
the storm—the trampling movement 
of the choral passion—the agitation 
of my ^wn trembling sympathy— 
the tumult of the choir—the wrath of 
the organ. Once more I, that wal¬ 
lowed, became ho that rose up to the 
clouds. And now in Oxford, all was 
bound up into unity; the first state 
and the last were melted into each 
other as in some sunny glorifying 
haze. For high above my oAvn sta¬ 
tion, hovered a gleaming host of hea¬ 
venly beings, surrounding the pillows 
of the dying children. And such be¬ 
ings sympathize equally with sorrow 
that grovels and with sorrow that 
soars. Such beings pity alike the 
children that are langiUBliing in death, 
and the children that live only to lan¬ 
guish in teal's. 


♦ Euripides. 



1846.] 


Norik's Specimem of the British Critics, 


DUO 


North’s Specimens or the British Citmca. 

No. m. 

Dhtpei^t. 


Sir Walter Scott’s admirable Life 
of Drydcn concludes with this pas¬ 
sage “ I have thus detailed the life, 
and offered some remarks on the lite¬ 
rary character, of John Duyden ; 
who, educated in a pedantic taste and 
a fanatical religion, was destined, if 
not to give law's to the stage of Eng¬ 
land, at least to defend its liberties; 
to improve burlesque into satire; to 
free translation from tlic fetters ot 
verbal metaphrase, and exclude from 
it the license of parai)hrasc ; to teach 
posterity the povveiful and varied 
poetical harmony of winch their lan¬ 
guage was capable ; to give an exam¬ 
ple of the lyric ode of unapproached 
excellence; and to leave a name 

SFX’OND ONI.Y TO THOSE OE AIlI-TON 

AND OF Shakspeare/’ Two iiamcs 
we miss, and ranse where the. Immor¬ 
tal author of Waverley would have 
placed them ; not surely below Dr}"- 
den’s—those of Ciiauceu and Spen- 

8EK. 

Let those Four names form a con¬ 
stellation— and the star Dryden, 
large and bright though it be, must 
not be looked for in the same region 
of the heavens. First in the se¬ 
cond order of English poets — let 
glorious John keep the place as¬ 
signed him by the gi'catest of Scots¬ 
men. Wc desire not that he shall 
vacate the throne, lint between the 
first order and the second, let that be 
remembered which seems here to have 
been forgotten, that immeasurable 
spaces intervene. “ Second only to 
Sliakspeare and Milton,” implies near 
approach to them of another gi’ealness 
Inferior but.in degree, and Drydcm is 
thus lifted np in our imagination into 
the s])berc of tlie Creators. On such 
mention of Milton, let ns converse 
about him for a short half hour, and 
then venture to descend on Dryden, 
not with precipitation, but as in a 
balloon. 

To an Englishman recollecting the 
poetical glories of his country, the 
Seventeenth Century often appears as 


the mother of one great name—MI] l» 
TON. Original and mighty poets ex*' 
press, at its highest, the mind of their 
time as it is localized on their own soil, 
Witli Elizabeth the splendour of the 
feudal and chivalrous ages for England 
finally sets, A world expires, and 
erelong a new Avovid rises. The 
Wars Avhkh signalize the new period, 
contrast deeply with those which 
heretofore tore the land. Those 
wxre the factions of high lineages. 
Noav, thouglit seizes the w^eapons of 
eartlily Avarfarc. The rights vesting 
in an English subject by the statutes 
of the country—the rights vesting in 
man, as the subject oLcivil govern¬ 
ment, by the laws of (JIkI and nature, 
arc scanned by aw'akened reason, and 
put arms into men’s hands. The 
highest of all the interests of the 
human being—higher than all others, 
as eternity excels time—Religion—is 
equally debated. The Protestant 
church is beleaguered by hostile sects 
—the Reformation subjected to the 
demand for a more searching and 
effective reform. Creed, Avorship, ec¬ 
clesiastical discipline and government, 
all come into debate. A thraldom of 
opinion—a bondage of authority, that 
lield for many centuries the nation 
bound together in no j^OAveriess union, 
is, upon the sudden, broken up. Men, 
Avill know Avhy theyobey and why they 
believe; and human laws and divine 
truths are searched, as far as the wit 
of man is capable, to the roots. It is 
the spirit of ttic new' time that has 
broken forth, and begins ambitiously, 
and riotously, to try its poAvers, butt 
nobly, magnanimously, and heroically 
too. Milton owned and showed him¬ 
self a sou of the time. Gifted with poAvers 
eminently fitted for severe investiga¬ 
tion— apt for learning, and learned 
beyond most men—of a temper ad¬ 
verse and rebellious to an assumed and 
ungrounded control — large - hearted 
and large-minded to comprehend the 
diverse interests of men—personally 
fearless—devout iu the highest an4 
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boldest sense of the word; namely, as 
acknowledging no supreme law but 
from heaven, and as confiding in the 
immediate communication of divine 
assistance to the faithful servants of 
heaven—possessing, moreover, in am¬ 
plest measure, that peculiar endow¬ 
ment of sovereign poets which enables 
them to stand up as the teachers of a 
lofty and tender wisdom, as moral 
prophets to the species, the clear fa¬ 
culty of profound self-inspection—he 
was prepared to share in the intellec¬ 
tual strife and change of that day, 
even had some interposing, pacific 
angel charmed away from the bosom 
of the laud all other warfare and re- 
Tolution—and to shine in that age’s 
W'ork, even had the muse never smiled 
upon his cradled forehead, never laid 
the magical murmurs of song on liis 
chosen lips. He w^as a politician, a 
theologian of his age—amidst the de¬ 
molition of established things, the 
clang of arms^ and the streaming of 
blood, whether in the field or upon 
the scalfold, a thinker and a 'writer. 

There are times that naturally pro¬ 
duce real, others that naturally pro¬ 
duce imitative poetry. Tranquil, 
stagnating times, produce the imita¬ 
tive ; times that rouse in man sclf- 
consciousnesscs, produce the real. All 
great poetry has a moral foundation. 
It is imagination building upon the 
great, deep, universal, eternal human 
■will. Therefore profound sympathy 
with man, and profound intelligence 
of man, aided by, or growing out of, 
that profound sympathy, is vital to 
the true poet. But in stagnating 
times both sympathy with man sleeps, 
and the disclosure of man sleeps. 
Troubled times bring out humanity— 
show its terrible depths—also its 
might and grandeur—j;both ways its 
truth. A great poet seems to require 
liis birth in an age when there arc 
about him great self-revelations of 
man, for his vaticination. Moreover, 
his own particular being is more 
deeply and strongly stiiTcd and shown 
to him in such a time. But the moral 
tempest maybe too violent for poetry 
—as the Civil War of the Roses ap¬ 
peared to blast it and all letters—that 
of the Parliament contrariwise. The 
intellect of .Milton, in the Paradise 
Xo5#, shows that it had seen “ the 
giant-world enraged.” 


IIapj)ily for the literary fame of his 
country—for the solid exaltation in 
these latter ages of the sublime art 
which he cultivated—for the lovers of 
poetry who by inheritance or by ac¬ 
quisition speak the masculine and 
expressive language which he still 
ennobled—for the serene fame of the 
august poet himself—the political re¬ 
pose which a new change (the resto¬ 
ration of detruded and exiled royalty 
to its ancestral throne) spread over 
the land, by shutting up the public 
hopes of the civil and ecclesiastical 
republican in despair, and by crushing 
his faction in the dust, ga\'e him back, 
in the visionary blindness of undecay¬ 
ing age, to the still air of delightful 
studies,” in order that, in seclusion 
from all “ barbarous dissonance,” he 
might achieve the work destined to 
him from the beginning—not less than 
the greatest ever achieved by man. 

Educated by such a strife to power 
—and not more sublimely gifted than 
strenuously exercised—Milton had 
constantly carried in his soul the two¬ 
fold consciousness of the highest desti¬ 
nation. He knew himself born a great 
poet; and the names of gi'eat poets 
sounding through all time, rang in his 
cars. What Homer was to his people 
and to his language, he would be to 
his ; and this was the lower vocation 
—glorious as eartlil}^ things may be 
glorious—and self-respcctiug while ho 
thought of liis own head as of one 
that shall be laurel-bound ; yet mag¬ 
nanimous and public-spirited, while ho 
trusted to shed upon liis language and 
upon Iiis country the beams of his 
own fame. This, we say, was his 
lower vocation, taken among thoughts 
and feelings high but merely human. 
But a higher one accompanied it. 
Tlic sense of a sanctity native to the 
human soul, and indestructible—the 
assiduous hallowing of himself, and of 
all his powers, by religious oflices 
that seek nothing lower than commu¬ 
nion with the fonntain-hcad of all 
holiness and of all good. And Milton, 
labouring “ in the eya of his great 
taskmaster”—trained by all rcclnso 
and silent studies—trained by the tur¬ 
moil raging around him of the times, 
and by his own share in the general 
cuutcution—according to the self-de¬ 
dication of his mind trained within 
the temple—he, stricken with dark- 
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uess, and amidst the gloom of cxtiii- -wrought dcstiuctioii, which saves the 
guished earthly hopes, assumed tho catastrophe of the poem from utter de¬ 
singing robes of the poet. • spair, and which tranquillizes the sad- 
The purpose of the Paradise Lost is ness, has to be interwoven in the poet’s 
whollyreligious. Hestrikcsthcloudest, narrative of the Fall. How stupen- 
and, at tho same time, tho sweetest- dons the art that has disposed and or- 
toned harp of the Muse with the hand dered the immensity!—comprehciid- 
of a Christian theologian. He girds ed the complexity of the subject into a 
up all the highest powers of the liu- clearly harmonized, musically propor- 
man mind to wrestling with the most tionatc Whole! 
arduous queStion with which the Unless the Paradise Lost had risen 
human faculties can engage—the all- from the soul of IVIilton as a hymn— 
involving question—IIow is the unless he had begun to sing as a 
world governed? Do we live undcr^\vorshippcr with his hands uplifted 
chance, or fate, or Providence? l3®i)cfore the altar of incense, the choieft 


there a God? And is lie holy, loving 
wise, and just ? He will 

** Assert eternal providence, 

And justify the ways of God to man.” 

The justifying answer he roads in 
the Scriptures. Man fell, tempted from 
without by another, but by the act of 
his own free-will, and by liis own 
choice. Thus, according to the theo¬ 
logy of Milton, is the divine llule of 
the universe completely justified in 
the sill into which man has fallen— 
in the punishment which has fallen 
upon man. The Justice of God is 
cleared. And his Love? That shines 
out, when man has perversely fallen, 
by the Covenant of Mercy, by finding 
out for him a Redeemer. And thus 
the two events in the history of man¬ 
kind, which the Scriptures jircsent as 
infinitely surpassing all others in ini- 
porlance, which are cardinal to tho 
destinies of the human race, upon 
which all our woe, and, in the highest 
sense, all onr weal arc hung, become 
the subject of the work—the Fall of 
man consoled by the promise and un¬ 
dertaking of his Redemption. 

The narrative of the Fall, delivered 
with an awful and a pathetic simpli¬ 
city to us in a few words in the first 
chapter of Genesis, becomes accord¬ 
ingly the groundwork of the Poem •, 
and these few words, with a few more 
scattered through the Scripftres, and 
barely hinting Celestial transactions, 
the War and Fall of the Angels, are 
by a genius, as daringly as powerfully 
creative, expanded into the mighty 
dimensions of an Ej)ic. That un¬ 
speakable liope, foresliown to Adam 
as to be accomplished in distant gene¬ 
rations, pouring an exhilarating beam 
upon the darkness of man’s self- 


of the subject w'oukl have been more 
than bold—it would have been tho 
daring of presumption—an act of im- 
]>icty. For lie will put in dialogue 
God the Father and God the Son— 
disclosing fhcir supreme counsels. lie 
has prayed to the Third Person of tho 
Godhead for light and succour. If this 
were a fetch of human wit, it -was 
in the austere zealot and puritan a 
mockery. To a devout Roman Ca¬ 
tholic poet, we could forgive every 
thing. For nursed among legends and 
visual representations of the invisible 
—panoplied in^ a childlike imposed 
faith from the access of impiety—his 
[latcnioster and his avc-maric more 
familiar to his lips than his bread, 
almost so as their breath—the most 
audacious representations may come 
to him vividly ami naturally, without 
a scruple and witliont a thought. 
Rut Milton, the purged, the chastened, 
a spiritual iconoclast, drinking his faith 
by his own thirst from tlic waters of 
Zion, a champion whose weapons from 
the armoury of God “ are given him 
tempered he to holy things cannot 
lay other than an awful hand. Wc 
know that he believed himself under 
a peculiar gni^lauce. Surely, he had 
hud visions of glory which, when 
he designed the ]>oem that would in- 
elude scenes in heaven, offered them¬ 
selves again almost like very revela¬ 
tions. If wc hesitate in bclieviug 
this of him, it is because wc conceive 
in him a stern intellectual pride and 
strength, which could not easily kneel 
to adore. Rut there we should greatly 
err. For he recognized in himself— 
“ Self-knowing, and from thence 
Magnanimous to correspond with hea¬ 
ven **— 

that capacity of song which nothing 
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but sacred Epos could satisfy, Dio- more stupendous action. Milton thus 
dati asks him—“ Quid studes^" and obtained further a perfect Greek 
he answei*s— Mekerde^ immortalUa- siingj^city of plan. The Crucifixion 
iemV' This might persuade us that has always seemed profaned when 
ho finally chose the Fall of Man as he any modern poet has dared to de- 
at first had chosen King Arthur. But scribe it. 

not so. When Arthur dropped away The Samson Agonistes was, you 
from his purposes, naturally displaced know, Milton's last work. How 
by the after-choice, the will toward suitable, above all other subjects, to 
an Epic underwent an answoniblc the Hebrew soul within him! Their 
revolution. The first subject was call- common blindness—the simplicity of 
eel by the “longing after immortality.” character lliat is proper to a strong 
But another longing, or the longing man—“ the plain heroic magnitude 
after another immortality, carried the of iniiid”—tlie absolute dependence on 
will and tlic man to tlie second, Th^jJfcGod, that is to say, trustful depend- 
learning and the learned art of ence brought out by blindness—the 

Paradise Lost, concur in inclining ns submission under the visiting hand of 


to look upon Milton as an Jirtist 
rather than a worshipper. On closer 
consideration of its spirit, we cannot 
think of his putting his hand to such 
a work without the inwardly felt con¬ 
viction that Ood u-'as with htm in it. 

And, what is the feeling with 
w^hich a youthful mind first regards 
the Paradise Lost? A holy awe— 
something as if it were a second 
Bible. So, too, have felt towards it 
our great poets. Ehvood, tlic Quaker, 
has told us, but wc cannot believe 
him, that he suggested to Milton the 
Paradise Regained! Hardly credible 
that, being the natural sc((ucl and 
complement of the Paradise Lost, it 
should not have occurred to Milton. 
Pray, did the Quaker suggest the treat- 
ment? To conceive that man was 
virtually redeemed when Jesus had 
avouclied, by proof, his ])erfect obe¬ 
dience, was a view, we think, proper 
to spring in a religious mind. It is 
remarkable, however, certainly, that 
the Atoning Sacrifice, which in the 
ParadiseLost is brought into the front 
of the Divine rule and of the poem, 
in the Paradise Regained hardly ap¬ 
pears—if at all. In beth you sec the 
holy awe with which Milton shuns 
describing the scenes of llie rassi(ni. 
Between Adam and Miclnud, on tlnat 
“ top of speculation” the Visions end 
at the Deluge. The Crucifixion falls 
amongst the recorded events, and is 
told with few and sparing woids. 
You must think that the removal of 
the di<‘ad Crucifixion from the action 
of the Paradise Regained recommend¬ 
ed that action to the poet—contra¬ 
dicting Warburton, wdio blames him, 
as a poet, for not having chosen the 


heaven ]n*ovokod by Samson’s own 
disobedience—God's especial selection 
of him as his own, a dedicated Naza- 
rite—his call to be a natiomd deli¬ 
verer—All these combined to affect 
his devout imagination ; >>'11110 one 
might almost think, that in the youth¬ 
ful Milton the same fancy had de¬ 
lighted in the prow'css and exploits of 
Samson which rejoiced in the heroes 
of chivalrous fable. 

AVhat are Dryden’s works to these? 
How* shall we compare Poet with 
Poet—Man wdth Man? 

Let us then turn to the other 
clauses,!!! Sir Walter's oiilogiiini, nncl 
we shall be able to go along with him 
in much—-not all—of w hat he affirms 
of his darling Dryden. He was verily 
A OKKAT TRANSLATOR. But bcfoi'C 

Speaking of his performances, or of 
liis jirinciplos, in that Fine Art, 
Translation, let us say a few w'ords 
on its range aiid power. 

It is indeed most desirable to have 
the gift of tongues, though the “my¬ 
riad-minded" man ha<l but that of his 
o>vn. There are people who can parley 
all the European laiiguages, even like 
SO many natives, a!id read you off-hand 
any strange-looking ])age, be it even 
MS., you can submit to their eyes. 
Yet, w'e believe, they always most feel¬ 
ingly understand the “old familiar 
faces” of the w'ords they got by heart 
in lisping them, and that became a 
part of their being, not by process of 
study, but by that seeming inspi¬ 
ration, tlirough which childhood is 
ever joyfully acquiring multifarious 
lore in the spirit of love. In >vak- 
ing and sleepiirg dreams we speak 
our mother tongue. In it we make 
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love-^in it; we saj our prayers. Had 
he lived till he was fourscore, John 
^icyden, in the dotage of genius, 
would have maundered by the banks 
of the Ganges in the Doric that 
charmed his ears among tlie murmurs 
of the Teviot. Heaven bless the man 
who invented Translation! Heaven 
bless Translators all—especially those 
who give us in English all thoughts, 
rich and rare, that took life in foreign 
attire, and continue to charm human 
hearts, and souls, and minds, in a 
change of light that shows tliein some¬ 
times even more beautiful than whci^ 
first they, hud a place among airy 
creatures! 

But methinks Ave hear some wise¬ 
acre, who is no wizard, exclaim: 
—“Oh! to be enjoyed, it must be 
read in the original!'* What! the 
Bible? Yon have no Hebrew, and 
little Greek, but surely you sometimes 
dip into the Old and into the Ncaa 
T estament. 

To tn'at the question moi'o argu¬ 
mentatively, let Prose Composition 
bo dnided into History, Philosoidiy, 
Oratory. Jn History, d’ranslation— 
say into English—is easiest, and in all 
cases practicable. The information 
transfer! ed is the cliief thing asked, 
even if St} le be lost —aa ilh someAvriters 
a small, Avith others no doubt a eon- 
sideral>le, Avith a fcAv a great loss. 
But the facts, that is, tlie events, and 
all the characters too, can bo t»irned 
over, altliough one finer hist<»rieal 
fact—the spirit of tlie country and 
time, as breathing in the. very St> Jc 
of the artist, may, yet need not, 
evaporate. The Translator, how'eAer, 
should be himself an historian or anti¬ 
quary, and should confine himself— 
as, indeed, if left to himself lie Avill 
do—to the nation in Avhose fate he 
happens to have had UAvakened in 
him—by inlluonccs hard to tell, and 
perhaps to liimself unknoAvii — the 
perpetual interest of a sympathy that 
endears to liim, above all others, that 
especial region, and the ages that 
like shadoAvs have passed over it. 

In Philosophy, thcTranslaroPs task 
is harder, and it is higher; but its 
accomplishment is open to the zeal¬ 
ous lover of truth. The Avhole philo- 
sopliy must be thoroughly possessed 
by him, or meanings Avill be lost from, 
or imposed on, the author—cases 


fatal both. Besides, of all writers, a 
philosopher most collects extensive 
and penetrating theories into chosen 
words. No dictionary—the soul 
only of the philosopher interprets 
these Avords. In the new language, 
you must have great power and 
mastery to seize equivalents if there; 
if not, to create tliem, or to extricate 
yourself Avith circumlocutions that do 
not bewilder or mislead—precise and 
exquisite. Ha\"e we, in our language, 
many, any such Translations ? Not 
Sydenham’s Plato—not 
Gillics’s Aristotle. Coleridge is dead 
—but De Quincey is alive. 

In Oratory, the St>le is all in all. 
It is the ipsimmm homo. lie Avho 
“ Avielded at will that fierce demo¬ 
cratic,” does not appear unless the 
thunder groAvl and the lightning 
dazzle. From Avhat hand shall it 
fiilniinc over England as OA^er Greece? 
Yet the matter, the facts, order, 
the logic, arc all easily enough to be 
transfened—not the passion and the 
splendour, except by an orator, and 
even hardly by him ; but Brougham 
has gi'appled manfully Avith Demos¬ 
thenes, though lie hath somewhat 
diminished the jioAver of tlie CroAAm. 

But in Poet^ 3 ^ Ay, thbre the 
difiiculties grow—tliere all are col¬ 
lected—ami one equal to all, or nearly 
so, is added —^\'^krse ! Of all writers, 
the poet is the most exquisite in his 
Avoids. Ilis creations revolve in 
them—live in them--breathe and 
burn. Sliakspeare cxjiresses this— 
“ the poet’s pen turns them to shape.” 
Ariel, and Lear, and Hamlet, are not 
except in the very words—their very 
oAAii Avoids. For the poet, of all 
men, feels most susceptibly, sensitive¬ 
ly, porceptivel}^ acutely, aijcnrately, 
clearly, tenderly, kindly—the contact 
of his mind \^ith yours ; and the words 
are the medhmi of contact! Y'^et, most 
of the I LIAO may be transferred—for 
it is a history. The manners are easily 
depicted in a Translation—so is the 
Avonderfnl tliinking that remains to us 
therein from that remote lost world— 
and makes the substratum of the poem. 
In short, that old world which Homer 
preserves, can bo shown in a Transla¬ 
tion, but not Homer himself. The 
siinplieity, and sweetness, and ma¬ 
jesty, and the musical soul and art, re¬ 
quire Greek, and old Greek. A trans- 
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lation into Attic Greek by Sophocles, 
would not be Homer. Into modern 
English? Alas, and alack-a-day! 
An English Translator might better 
undertake Euripides than Sophocles, 
and Sophocles than .^schyliis. 
iEschylus, Pindar, Homer—these arc 
the three terrorsofXranslation. Why? 
They are doubly so remote! Distant 
so far, and distant so high! AVe 
should not, ourselves, much care for 
undertaking Apollonius Rhodius, and 
Callimachus, although the Alexandrian 
schoolmaster abounds in tlie poetical 
riches of the Gi*eek tongue, and the 
Cyreuaic hymnist has an unattainable 
spirit of grace and elastic step. Yet 
we could, with a safe conscience, try; 
because if less glory be attempted by 
the translator, less can be lost for his 
original. Whereas, if we let down 
Homer, Pindar, JEschylus, wo arc 
lowering the heights of tlie human 
spirit—wWn Imoi majestatis. In 
poetry the absolutely creative power 
of the human spirit—that immense 
endowment and privilege of the hu¬ 
man being—is at its height. Many 
view this endowment and privilege 
with scepticism—renouncing their own 
glory—denying themselves. Tljore- 
fore,it is always important, in civilized 
times, that the majesty and might of 
poetry be sustained—surrounded by 
a body-guard of opinion. In rude 
times it can take good care of itself. 
Then the king walks among tlie people 
safe in their faith and love. Now 
3 ’-ou tremble to diminish the reve¬ 
rence of that creation. But courage! 
All cannot read Greek, and they are, as 
fellow men of Homer, entitled to as 
ii*uch of him as they can get. Chap¬ 
man, Pope, Cowper, Sotheby, all 
taken together, impress an Englishman 
(Scotsman included) who is no Gre¬ 
cian, with a belief in greatness. And 
then for the perpetual feeding of his 
faith he has his own Chaucer, Spen¬ 
ser, Shakspearc, Milton. 

Translation, 3 'ou see then, Ogracious 
perusers! has divers motives. One is 
ambitious. It is to help in giving the 
poet his due fame, and that is a mo¬ 
tive honourably sprung, since it comes 
of the belief that the poet belongs to 
the species at large; and that ac¬ 
cordingly his praise has not had its 
full reverberation, until it has re¬ 
bounded from all hearts. Of the same 


impulse, but dealing justice in another 
direction, is the wish that theless learn¬ 
ed shall not, from that accident, forfeit 
their share of the common patrimony; 
and that surely is among the best of 
all reasons. A peculiar sort of zeal is to 
cultivate the vernacular literature by 
transplanting the great works of other 
more happily cultivated languages, as 
we naturalize fair and useful exotics. 
Tins is an early thought, and goes off 
as the country advances. Probably 
the different reasons of Translation 
would affect, even materially, the' 
icharacters of Translation ; or at least, 
if the^^ coexist, the predominance of 
one over tlie other moving causes. 
The different purposes will even give 
different orders of Translators. To 
undertake to aid in diffusing the 
version of Homer to the ends of the 
AVest, would ask an Englishman to¬ 
lerably confident in his own powers. 
It breathed in the fiery spirit of 
George Chapman, who having rolled 
out the Iliad in our stateliest numbers, 
the Odyssey in more moderate strain, 
and finally dispatched the Homeric 
Minora, begins his own Epilogue of 
three consecutive labours, with 

The work that I was worn to do is 
DONC ! 

A little reflection will suggest to 
many a wishing Translator, that iiE is 
in danger of rather doing injustice to 
the celebrity of an admired original. 
Inea])ables! refrain, desist, be dumb. 

The use ofTransIations to the litera¬ 
ture that has received them has been 
questioned. 'J'he native genius and 
energies of a country may, it has been 
feared, be oppressed by the importa¬ 
tion of wealth and luxuiics. The 
Hygeian maxim to remain poor for 
the sake of health and strength, is hard 
to act upon. In another sense, avo 
might rather look upon the introduced 
strangers as dangerous rivals, who 
rouse us to avoo with better devo¬ 
tion, and so are useful. Besides, it 
looks like a timid policy to refuse to 
know Avhat our fellows have done. 
Milton Avas not subdued, but inflam¬ 
ed, by conversing Avith all the great 
originals. Burns did not the less I)o- 
rically tune his reed, because Pope 
had sounded in his car echoes of the 
Scamandrian trumpet - blast. The 
truer and more encouraging doctrine 
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rather seems to be, that if the land 
lias in its mould the right nurture of 
genius, genius will strike its roots, 
and lift its dowers. In the mean time, 
it is to be considered, against such a 
policy of jealous protection, that not 
the induence on the vernacular litera¬ 
ture is the first legitimate claim, but 
the gain of enlightenment for the hu¬ 
man mind* intent upon enlarging it¬ 
self by bringing under ken exyery 
where that which itself has been, and 
that which itself has done every where. 
The great distiucLion which we 
have observed in these remarks on 
Translation, between compositions in 
Prose and Verse, seems lierc to de¬ 
mand from us some remarks. A 
question of the very highest import¬ 
ance in literature arises — can the 
Fictitious which tiie poet relates in 
Verse be as w^ell related iu Prose ? 
The voice of all ages, countries, 
languages, answers— no ! TIjc lite¬ 
rature of every civilized nation pre¬ 
sents this phenomenon—a division, 
broad and deep, running through it, 
and marked by that distinction in the 
musical structure of discourse, w'hich 
we habitually designate by the names, 
Prose and Verse. The distinction, as 
■we all know', is as decided in the sub¬ 
stance itself of the composition, us it 
is iu the musical putting togetlicr of 
the words. Homer, Pindar, Alcauis, 
JEschylus, Sophocles, Euripide.s, 
Aristophanes, or Lucretius, Virgil, 
Horace, Ovid, upon the one side; 
and upon the other, Herodotus and 
Thucydides, Dcinostlienes, Plato, and 
the iStagyrite—or under another still 
fortunate sky, Livy, Cuisar, Taci¬ 
tus, Cicero and Seneca—here bare 
names of the poets on the one side, 
of the writers of prose on the other, 
express alike to our soberest judg¬ 
ment, and to our most awakened en- 
thusiasin, nothing less than two dis¬ 
tinct Worlds of Thinking, 

How so commanding, so permea¬ 
ting, so vivifying, and so transfusing 
a power should reside in a fact of 
human speech, seemingly so slight and 
slender as that ruled and mechanical 
adjustment of a few syllables which 
we call a verse, is perhaps not exj)!!- 
cable by our philosophy; but of the 
pow'cr itself, the uniform history of 
mankind leaves us no liberty to doubt. 
Yet may we underK^tand something of 


this wonderful agency ; and conceive 
how the new and strange wealth of 
music brought out from words, of w hicli 
the speaker in verso finds himself 
the privileged master, may lift up, as 
on wings, his courage to think and 
utter. Wc may suppose that the 
sweet and melting, or the solemn, the 
prolonged, the proud swell, or flow, 
or fall of liis own numbers, may sur¬ 
prise his owm ear, and seize his own 
soul with unexpected emotions; and 
that off his guard and unawares, and, 
as grave ancient writers have said, in 
a sort of sacred madness, he may be 
hurried into inventions of g)*eatnoss, 
of wonder, and beauty, which would 
have remained for ever locked up and 
forbidden to the colder and more re¬ 
served temper, wdiich seems fittingly 
to accompany prose, the accustomed 
language of Iteason. A^ersificatioii is 
Measure, and it is Harmony. If you 
licar the measure you listen expect¬ 
antly, and there is a recurring plea¬ 
sure in the fulfilment of that expecta¬ 
tion. But the pleasure thus afforded 
would soon be exhausted, did not the 
power of Harmony tell. That is a 
musical pleasure wdiich cannot be 
exhausted. Here, then, Ls a rea¬ 
son why the natural music of speech 
shall be elaborated to its height in 
verse. You assume that the mind 
of the orator, the historian, the philo- 
so])her, is given up wholly to the truth 
of his matter, 'i'hercfore iu him the 
pali>able study of harmonious period.^ 
(as iu Isocrates) impairs your conii- 
dence iu Ids caruestiiess and sincerity. 
Not so, we venture to say, in the case 
of the poet. In Ids composition the 
very law' of the verse iustals the sound 
iu a sort of mysterious sovereignty 
over the sense. He hurries or he 
protracts—he swells notes as of an 
organ, he attSnuates them as of a flute. 
He seeks iu the sound of words their 
power—and their powxr is great—to 
paint notions and things—to imitate 
the twanging of a bow, the hissing of 
an arrow, the roaring of the winds, 
the weltering of the w aves. His verso 
laughs wdth merriment, and wails with 
sorrow; and that, which would in a 
grave w'riter of prose be frivolous, be 
sonorous trifles, crowns his muse with 
praise. Consequences follow, deeply 
penetrating into the substance of the 
whole composition, -which is thus dc- 
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livered up, in a manner unknown to 
prose, to tlie wonder-working power 
of a delighted inspiration. 

We know if any one begins to re¬ 
cite a passage of Milton, that we ex¬ 
pect to hear a charm of sound which 
we never for a moment dream of 
hearing in prose—a new and a more 
beautiful speech. For having made 
one mode of speech more musical than 
another, we have placed it more im¬ 
mediately under the dominion of the 
faculty by which wc arc cognizant of 
beauty. Accordingly wc feel, and 
know, and universally admit, although 
Eloquence is musical, that Poetry tar 
excels Eloquence in its alliance with 
the beautiful. Music is beauty, ad¬ 
dressing itself to the sense of lieaiiug, 
and therefore the beautiful is showered 
upon poetry, and therein everlastingly 
eushriued. Verse, then, is a language 
seized upon by the soul gratitying 
itself in the indulgence ot its own 
emotions, under a law of beauty. 
Thus wc have seen a power intro¬ 
duced into human discourse, by a 
cause that hardly promised such won¬ 
derful cli'ects. A modulation of 
sounds, a musical rising, and lalliiig, 
and flowing, fitted for expressing a 
fervour, a boldness, an enthusiasm in 
the thinking, suddenly transforms the 
whole character of composition, creates 
or infuses a new spirit of thought. 
A kind of literature is produced, of a 
peculiar, and that the highest order— 
Poetry. We have seen this take many 
beautiful, august, and imposing forms 
—the majesty of the Epopeia—the 
pathetic energy of tlie Tragic JL>rama— 
the rapturous exaltation and jjrodigal 
isplendour of the Lyrical Ode. Tlie 
names of the species rccal the names 
of the great works beiongiug to each, 
and of the great masters whose me¬ 
mory the w orks have made immortal. 
Those masters of the divine art thus 
breathing delight, arc numbered 
among the loftiest and most powerful 
spirits. Nations, illustrious in peace 
and w^ar, heroic in character and 
action, founders of stable and flour¬ 
ishing republics and empires, have 
set on the front of their renown the 
fame of having produced this or tliat 
other glorious pof‘ra. What wonder, 
aince the poet, in forms given by ima¬ 
gination, embodies the profoundest, 
the loftiest, the tcuderest, the iuuer- 


inost acts and movements of that 
soul which lives in every human 
bosom? What wonder if each of us 
loves the poet, w hen in his work, as in 
a celestial mirror, each of us beholds 
himself naturally and truly pictured, 
and yet ennobled? What wonder if 
the nation, proud of itself, of its posi¬ 
tion, and ot its memories, exalts ita 
own darling sou of song, wno may have 
fixed, in a precious throng ot impe¬ 
rishable words, tlie peculiar spirit of 
thinking, of loving, of daring, widely 
has made the nation what it has been, 
is, and liopes long to be? What won¬ 
der if humankind, when mighty ages 
have departed, and languages once 
cultivated in their beaut)', have 
ceased from being spoken, should 
bring across lands and seas crowns of 
undying laurels to cast at the feet of 
some awful poet who cannot die? 
In whose true, capacious, and j)ro- 
plietic mind, the coming civilization 
of his ow'u people was long before¬ 
hand anticipated and predisposed? 
And in whose antique verse v\e, the 
otfspriug of otiier ages, and tongues, 
and races, drink still the freshly- 
flowing and ever-living waters of 
original and unexhausted humanity? 

Oh! how shall such strains as these, 
in which each single word and s)l- 
lable has in itsell a spell, more potent 
by its position, survive, in undiini- 
nished lorce and beauty, the art that 
would fain spirit them away out of one 
language, which they have breathed 
all life long, into another vvliich tlicy 
have to learn to love? Lived there 
ever such a magician ? Never. 

There is reason for sadness in the 
above little paragraph. But after duo 
rumination, let us lorget it, and pro¬ 
ceed. Hear Dryden pi'Osiug away 
upon paraphrase, and nietaplini6e,aud 
imitation, in his very best style. 

** All translation^ f suppose, may be 
reduced to these three heads—hirst, 
that of metaphrase, or turning an author, 
word by word, and line by line, from 
one language into another. I'hus, or 
near this manner, w'as Uui ace his Art 
of Poetry translated by Ben Jonson. 
'i'be second w*ay is that of paraphrase, 
or translation with latitude, w here the 
author is kept in view by tbc trans¬ 
lator, so as never to bo lost, but his 
words are not so strictly followed as his 
sense \ aud that; toO; is admitted to be 
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amplified, but not altered. Such is Mr 
Waller's translation ot Virgil's fourth 
jBneid. The third way is that of imi¬ 
tation, where the translator (if now he 
has not lost that name) assumes the 
liberty, not only to vary from the words 
and sense, but to forsake them both as 
he sees occasion, and taking only some 
general hints from the oiiginal, to run 
divisions odj^ho ground-work as lie 
pleases. Such is Mr Cowley’s practice 
in turning two odes of Pindar, and one 
of Horace, into English. 

Concerning the first of these me¬ 
thods, our master, Horace, has given us 
this caution- 

‘ Nec verbum verbo curabis redUere, fidus 

Inierpres ’- 

‘Nor word for word ti>o £uthfully translate,’ 

as the Earl of Roscommon has excel¬ 
lently rendered it. * Too faithfully is, 
indeed, pedantically.’ Jt is a faith like 
that which proceeds from superstition, 
blind and zealous. Take it in the ex¬ 
pression of Sir John Denham to Sir 
Richard Fanshaw', on his version of the 
Pastor Fido — 

* That servile path tliuu nobly dost decline, 

Of ti acini' word by woid, and hue by lino : 

A new and noblei wiiy tliou dost pursue, 

To make trunsJations, and truiislatois too; 

They but preoervu ibu ashes, thou the tlnme, 
Tiue to Ins seusu, but truer to iita tuuic.' 

** It is almost impossible to translate 
verbally, and well, at the same time*, 
for the Latin (a most severe and com¬ 
pendious language) often expresses that 
in one word, winch either Uie barbarity 
or the narrowness of modern tongues 
cannot supply in more. It is frequent, 
also, that the couceit is couched in some 
expression which will be lust in Eng¬ 
lish— 

* Aque ildem venti vela fidemque ferent.’ 
What poet of our nation is so happy as 
to express this thought literally in Eng¬ 
lish, and to strike wit, or almost sense, 
out of it ? 

In short, the verbal copier is en- 
cumbered with so nfany ditticultics at 
once, that he can never disentangle 
himself from them all. Ho is to con¬ 
sider, at the same time, the thought of 
his author, and his words, and to find 
out the counterpart to each in another 
language; and besides this, he is to 
contine himself to the compass of num¬ 
bers, and the slavery of rhymo. It is 
much like dancing on ropes with fet¬ 
tered legs ; a man may shun a fall by 
using caution, but the gracefulness of 
motion is not to be expected; and when 


we have said the best of it, it is but a 
foolish task, for no sober man would 
put himself into a danger for the ap¬ 
plause of escaping without breaking his 
neck. We sec Ben Jonson could not 
avoid obscurity in his literal translation 
of Horace, attempted in the same com¬ 
pass of lilies ; nay, Horace himself could 
scarce have done it to a Greek poet, 
‘Jtrevis esse laboro, obacurus do 
cither perspicuity or gracefulness will 
frequently be wanting. Horace has, in¬ 
deed, avoided both these rocks in his 
translation of the three first lines of 

to 

Homer's Odyssei/, >vluch he has con¬ 
tracted into two;— 

‘Dicmibi, musa, virum, captse post tempora 
Trojie 

Qni inoiCH homuium niultoruni vidit, et urbea. 

* Mu 5(’, Mpeak the man, who, smee tho siego of 
“Iroy, 

So many towns, such change of manners saw. 

But then the sufferings of Ulysses, which 
are a cun&iderabic part of that sentence, 
are omitted— 

The consideration of these difficulties, 
in a servile, literal translation, not long 
since made two of our iumous wits, 

John Denham and Mr Cowley, to con¬ 
trive another way of turning authors 
into our tongue, called, by the latter of 
them, imitation. As they were friends, 

I suppose they coinmunicated their 
thoughts on this subject to each other; 
and, therefore, their reasons for it are 
little different, though the practice of 
one is much mure moderace. 1 take 
imitation of an author, in their sendO, 
to bo an endeavour of a later poet to 
write like one who has written before 
him on the same subject; that is, not 
to translate his \v ords, or to be couhned 
to his sense, but only to set him as a 
pattern, and to write as he supposes 
that author wosild have done, had he 
lived in our age and in our country. 
Yet 1 dare not say that either of then^ 
have carried this libertine way of ren¬ 
dering authors (as Mr Cowley calls 
so far as my detmition reaches; for, in 
the Pindaric Odes, the customs and 
ceremonies of ancient Greece are still ‘ 
preserved. But 1 know not what mis¬ 
chief may arise hereafter from the ex¬ 
ample of such an innovation, when 
writers of unequal parts to him shall 
imitate so bold an undertaking. To 
add and to diminish what we please, in 
the way avowed by him, ought only to 
be granted to Mr Cowley, and that, too. 
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only ia hts tranblation of Pindar; be¬ 
cause he alone was able to make him 
amends, by giving; him better of his 
own, whenever he refused his author's 
thoughts. Pindar is generally known 
to be a dark writer, to want connexion, 
(I mean as to our understanding,) to 
soar out of sight, and to leave his reader 
at a gaze. So nild and ungovernable 
a poet cannot be translated literally; 
his genius is too strong to bear a chain, 
and, Samson-like, ho shakes it off. A 
genius so elevated and unoonfixed as 
Mr Cowley’s was but necessary to make 
Pindar speak English, and that was to 
be performed by no other way than 
imitation. But if Virgil, or Ovid, or 
any regular intelligible authors, bo thus 
used, it is no longer to be called their 
work, when neither the thoughts nor 
words are drawn from the original ; 
but instead of them there is something 
new produced, which is almost the cre¬ 
ation of another hand. By this way, it 
is true, somewhat that is excellent may 
be invented, perhaps more excellent 
than the first design; though Virgil 
must be still excepted, when that per¬ 
haps takes place. Yet he who is in¬ 
quisitive to know an author’s thoughts, 
will be disappointed in his expectation; 
and it is not always that a man will bo 
contented to have a ])resent made him 
when he expects the payment of a debt. 
To state it fairly; imitation of an au¬ 
thor is the most advantageous way for 
a translator to show himself, but the 
greatest wrong nhich can be done to 
the memory and reputation of the dead. 
Sir John l)onham (who advised more 
liberty than he took himself) gives his 
reason for his innovation in his admir¬ 
able preface before the translation of 
the second A^noid. * Poetry is of so 
subtle a spirit, that in pouring out of 
one language into another, it will all 
evaporate; and, if a new spirit be not 
added in the (rans/usion, there will re¬ 
main nothing but a cafiU mortuufn.’ I 
confess this argument holds good 
•against a literal translation; but who 
defends it ? Imitation and verbal ver¬ 
sion are, in my opinion, the two ex¬ 
tremes which ought to be avoided; and 
therefore, when I have proposed the 
mean betwixt them, it will be seen how 
far this argument will reach. 

“ No roan is capable of translating 
poetry, who, besides a genius to that 
art, is not a master both of his author’s 
language and of his own; nor must we 
understand the language only of the 


pooVbut his particular turn of thoughts 
and expression, which are the diameters 
that distinguish, and, as it were, indi¬ 
viduate him from all other writers. 
When we are come thus far it is time to 
look into ourselves, to conform our 
genius to his, to give his thought either 
the same turn, if our tongue will bear 
it, or, if not, to vary but the dress, not 
to alter or destroy the si^|^nce. The 
like care must bo takeflw the more 
outward ornaments—the words. When 
they appear (which is but seldom) 
literally graceful, it were an injury Jo 
the author that they should be changed. 
But, since every language is so full of 
its own proprieties, that what is beau¬ 
tiful in one is often barbarous, nay, 
sometimes nonsense, in another, it would 
be unreasonable to limit a translator to 
the narrow compass of his author’s 
words; it is enough if he choose out 
some expression which does not vitiato 
the sense. 1 su[>pose he may stretch 
his chain to such a latitude ; but, by in¬ 
novation of thoughts, methinks he 
breaks it. By this means tlu^ spirit of 
an author may be transfused, and yet 
not lost; and thus it is plain that the 
reason alleged by Sir John Denham has 
no further force than the expression; 
for thought, if it be translated truly, 
cannot b(; lost in another language; but 
the words that convey it to our appre¬ 
hension (which arc the image and orna¬ 
ment of that thought) may be so ill 
chosen, as to make it appear in an un¬ 
handsome dress, and rob it of its native 
lustre. There is, therefore, a liberty to 
be allowed for the expression; neither 
is it necessary that words and lines 
should be confined to the measure of the 
original. The sense of an author, gene¬ 
rally speaking, is to bo sacred and invio¬ 
lable. If the fancy of Ovid be luxuri¬ 
ant it is his character to be so ; and if 1 
retrench ^ he is no longer Ovid. It 
will be replied, that he receives advan- 
tage by this lopping of his superfluous 
branches, but I rejoin that a translator 
has no such right. When a painter 
copies from the life, I suppose he has 
no privilege to alter features and linea¬ 
ments, under pretence that his picture 
will look better: perhaps the face which 
he has drawn would be more exact if 
the eyes and nose were altered; but it 
is his business to make it resemble the 
original. In tw'o cases only there may 
a seeming difficulty arise ; that is, if the 
thought be notoriously trivial or dis¬ 
honest ; but the same answer w ill serve 



184fc] 


Nor^i^s Specmimii ofiltA Ontki^^i 



f<ft? both; that-then they ought not to, be 
thi^slated— ' 

'* I2t <iua 

Deeperes troctata nitescoro posse, relinquas/ 

"Thus l*have ventured to give'my 
opinion on this subject against the au¬ 
thority of two great men, but, I hope, 
without offence to eitlier of their memo¬ 
ries ; for I both loved them living, and 
reverence tl^n now they arc dead. 
J5ut if, after what I have urged, it be 
thought by better judges that the praise 
of a translation consists in adding new 
beauties to the piece, thereby to recom¬ 
pense the loss which it sustains by 
change of language, 1 shall bo willing 
to be taught better, and recant. Tn the 
meantime, it seems to me that the true 
reason why we have so few versions 
which are tolerable, is not from the too 
close pursuing of the author's sense, 
but because that there are so few who 
have all the talents which are requisite 
for translation, and that there is so little 
praise, and so small encouragement, for 
so considerable a part of learning.** 

Wc could write a useful commoii- 
tary on each j^aragraph of that lively 
dissertation. The positions laid down 
are not, in all their extent, tenable; 
and Drydeu himself, in other places, 
advocates principles of Translation 
altogether dhl’crent from these, and 
violat(‘s them in his ])ractiec by a 
Ihousiiud beauties as well as faults. 
"VVe confine ourselves to one .or two 
remarks. 

Dryden, in assigning the qualifica¬ 
tions of a ])oetical Translator, .seems 
to speak with due caution.—“ He 
must have a genius to tlic art.*’ IIow 
much, then, of the powers are asked 
in him wliieh go to making the origi¬ 
nal poet? Not the great creative 
genius. 1)1 order effectively to trans¬ 
lating the Song of AeliillesIWu! need 
not have been able to invent the cha¬ 
racter of Achilles, or to delineate it, if 
he found it, as Homer might largely, 
invented in tradition to his hands. 
But he must be the adequate critic of 
the Song full and whole. He must 
feel the AchHIcs whom Homer has 
given him, through chilling blood, and 
thrilling nerve, and almost through 
shivering, shuddering bone. Neither 
need he be, inverse and word possibly, 
the creator for thoughts of his own. 
That Homer is. He is not called upon 
to be, in his own strength, an auda¬ 
cious, impetuous, majestic, and mag- 
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nahimofis thinker. Jt ia ^hosigli If hei 
have the sensibility, "'the simplicity, 
the sincerity, the sympathy, and the 
intellectual capacity, to become all 
this, on the strength of another. But 
if ho could not create the thdiights, , 
neither could he, upon his own behalf, 
create the verbal and metrical ex¬ 
pression of the thoughts; for in these 
ia.st is the inspiration that brings 
into the light of existence both words 
and music. Yet notliing seems to 
hinder, but that if eudow'cd for per¬ 
fectly accepting and a]>propriating 
the thoughts, he may then become 
in secondary place inspired, and a 
creator for the new utterance.” Ia 
all 0111 - observation of the various 
constitutions bestoAved, in different 
men, upon the common liumaii mind, 
nothing appears to forbid that an ex¬ 
quisite ami mastering faculty of lan¬ 
guage, as shall place the wealth 
of a mothcr-tougiic at command, and 
an exquisite car and talent for melo¬ 
dious and significant numbers, may 
be lodged in a spirit that is not gifted 
with original invention. Much rather, 
the recognition oflhc compensating and 
separable Avay in Avldch faculties are 
dealt, would lead us to look from time 
to time, for cliildrcii of the Muse gifted 
for su])creminGut Translators. Ho w'c 
not sec engravers, not themselves ex¬ 
alted and a(Xomi>lishe(l masters, >vho 
yet absorb into tlieir transcript the 
soul of the master? Hryden’s i)hrase, 
“ hare a seems to express this 

qualified gifting—the enthusiasm, and 
the narrower creative faculty excel¬ 
lently given, and kept alive and active 
bv cultivation and exercise. 

lIoole’’s Orlando Fitrioso^ and Jerw- 
salrrn DeUcered^ arc among the world*s 
dulltH’ achievements in the art of 
Tran&lation. Tl»ey liavo obtained 
some favour of i)ublic opinion by 
the interest which will break through 
them, and which they in their 
nuambitious way singularly attest—- 
the interest of the matter. What 
is the native deficiency which extin¬ 
guishes in them every glimmer of the 
original Style? The clerk at the Indta- 
Housc, or some other house, had not, 
in the mouldiug of heart or brain, any 
touch of the romantic. AndArlostoand 
Tasso are the two poets of Romance. 
Take a translator of no higher intellec¬ 
tual cudowuicnt than ilr llooic— 

2 u 



614 Nor0i's ^ecimens of tlie British CrUks, 


perform some unkaovvn adjuration to 
the goddess Nature, which shall move 
her to infuse iuto him the species of 
sensibility -wliich grounds tlie two 
poems, and which we have said that we 
desiderate in the bold Accountant,— 
read the poems througli with liini, tak¬ 
ing care that he understands them—as 
far as a matter of the sort iiviy be seen 
to, teach him, wdiich is all fair, a trick 
or two of our Euglisti verse to relieve 
the terrible couplet monotony—run 
an eye over the MS. on its A^'ay 
to the printer, and he shall Ijave an- 
riched the literature of his country 
with, if not two rightly reprcsmitative, 
yet too justitiable Translations. 

Dryden’s defence of tlie manner in 
which rindar has been made to speak 
English by Cowley, cannot be sustain¬ 
ed. A translator must give the nieaii- 
iiig of his author so as that they Avho 
avo scholars in the vernaciiliir only— 
for to the unread and uncullivjiled he 
does not address himself—may be as 
nearly us possible so impressed and 
affected as scholars in the original 
tongue are by the author ; or, soaring 
a little more ambitiously, as nearly as 
may be as they were affected to 
whom the original work was native. 
To Auglicwc Pindar is not the adven¬ 
ture. It is to Ilellenize an English 
reader. Homer is not dyed in Grc- 
cism as Pindar is. Tiie protonnd, uni¬ 
versal , overpOAvering humanity of Ho¬ 
mer makes him of thes(ul every Avhere. 
Tim boundaries of nations, and of 
races, fade out and vaiitsh. He and 
AA'c are of the family—of the brother¬ 
hood—Man. That is all that we feci 
and know. I’lic manners are a little 
gone by. That is all the differeiu.'e. 
We read an ancestral chronicle, rather 
than the diary of to-day. Put Pindar 
is all Greek—Greek.to the backbone. 
Tlicre the stately and splendid mytho¬ 
logy stands in its own power—not 
allied to us infused human blood 
—but estranged from ns in a daz- 
ling, divine glory, I’he gi’eat tiieolo- 
gical poet of Grtjece, the hymnist of 
her deities, remembers, in cclebnitiug 
athlete and charioteer, his grave and 
supeiior function. I'o hear Pindar in 
English, you must open your Avings, 
mid BAvay to the field of Elis, or the 
Isthmian strand. Under the cano- 
]»ying smoke of London or Edinlnirgli, 
even amongst the beautiful ticlds of 
England or Scotland, there is nothing 


to be made of him. You must be a 
Greek among Greeks. 

Therefore, in the Translator, no 
coudeacension to our i^orance at 
leak. And no ignoble dread of our 
ignorant prejudices. The difficult 
connexion of the tliouglita Avhicli 
Diydcn duly allows to tlio foreign 
and ancient poet, a commentary 
might clear, Avlicrc it does as much 
for the reader of the Greek; or some¬ 
times, i)ossibly, a word interpolated 
might help. Put the dilliculty of 
translating Pindar is (piite distinct 
from his obscurity. For it is his 
light. It is the super-terrestrial 
si)lendour of the lyrical ]diraseology 
Avhich satisfied the Greek imagina¬ 
tion, lifleil into transport by the 
ardour, joy, and triumph, of those 
Panhellenic Games. It is the simple, 
yet (liguilied strength of tlu^ short, 
]>ithy, sage Sentences. It is the. ren¬ 
dering of the noAv bold and abni])t, 
noAv encliained se(iiiences of oxpvt's- 
sive sound, in those lueasiues tvhich 
Ave hardlv yet knOAA Iioav to scan. 
It U not the track but the Aving of the 
Theban eagle lliat is the desjieration. 

It is always delightful to iiear Dry- 
den s|)eaki!ig of Cowley. He was in¬ 
deed a man ma{le to be lo\'ed. Put 
to students in tlie divine art, his ])oetry 
will for ever remain tlie great ])uzzk‘. 
His “ Findarquo Odes, Avritteu in 

imitation of the stvie and manner of 

• 

theOdesofPindar,” are unicjue. Cow- 
lev AA as a scholar. In Latin verse he 

V 

is on(5 of the greatest among the mo¬ 
dern masters; and he had much Greek. 
There can be no doubt that he coirid 
construe l*indar—none that he could 
liiive understood liim—had he tried 
to do so. If a man should undertake 
to tran<|tc l*indar word for aaohI, it 
would be tlionght that one madman 
had translated anot her.” In.stead, 
therefore, of translating him Avord for 
w'ord, “ the ingenious Cowley ” set 
about imitating his stylo and manner, 
and that he thought might best be 
effected by changing his measures, 
and discarding almost uil his Avords, 
except the proper names, to which he 
aildcd many others of person or place, 
illustrious at tlic time, or in tradition. 
Events and exploits brought vividly 
back Ity Pindar to tiie incmon of lis¬ 
teners, to Avhom ii Avord sufficed, 
are descanted on by Cowley in (‘Xjila- 
naloryfclniins,ofteu uniutcUigil'le to all 
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liviug men. The two opening lines of 
his fii’stiniitation characterize his uiuse. 

Queen of all harmonious things, 

Dancing words, and speaking things.’* 

The words do#dance indeed; and 
“ Cowley’s JVIodley ” combines the 
Polka and the Gallopade. 

Yet tliroiigliout tluise Two Odes (the 
Second Olympic and the First Koinm- 
uu) may be directed flowing tl)C 
poetry of Pindar. Compare Cowley 
with Jiiin—book in hand—and ever 
ami anon 3 ^ou behold Pindar. Cowley 
all along had him hi his mind—but 
Conley’s mind i)iayed him queer 
tricks—his heart ne\er; yet had ho a 
soul capable of taking flight with the 
Theban eagle. 'J’liere are many tine 
lilies, sentimental and descrijitive, in 
these extraorilinaiy iiorformauccs. 
There is sometimes “agoI<len ferment” 
on (In; i)agc, •which, for the momeut, 
pleasv s moi e than the cold correct¬ 
ness of Caiey. For example—^T uk 

Jsi.K OF 'JJIK ilFFST. 

Par other lot befalls the good j 
A lif(.‘ from tiumble free; 

Nor with laborious hands 
To vex the stubborn lands. 

Nor beat the billowy sea 
For a scanty livelihood. 

But with tlio honour'd of the gods, 

Who love the faithful, their abodes; 

By day or night the sun quits not their 
sphere 
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Living at^&telees age without a fear. 
The others urge meanwhile, 

Loathsome to light their endless toil. 

But wlioso thrice on either side 
With firm endurance have been tried. 
Keeping the soul exempted still 
Through every change from taint of ill. 
To tlie tower of Saturn they 
Travel Jove’s et€*rnal w^ay. 

On that blest Isle’s enchanted ground. 
Airs from ocean breathe around j 
Burn tlio bright immortal flowers. 

Some on beds, and some on bowers. 

From the branches hanging high j 
Some fed by waters where they lie; 

Of whose blossoms these do braid 
Armlets, and crowns tUeir brows to 
shade. 

Such bliss is their’s, assured by just 
decree 

Of Rhadamanlh; who doth the judgment 
share 

^^^ith father Saturn, spouse of Rhea, she 
Who bath o’er all in hoav’n the highest 
chair. 

With them are Pcleus, Cadmus num¬ 
ber’d. 

And he, •v\'hom as in trance he slum¬ 
ber'd. 

Ills mother Thetis wafted there, 
Softening the heart of Jove with prayer. 
Her o^Yn Achilles, that o’erthrew 
lloctor, gigantic column of old Troy, 
And valiant Cjeniis slew, 

And Morning’s iKthiop boy.” 

Caret. 


Whilst in the lands of unexhausted light 
0\'r uliich tlie godlike sun’s unwearied light. 
Ne’er winks in clouds, nor slcoj)s in night. 

An endless spring of age the good enjiw, 

Wlierc' neither nant does pinch, nor plenty clo}'. 
’J'liere neither eartli nor sea they plow. 

Nor ought to labour owe 
For food, that whilst it nourishes does decay. 
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Ami in the lamp of lifo consumes awaj'. 

Thrice had these men through mortal bodies past, 

Did thrice the tryal undergo, • 

Till all their Jitlle dross was purged at last, 

The furnace had no more to do. 

There in rich Saturn's peaceful state 
Were they for sacred treasures placed— 

The Muso-discovc^ed w*orld of Islands Fortunate. 

Soft-footed winds with tuneful voyccs there 
Dance tlirough the perfumed air. 

There silver rivers through enamell'd meadows glide. 
And golden trees euricli their side. 

Th* illustrious leaves no dropping autumn fear. 

And jewels for their fruit they bear, 

Which by the blest are gathered 
For bracelets to the arm, and garlands to the head. 
Hero all the hi roes and their poets live, 

AViso Radamantlius did the sentence give, 

Who for his justice was thought fit 
With sovereign Saturn on the bench to sit. 
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I^eleus Here, and Cadmus reign, 

Here great Achilles, wrathful now'no more, 

Since his blest mother (who before 
Ilad try*d it on his body in vain) 

Dipt now his soul in Stygian lake. 

Which did from thence a divine hardness take, * 

That does from passion and from vico invulnerable mako.^ 




Carey’s comimencenicnt is dull—his 
close is good—but the whole will 
never, on this earth, be gotten by 
heart. Cowley’s conceits are cruel in 
Pindar’s case—^yet, in spite of them, 
there is a strange sublimity in the 
strain—at the end moral grandeur. 
Reginald Heber and Abraham !Moore 
—especially Reginald—excel Carey ; 
but Pindar hi English is reserved for 
another age. 

Drydcn dashed at every poet— 
Theocritus, Lucretius, Persins, Ho¬ 
race, Juvenal, Ovid, Virgil, Homer— 
each in his turn unhesitatingly doth 
he take into his translating hands. 
In his Essay on Satire, he compares 
with one another the three Roman 
Satirists; but though he draws their 
characters with his usual force and 
freedom of touch, tliey are not finely 
distinctive — if coloured con amore, 
yet without due consideration. In 
the Preface to the Second ^liscellany, 
he says of Horace’s Satires, that the}’’ 
“ are incomparably beyond Juvenal's, 
if to laugh and rally is to be preferred 
to rail’ery and declaiming.” In his 
Essay, he says, “ In my particular 
opinion, Juvenal is the more deliglit- 
ful writer.” And again—“Juvenal 
is of a more vigorous and masculine 
wit; he gives me as much pleasure 
as 1 can bear; he fully satisfies my 
expectation; he treats his subject 
home ; his spleen is raised, and he 
raises mine. I have the pleasure of 
concernment in all he^ays; lie drives 
his reader along with him. * * * 

Ilis thoughts lare sharper; his indig¬ 
nation against vice more vehement; 
his spirit has more of the common¬ 
wealth genius; he treats tyranny and 
all the vices attending it, as they de¬ 
serve, with the utmost rigour; and 
consequently a noble soul is better 
pleased with a zealous vindicator of 
Roman liberty, than with a tempos 
rizingpoei,^ a u ell-manner* d court-slave, 
and a wan who is often afraid of 
laughing in the right place^ who is ever 
decent because he is naturally scrvileJ*^ 
Is this Qhintus Horatius Flaccus! 

In J)rydeu and Juvenal are met 


peer and peer. Indignant scorn and 
moral disgust instigated the ner¬ 
vous hand of Juvenal, moulded to 
wield the scourge of satire. He is 
an orator in verse, speaking with 
power and command, skilled in the 
strength of the Roman speech, and 
practised in the weapons of rhetoric. 
Rut he is nevertheless a poet. Seized 
with impressions, you see his sail 
caught with driving gusts, if his eye 
be on the card. He snatches images 
right and left on Ins impetuous way, 
and flings them forth suddenly and 
vividly, so that they always tell. Per¬ 
haps he ismore apt at binding a weighty 
thought in few'er wwds than his Trans¬ 
lator, wlio felt himself at this disad¬ 
vantage when he expressively por¬ 
trayed the Latin as “ a severe and 
compendious language.” The Roman 
satirist has more care of liimsclf; ho 
maintains a prouder step; and the 
justifying incentive to this kind of 
poetry, hate witli disdain of the vices 
and miseries to be lashed, more pos¬ 
sesses his bosom. And what a wild 
insurrection of crimes and vices! What 
a challenge to hate and disdain in the 
minds in which the tradition of the 
antique virtues, the old mores, those 
edifters of the sublime Republic, had 
yet life ! Rome under Nero and Do# 
mitian ! Pedants have presumed 
to (piestion the sincerity of his indig¬ 
nation, and have more than hint¬ 
ed tliat his power of picturing those 
enormous profligacies was inspired by 
the pleasure of a depraved imagina¬ 
tion. Never w^as there falser charge. 
The times and the topics w'crc not for 
delicate handling,—they were to be 
looked at boldly in the face,—and if 
spoken of at all, at full, and with im- 
mistakeablo words. 

There is no gloating in his eyes 
when fixed in fire on guilt. Antipathy 
and abhorrence load with more re¬ 
volting colours the hideous visage, 
from which, but for that moral pur¬ 
pose, they would recoil. But what, 
it may be asked, is the worth and use 
of a satire that drags out vices from 
their Iiiding-liolcs to flay them in suu- 



Kortli's Spectrne^is the British Ctritic§^ JStT 


Bhinc? They had no hiding-holes. 
They affronted the daylight. But the 
question must be answered more com¬ 
prehensively. The things told are — 
the corruption of our own spirit has en¬ 
gendered them—and every gi'eat city, 
in one age or another, is a Home. 
Consult Cowper. To know such 
things is one bitter and offending les¬ 
son ill the knoA\ledge of our nature. 
For the pure and simple sucli records 
are not Avritten. It is a galling dis¬ 
closure, a frightful Avarning for the 
anomalous race of the proud-impure. 
Gifford finely said of this greatest 
of satirists, that, “ disregarding the 
claims of a vain urbanity, and fixing 
all his soul on the eternal distinctions 
of moral good and evil, he laboured 
AAdth a maguificcncc of language j>c- 
culiar to himself to set forth tlur lo\'e- 
lincss of virtue, aud the deformity 
and horror of Adce, in full and jierfcct 
display.” The loveliness of A'irtuc! 
Ay, ill many a picture of the inno- 
reuco and simplicity of the olden time 
■—unelaboratc but truthful—ever and 
anon presented for a fcAv mom.:nts to 
slioAv hoAv liappy humanity is in its 
goodness, and hoAv its AAiekedness is 
degradation and mi'^ery. And there 
are many iirolonged lofty strains 
Eouiuling the praise of Aictorious vir¬ 
tue. 'I’iiey arc for all time—and they, 
too, tliat magnify and gl<!#fy the spirit^ 
of liberty, then exiled fjom the city it 
had built, aud never more to have "do¬ 
minion there, but regnant now in 
nations that know hoAv to prize the 
genius it still continued to insjiire 
Avlnm public virtue Avas dead. 

Yet I)r 3 'deu has not been altogetlier 
successful Avith Juvenal. In many 
places lie is most sloA'ciily—iii many 
elaborately coarse beyond tlic coarf»e.- 
ncss ready-made to liis hand—in some 
of the great passages, he leaves out 
Avhat he feared to equal, and, in the 
face of all the principles in his own 
creed oil Translation, he often para¬ 
phrases Avitli all possible eflVontery, 
and lets himself loose to Avliat is called 
imitation, till the original CA^auishes, 
to return, however, on a sudden, appa¬ 
rition-like, and with a voice of poAver, 
giving assurance of the real Juvenal. 

His criticism on Lucretius is cha¬ 
racteristic of them both. See Iioav 
rashly, we had almost said foolislilj’, 
he rates the Epicurean for his belief 
n the mortality of the soul. Were 


there no better reason afforded by the 
light of nature, fpr a belief in its im¬ 
mortality than Avhat Dryden throAvs 
out, human nature Avould not so ear¬ 
nestly have embraced, and so pro¬ 
foundly felt, and so clearly seen, the 
truth of the Christian dispcnsjitwa*- 
If he was not of tlie best ago of Ro¬ 
man poetry, he Avas at least of that 
Avhich preceded it; and he himself re¬ 
fined it to that degree of perfection, 
both in the language and the thoughts, 
that he left an easy task to Virgil ; who, 
as he succeeded him in time, so he copied 
his excellences ; for the method of the 
Georgies is plainly derived from him. 
Lucretius had chosen a subject natu¬ 
rally crabbed; he, therefore, adorned it 
with poetical descriptions, and precepts 
of morality, in the beginning and end¬ 
ing of his books, which j'ou see Virgil 
has imitated with great success in those 
four hooks, which, in my opinion, arc 
more perfect in their kind than even 
his divine A^neid. The turn of his 
verses lie has likewise followed in those 
places where Lucretius has most la¬ 
boured, and some of Ids very lines he 
has transplanted into his own works, 
Avithout much variation. If I am not 
mistaken, the distinguishing character 
of Lucretius, (I mean of his soul and 
genius,) is a certain kind of noble 
prid(‘, and positive assertion of his 
opinions. lie is every where confident 
of his OAvn reason, and assuming an ab¬ 
solute command, not only o\ er his vul¬ 
gar reader, but oven his patron 3Mom- 
mius. For he is ahvays bidding him 
attend, as if he had the rod over him ; 
and using a magisterial authority while 
he instructs him. From his time to 
ours, I know none so like him as our 
jioot and philosopher of ISlalmesbur^^ 
I'his is that perpetual dictatorship 
which is exercised by Lucretius, ivho, 
though often in the wrong, yet seems 
to deal bona*fide with his reader, 
and tolls him nothing but Avhat he 
thinks; in Avhich plain sincerity, I be¬ 
lieve, he differs from our Hobbes, who 
could not but be convinced, or at least | 
doubt of some eternal truths, which he 
has opposed. But for Lucretius, ho 
seems to disdain all manner of replies, 
and is so confident of his cause, that he 
is beforehand aa ith his antagonists; 
urging for them Avhatever he imagined 
they could say, and leaving them, as he 
supposes, without an objection for the 
future; all this too, Avith so much scorn 
and indignation, as if he Ai ere assured 
of the triumph before he entered into 
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the lists. From this sublime and daring 
genius of his, it must of necessity come 
to pass, that iiia thoughts must be mas¬ 
culine, full of argumentation, and that 
sufficiently warm. From the same fiery 
temper proceeds the loftiness of his ex¬ 
pressions, and the perpetual torrent of 
his verse, where the barrenness of his 
subject does not too much constrain the 
quickness of his fancy. For there is no 
doubt to be made^ but that he could 
have been every where as poetical as 
he is in his descriptions, and in the 
moral part of his philosophy, if he liad 
not aimed more to instruct, in his system 
of nature, than to delight. But he was 
bout on making Memmius a materialist, 
and teaching liim to defy an itui.siblo 
power; in short, he was so much an 
atheist, that he forgot sometimes to be 
a poet. These are the considerations 
which I had of that author, before I at¬ 
tempted to translate some parts of him. 
Anil, accordingly, I laid by my natural 
diffidence and scepticism for a while, to 
takeiip that dogmatica^way of his, Aviiich, 
as I said, is so much his character as to 
make him that indUidual poet. As for 
his opinions concerning the mortality of 
the soul, they are so absurd, that I can¬ 
not, if I would, bolie\o them. I think 
a future state demoiistraldo oven by 
natural arguments; at least, to take 
away rewards and punishments, is only 
a pleasing prospect to a man who re¬ 
solves before hand not to live morally. 
But, on the other side, the thought of 
being nothing after death is a burden 
insupportable to a virtuous man, even 
though a heathen. AVe naturally aim 
at happiness, and cannot bear to have 
it confined to the shortness of our pre¬ 
sent being ; especially when we consi¬ 
der that virtue is generally unhappy in 
this world, and vice fortunate ; so that 
it is hope of futurity alone, that makes 
this life tolerable in expcjctation of a 
better. Who would not commit all the 
excesses to which he is pj*ornptod by 
his natural inclinations, if he may do 
them with security while he is alive, 
and be incapable of punishment after 
he is dead ? If he be cunning and se¬ 
cret enough to avoid the laws, there is 
no band of morality to restrain him ; 
for fame and reputation are weak ties ; 
many men have not the least sense of 
them. Powerful men are only awed 
by them, as they conduce to their inte¬ 
rest, and that nut always, when a pas¬ 
sion is predominant; and no man will 
be contained within the bounds of duty 
-wheu he may safely transgress them. 
These are my thoughts abstractedly, 


and without entering into the notions 
of our Christian faith, which is the pro¬ 
per business of divines. 

But there are other arguments in this 
poem (which I have turned into Eng* 
lisJi) not belonging to the mortality of 
tlie soul, w’hich are strong enough to a 
reasonable man, to make him less in 
love with life, and consequently in less 
appi'chension of death. Sucli are tho 
natural satiety proceeding from a per¬ 
petual enjoyment of the same things j 
tho incoiueniencos of old age, which 
make Iiim incaj>ablc of corporeal plea¬ 
sures, tho decay of uTHlcrstaiuliiig and 
incmorv, which render him contimipti- 
ble, and nsoU'SS to others. 'I'hese, and 
many other reasons, so patlietically 
urged, so beautifully expressed, so 
adinmed with examples, and so admi- 
lablv raised by the j^roi^opopeia of na-* 
tiire, who is brought in speaking to her 
children with so much authority and 
vigour, deserve tlie pains 1 have taken 
with them, ivhich, I hope, have not been 
unsuccessful or unwortliyof my author; 
at least, I must take the liberty to (Mvn, 
that 1 was ])leased with my own endea¬ 
vours, which but rarely happens to me ; 
and that I am not dissatisfied upon the 
review of any thing I have done in this 
author.” 

Lucretius is :i ]>oet of a sublimcr 
order than Drydcn. Yet have they 
lisychical ^nities. The rush of 
<‘.oniposiLioucIiai\u*(enzesl)Oth 
—a ready pomp and spleiuhnir—more 
prodigality than economy — bold 

felicity rather than finish, tliough 
neither is tjiat wanting—mastery oi 
language and measure—touches from 
the natural world, that fall in more as 
a colouring of style, thati the iittor- 
aiices of a heart iiulined with a. deep 
love of nature. Indeed, if the gtoiial 
belongs to the physiognomy of l)ry- 
deif.s writing, the cordial is hardly a 
constituent in the eharacler of (either 
jjoet, although at need both can find 
cloipieiit expression even for the ])a- 
thctic. In both, if in different mea¬ 
sure, a sce|>tical vein is iuhenmt; but 
in Lucretius this arms itself in logic, 
and he appears in his cosmogony as a 
philosophical atheist. In Drydcn it 
miglit seem rather a humour leaned 
to, because on that side lies the plea- 
sui'c of mockery and scofTnig. Lucre- 
tins pleads his philosophy like a man 
who is incredulous in eaniest. But 
you can seldom say what it Is that 
Drydeu embraces with seriousness, 
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unless it be, in his bettor and hap¬ 
pier undertakings, his own part in 
executing the work. The subject- 
matter might seem almost always 
rather accidentally brought to him, 
than afFectionately sought by him; 
once out of his hands, it is dis¬ 
missed from his heart ; lie often 
s('C*ms utlerlv to have forgotten 
opinions and persons in whom, not 
long before, In; had taken the liveliest 
interest—eareless of inconsistencies 
even in the same essay, nssiin^dly one 
of the most sclf-e.ontradicting of mor¬ 
tals. Ko man, s(uno say, has a right 
to question another’s religious faith, 
but all nten have a right U) judge of 
the ju’olessed j)iiueipi(‘s on which it 
has been ad(q)ted, when tliose ju'in- 
ci])h*s liaye been triumphantly pro- 
pouiid(sl to the luiblic in (Oiitrover- 
sial treatises of elabt)ralc vei>e. 
To reason )»owerfully not only in 
verse but riiyme, is no common 
achievement, and such fame is justly 
Dryd(*n‘s; but Iioav would tlic same 
reasoning have loolnal hi prose V 
Ilis controversy with Slillhigtleet 
shows—hilt so so. Does Lucretius 
write from a strong lieart and a se- 
duci‘d understanding V Or, is it now 
to be <juot(*d as a. blameable unbelief 
that ridded itself of the (ireek and 
Roman Heaven and Hell? There is 
one great and essential ditfereiiee on 


■ the side of the Eincurean. An ori¬ 
ginal poet, he seems to speak from a 
sweeping contemplation of the uni¬ 
verse. VVe grudge tliat the bound¬ 
less exulieraiutc oJ'painting should go 
to decorate the argumentation of au 
unfruitful system, of doctrine. We 
want the sympatliy with the purpose 
of the ]»oet, that should for us har¬ 
monize the poem. He often strikes 
singularly high toue.s. Witness, among 
many other great passages, his argu¬ 
ment oil death, and his thunder¬ 
storm. And had the description of 
the heifer bemoaning and seekhig her 
lo.st calf been Virgil’s, we should have 
thought it luul sprung from the lieart 
of rural simjdieily and love. Dry- 
den and Lucretius agree in the ne¬ 
gligent indifference wdiich they show, 
wIkui mere argumentation is in hand, 
to smoothness and ornament, and also 
in the wonderful facility with which 
compel logical forms to obey 
the nieasuro. There the^'^ are indeed 
truly great. * 

Liicietius's magnificent opening has 
invited Drydiui to put forth his 
happiest strength. The profuse elo¬ 
quence and beauty of the original is 
rendei-ed. The passage, whicli may 
compofc with an}' piece of translation 
in the language, is, with Dryden, a 
fragineiit :— 


Delight of human kind, and gods above. 

Parent of Home, propilious Queen of Love; 

Whoso vital powM*/, air, oartli, and sea supplies, 

.\nd breeds what<‘Vr is born beneath the rolling skies ; 

For every kind, by tliy jn'olific might, 

Spi^iigs, and beholds the i*egious of the light. 

Thee, goddess, thee the clouds and tempests fear. 

And at thy pleasing presence disajipear; 

For (}ie(‘ the land in fragrant flowers is drest; 

For thee the ocean smiles, and smooths her wai y breast. 
And heaven itNolf with more serene and purer lijjht is blest. 
For when the rising spring adorns the mead, • 

And a now scene of nalur(‘ stands display’d. 

When terming buds, and cheerful greens appear. 

And western gales luiloek the lazy year; 

The joyous birds thy welcome first e\pres.s, 

Whose native songs thy genial fire conb'ss; 

I'hon savage beasts bound ^r their slighted food, 

Struck with thy darts, and tempt the raging flood. 

All nature is thy gift; earth, air, and sea; 

Of all that breathes, the various progeny. 

Stung with delight, is goaded on by thee. 

O’er barren mountains, o’er the flowery plain, 

7’he leafy forest, and the liquid main. 

Extends Ihy uncontrolPd and boundless reign; 

Through all the living regions dost thou move. 

And scatter’st, where thou goest, the kindly seeds o^love. 
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Suice, then, the race of every living thing 
Obeys thy power; since nothing new can spring 
Without thy warmth, without thy influence bear. 

Or beautiful or lovesome can appear j 
Be thou my aid, my tuneful song inspire. 

And kindle with thy own productive fire; 

While all thy province, Nature, 1 survey. 

And sing to Memmius an immortal lay 
Of heaven and earth, and every where thy wopdrous power display ; 
To Memmius, under thy sweet influence born. 

Whom thou with all thy gifts and graces dost adorn; 

The rather then assist my muse and mo, 

Infusing versos worthy him and thoe. 

Meantime on land and sea lot barbarous discord cease, 

And lull the listening ivorld in universal peace. 

To thee mankind their soft repose must owe, 

For thou alone that blessing canst bestow j 
Because the brutal business of the ivar 
Is managed by thy dreadful servant’s care; 

Who oft retires from fighting fields, to prove 
The pleasing pains of tliy eternal love ; 

And panting on thy breast, supinely lies. 

While ivith thy hcai only form lie feeds his eyes. 

When, w ishing all, he nothing can deny, 

Thy charms in that aiftpicious moment try ; 

With ivinnin^eloquence our peace implore. 

And quiet to me ivoary world restore.*’ 


Excellent English! and excellently 
representative of the Latin ! 

Dryden sometimes estranges his 
language from ^■lIlgilr use by a 1-a- 
tinism ; (he, himsi'lf, insists upon this, 
as a deliberate act of ciiricliing our 
poor and barbarous tongue ;) and in 
his higliCRt writings, even wlien* he 
has good matter that will sustain it¬ 
self at due poetical height, here aud 
there he has touches of an orna¬ 
mental, imitative, and false jmet- 
ical diction. But that is not his 
own stylo—not tiic style whicii he 
uses where ho is fully hhiiself. This 
is pure English, simple, masculine ; 
turned into poetry by a true life 
of expression, and by tlic inhering 
melody of the nninlan-s. Tlutt Lu- 
cretian Exordhun hciftii.st have writ¬ 
ten in one of his happie.st veins—tin¬ 
der the sting of the jiootical (cslrnm. 
It is an instance where he W'as called 
to his task bv desire. 

In his greate.st undertaking—his 
Ti'anslation of Virgil—lictd’ten had to 
>vritc when the fervour was low and 
slack. The task was to be driven on ; 
and it was luck if the be.st places of his 
author fell to tlu^ uncertain hour of 
his own iuspiraUvm. So possibly w'e 
may undo’stund whj' sometimes, wdieii 
hia original seems to challenge a full 
exertion of power, he comes short of 


himself. The weariness of the long 
labour must often apologise for lan¬ 
guor, where the claims of the matter 
are less importunate. But it is not 
eas}'—when culling for comparison 
.some of the majestic or softer strains 
into whidi Viigil ha.s thrown his full 
soul, wliich he has w rouglit witli his 
mo.st loving and c.xqiiisite skill—w hol¬ 
ly to shut tlie door of belief against 
the uncharitable suggestion,—that the 
Translator less livelily apprehended, 
than you yourself do, some Virgilian 
charm, wliicli lay away from his own 
manner of thinking, amWeeling, and 
of i>oetical art. 

The story, so marvellous and pa¬ 
thetic, of the Thracian harper-king, 
and his bri(l<* stung by the serpent, is 
from of old the own tale of lovers and 
poets. The lieart of the Lover dares 
the terrific and unimaginable road ; 
and the voice and hand of the Minstrel 
subdue all impossibilities. Tirgil 
w'as fortunate in a link, which gave 
tcWils Italian Man of the Fields an 
interest in the antique, strange, and 
touchiug Hellenic tradition; and he 
Las improved Lis opportunity wor¬ 
thily of Lis theme, of his work, and 
of himself. The dexterous episode of 
Arihta'us, visited with a plague in 
his bee-hives, for his fault in the 
death of Eurydicc,cnds, and by ending 
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consummates, the poem which took 
life in the soul of the Minciau plough- 
boy, and to which the chief artist of 
Augustan Rome was content in be¬ 
queathing the pci-petual trust of his 
fame. Impassioned, profound ten¬ 
derness,—the creating higli and pure 
spirit of beauty—the outwardly watch¬ 
ful and sensitive eye aad ear—with 
tones at will fetched by listening ima¬ 
gination from the great deep of the 
wondeiful, llie solemn, the sublime, 
—these, and crowning llicsc, that 
SAvcct, and subtle, and rare mastery, 
which avails, through franslnccnt 
words, to reveal quick or slow motions 
and varying hues of the now visible 
mind—which on tlic stream of arti¬ 
culate sounds rolls along, self-eA-olv- 
iiig, and changing as the passion 
changes, a power of music,—these all 
arc surprisingly contained within the 
Skventy-Fivk Vkuskk wliicli unfold 
tlie anger of Orpheus, now a forlorn 
and yet powerful ghost, and of the 
Nymphs, once her companions, for the 
twice-lost Enrydice. 

It is a hard but a fair trial to set 
the Translator against the best of his 
author. It is to be presumed that Ory- 
deu, matched against the best of Vir¬ 
gil, has done lus best. AV'e have not 
room for the whole diamond, but shall 
display one or two of the brightest fa¬ 
cets. Who has forgotten that shrink¬ 
ing of the awed and temler imagina¬ 
tion, which shuns the actual telling 
that Eurjdice died? Which an¬ 
nounces her as doomed to die— Mori- 
tura! then says merely that she did 
not see in the deep grass the huge 
water-snal<e before her feet guarding 
tlie river-bank along which she fled ! 
and then turns to pour on the oar the 
clamorous wail of her companions. 

Ilia quidem, dum te fugeret per flumina 
prreceps, 

Imraancm ante pedes hydrum moritu- 
ra puella 

Servantem ripas alta non vidit in herba." 

At this first losing of Enrydice, the 
impetuous, wild wail of the Nymph- 
sisterhood may, in the verse of the 
Mantuan, be heard with one burst, 
swelling and ringing over how many 
hills, champaigns, and livers ! 

At chorus fequalis Dryadum clamore 
supremos 

Implerunt monies; flerunt Rhodopciae 
arces, 


Altaqne PangsBa^ ac lihesi Mavortia 
tellus, 

Atque Get^e, atqiie Hobrus, et Actiaa 
Orithyia.** 

That the vivid emphasis of a stormy 
sorrow—given to a pictui’c of sound 
in the foregoing verses, by that 
distinctiveness of the multitudinous 
repetition—declines in the melodious 
four English representatives to a great¬ 
ly more generalized expression, must, 
oue^iay think, bo ascribed to Dry- 
den’s despair of recoueiling in his own 
rougher tongue the geograpliy and 
the music. Nevertheless, the version 
is evidently and successfully studied, 
to mourn and com]>lain. 

^^llutallhor follow nymphs the moun¬ 
tains tear 

With loud lament, and break the yield¬ 
ing air: 

'Jlie Vi'alms of Mars romurmur all 
uftund. 

And Wooes to the Athenian shores 
resound.** • 

It is good, but hardly reaches the pur¬ 
pose of the original clamour, so pas¬ 
sionate, dirge-like, unearthly, and 
supernatural — at once telling the 
death — as they sny that in some 
countries the king’s death is never 
told in words, but with a clangour of 
shrieks only from the palace-top, 
A\ liicli is echoed by ^'oiccs to voices ou 
to the borders of his kingdom—atonce, 
we say, siqiplying this point of the 
relation, and impressing upon you the 
sujierhumaneharaeterof the mourners, 
who are able not only to deplore, but 
likewise mvsfcriouslv and mightilv to 
avenge. 

The lU'xt'tlireo lines are also, as 
might bo i>resiimed, at the height, for 
they describe the paragon of lovers 
and harpers harping his alliictiou of 
love— * 


^‘Ipse cava solans mgrum testudine amo- 
rem, • 

Te dulcis conjux, te solo in lltore 
secum, 

Te veniente die, te docedente, canc- 
bat! ** 


Musical, dolorous iteration, iteration! 
Musical, woe-begone iteration, itera¬ 
tion! What have wc in English? 


The unhappy husband, husband now 
no more, 

Did, on his tuneful harp, his loss de¬ 
plore, 
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And sought his mournful mind with 
music to restore. 

On thoe, dear wife in desarts all 
alone, 

He call’d, sigh’d, sang his griefs with 
day begun. 

Nor were they finish’d with the setting 
sun.” 

Stiulicd verses undoubtedly—musi¬ 
cal, and mournful, and iteriitive. The 
two triplets of rhyme have miqiieslion- 
ablythis meaning; and the boldeyoiec 
of the homely - niro.ctioiiate, “ <loar 
render the more ornate “r/zz/r/.v 
conjxix^"' is of a sincere simplicity, 
ami as good English us may be. We 
see here a i>oetieal method of equi\ a- 
lents—for “■ on thev he cf/Z/V/, .s^V/Z/V/, 
intonded to render the urgency 
aim incessaucy of 7V, 7V, 7V% 7V/ But 
the singular and purely' Yirgilian arti¬ 
fice of construction in the second and 
third line, is abandoned witliout hope 
of imitation. 41^ 

Orpheus goes dou'U into ludl. 

Ticnarias ctiam fauces, alia ostia Dllis, 
Et oalit:antcm nigra fornudiiu; lucum 
lugressus, Manesque adiit, Regonujuo 
Iremendum, 

Nesciaque hnmanis prccibus mansnosoere 
oorda.” 

“ Even to the dark domiifums of the night 
He took \\\h >Nay, thru’ forests void of 
light, 

And dared amidst the trembling ghosts 
to sing. 

And st(»od before the inexorable King.” 

Tliey^ are good versos, and might 
safis/y an Ehiglish i<*a<Icr who knew 
not the original: albeit they do not at¬ 
tain—how should thov V—to tlie sullen 

V 

eight of dark dread that loads tiic 
Latin Hexameters. Ja»ok at that— 
KKGEM(iUE TUKMENDUM ! Aucl tllOn, 
still, the iusisting upon something 
m<nc ! To what nameless Powers do 
they’’ belong—those nnassigned hearts, 
tliat are without the exjiericnce and 
intelligence of ctiinplyhig with human 
prayers V 

The infatuation— daruntht —wliich, 
on the verge of the rejoiiiod light, 
turns back too soon the licad of Or¬ 
pheus iitwards her who follows Jiirn, 
is by Virgil s u<l to be 

Ig^noscenda quidfm, scirent si ignos- 
cere Manes! ” 

A verse awful by the measure which 
it preserves between the human of the 
first half— lynoscenda quidem _aud 


the infernal of the second half— scirent 
si iynoscereMajies^ It ])laccs before ns, 
in comparison, the Flexible, w'hich 
lives in smisliine upon the earth— 
and the Inflexible, Mdiich reigns in the 
gloom of Krebns underneath it. 

What does Dryden V lie takes down 
tlie still, severe majesty of Virgil by 
too mucli of the Flexible—by a double 
dose of llumanity^ 

A fault which easy pardon mght 
rmh'C, 

Were lovers judges, or could Hell for- 
give. 

It is remarkable that lie has him- 
sclfquoted tlie line of Virgil wi(h p'cat 
jwjiise, as one that apin-oaches, within 
measure, to an Ovidian turn.” He 
has liiiuself overstepped the measure, 
aud ma(h‘ it quilt* Ovidian. 

The four verses wliich describe the 
fault of Orpheus, and the ])erception of 
it ill liell, an* unsurpassed:— 

“ llestitit; Eiirydi<‘cnqne siiam jam luco 
suh ipsa, 

luimcinor, lieu! victnsque aniini re- 
sp<‘\it. Ibi oinnis 

Kffusus labor: atquu iinmitis rupta ty- 
ranni 

Fa'dora: torque fragor staguis auditug 
Averiiis.” 

Only note the growing pathos from 
the Ix'ioved name to the naming of the 
1 1 read nc t. E i; n y d if -ex— sitam-^jarn 
luvesub ipsa — immenwr — heu! — virfiis- 
qtfc n/nMn—uEsrKMT. Five links! 
l^ook, loo, AvJiat a long 'way on in the 
verse that shi of baeJowrd-iooking has 
brought you. There shall liardly be 
found another verse in Vu'gil which 
has a pause of that inagnitiulo at 
that advance, in the measure. It is 
a great stretching on of the thought 
against the law of music, which 
usually' controls yu)u to place the 
logical in coincidence with the musi¬ 
cal—sto]»; but Iierc y'ou are urged on 
into the very midst, and beyond the 
midst, of (lie last dactyl—a musical 
sleight which must needs lieigliten 
that feeling, impressed by' the gram¬ 
matical sfriicfur(‘,of a voluntary'delay, 
—of unwillingness to utter tlie w^ord 
frauglit with inevitable death—that 
morlu: icEsrKXix! After this, there 
is Iiere no poured out toil—no clash¬ 
ing and rending—No ! here is the 
deep note of victory—the proclama¬ 
tion sounding out from the aby'ss that 
the inizc which Avas carried off is re- 
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gained. Thrice down—down—as low 
as the 4 ;)ooI.s of Avernus breaks out a 
peal— 

Terquo fragor stagnis auditus Aver- 
nis/^ 

This Is the maslcv with whom— 
am! this the language, and this the 
meastiro with which—our translator 
compotes—“ hHjiOrihus arffiis'' 

** Fur, near tlie confines of ethereal 
light. 

And lunging fur tho glimmering of a 
sight, 

Tho unwary lover cast his eves l)ehinil, 
Forg(‘trul of tho law, nor master of his 
niiinl. 

Straight all his hopes OAhaled in empty 
sinulce. 

And his long toils were f(»rfeit for a 
look. 

Three flashes of blue lightning gavetbo 
sign 

Of covenants broke j three peals of 
thunder jorn.” 

Tlie falling oir~tlu 3 failure at tho 
cud de])Iorabl(* indeed; yet Dry- 
<h*n reeoA ers himself, and lUiich of 
what follows is yerv line. 

^J’lie oiiLline of th(i Iliad iiilerosts 
man’s eveuyday heart. A wile car¬ 
ried olf—tU<- retaliation—an in\n>ion 
or siege—Ji fair caittive withheld 
from ransom—a dis]>leased (lod send¬ 
ing a plagm ?—a liigli prince* wronged, 
oflemled, sullenly withdrawn to his 
tent—war lu'osperous and ttdverse—a 
dear fiiend lost and w ailed—ag<*neral 
by his death ^j^oiieiled—that dtailU 
av('iiged—a dead son redeemed by bis 
father, and mourned by his people,— 
To receive, all this snfleranee, into 
the heart’s depths, wants no speeilic 
association—no grounding historical 
knowledge. Hy virtue of tliose antliro- 
pical elements—whieli are, by a 
change ofaecideiits, one to him niuly<iu, 
Homer, ivlio luippens to be a tire(*k, 
makes >oti one, and a Trojan to(f, 
or rather 3 'ou are Avitli him in the 
human regions, and that fact sufliceth 
for all vnur soul’s desires. But, 
though no eritic, and unversed 'in 
tlic laws of Epos, win'ch by the 
way ai'c only discoverabhi in the 
poem wdiicb he creatial in obedienoo 
to them, and that were first re.\ealed 
to him from hea\'eu by its inspiring 
genius—ncvertludess, you are allectcd 
throughout all your b(*ing by those 
laws, and but by them could not have 


been made “ greater than j'ou know’* 
by the Iliad. For the main action, 
or Achilleid, though you may not 
know' it, has four great steps. From 
Achilles’ w'rong by Agamemnon to the 
death of Batroclus, isamovementofone 
tenor. From the death of Palroclns to 
the d(‘atli of Hector, is an entirely new 
movement, though causally bound in 
tlie. closest manner to that antecedent. 
Tho (James and Funeral of Patrochis is 
an iuch'pendcnt action. The Restora¬ 
tion of Hector’s body is a dependent, 
ami necessarily siu’inging action, liav- 
ing a certain subsistency witlun itself. 
To t he. wli<»le the seat of mo\ ing pow'or 
is the bosom <)f Achilles. All tho 
parts have perfect inter-obligation, 
tut away any one, ami tli|||e 
would bi' not a periIou,y gash, biiW. 
defruneatitm fatal to the living frame. 
Tliere is vital hd(^gvi4^ from the be¬ 
ginning to the end. Kowdioro can 
yon smi> till the great poet stops, 
'riien yuii obtain rest—not glad rest; 
for say not that the Iliad ends hap- 
jfily. The .s])int of w'ar sits on the 
.sepulchral mound of Hector expecting 
its prey, and the tojunost towers of 
ill the gloom of doom, ]ow<*r 
willi tlie ruining that shall soon hide 
Mount Ida in a night of dust. 

Forliid it, ve muses all! that w’e 
should whisper a word in dispraise of 
Maro. But for A\ hat it is, not for what 
it is not, we love the .Eueid. The 
wafting over sea from an Asiatic to 
an Jftliaii .«oii, and tlie setting there of 
the aeovii, which liy the di'crec of tlio 
Drstinies shall, in distant ages, grow 
up info Rome, and the <fvershadow- 
ing Roman Ihujiire—this majestic 
theme appeals to tlie reason, and to 
tlie reason taught iji the history of 
tlie world. It is a tlelfberate, not an 
ini|>assioniii{ 5 ; inten*st. And Iiow do« 
miniouless over our symiiathy has the 
glowing and lender-heartod A^irgil, 
perhaps umivoidahly, made the ITcro, 
who impiu'sonate.s his rational inte¬ 
rest! How iiiiliko is this Ainoas to 
that Achille.s, round whose young 
liead, saered to glory, Homer has ga¬ 
thered, as about one magnetic centre, 
bis tearful, fiery, turbulent, majestic, 
and magnanimous humanities! 

C’Ouf(‘ss we must, reluctantly, that 
AhuuKs chills the vEncid. It was not 
that Virgil had embraced a design 
greater than his poetical strength. 
But it was in more than one respect 
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unfortunately ^ unpoetically, condition¬ 
ed. That political foundation itself 
is ^to be ihade' good by aggressive 
arms ; and Iby tearing a betrothed 
a.nd enamoured beautiful bride from 
the youthful and stately chivalrous 
prince, lier lover, slain in light against 
the invaders ; whilst the poor girl is 
to be made over to a widower, of 
wliose gallantry the most that we 
know is his ill-care of his wife, and 
his running away from his mistress. 

And thus, alas! it cannot be denied, 
the design of t!ie JEneis is carried 
through without our great natural 
sympathies, as respects its end— 
against them as respects its means. 
An iusuperable difficulty! J)id Virgil 
rnktake, then, in taking the subject? 

hardly dares say so. The na¬ 
tional tradition offers to the national 
Epic poet the pational Epic transae- 
tioti; and he accepts the offer. In 
doing so he allies by his theme 
his own to the Homeric Epos. AVith 
all this, however, Ave do feel that 
fiery, and all-powerful, and all-coni- 
prehensive genius projects the out¬ 
line of the lUad upon the canvass; 
whilst in this poetical historyoflhc 
Trojan plantation in Italy, we can 
ascribe to the general di.spositiou and 
invention hardly more tiian a prudent 
and skilful intelligence. Eut the ])oet- 
ical soul, the creative fire then enters 
to possess the remainder of the lar'k. 
AVus, after all, a jiitehed battle not 
exactly the thing in the AvorM the 
most kindly to the feelings and tlie 
best meted to the uuderstaiuling of 
the poet, commissioned to renuAvii 
with verse the people who fought 
more, and more successful, jiitclied 
battles than any other in the Avorld ? 

\A'erc A^irgif to Avrite now, and you 
had to allot him his theme, Avliat 
Avould it bo? A romatil^e of knight- 
errantry ? You Avould allot him none. 
You would leave him free to the sug¬ 
gestions of his own delicious spirit. 
But he thought himself bound to the 


Latin Epos. To speak in ti*ue critical 
severity, the jEnei$ has no He\*o. It 
has a HEROINE. And Avho, pray, is 
SHE ? The scvcii-hillcd Queen of the 
AA^orld. Like another Cybelo, Avith 
her turreted diadem, and gods for 
her children, in her arms and in her 
lap. Herself heaven-descended— Im¬ 
perial Home. 

The tAvo prophetical Episodes— 
the Muster of tlic pre-existing 
gliosts before the eyes of the great 
imman ancestor, Anchises, in his Ely¬ 
sium—and those anticipatory narraliA'c 
Embossings of the Vulcaniau siiicld, 
become in this vieiv integral and prin¬ 
cipal portions of the poem. That 
reviewing beside that Elysian river, 
of the souls that are to animate Ro¬ 
man breasts, and to figure in Roman 
chronicles, gaA’c opi)ortunity to A'^irgil 
of one Prophecy that mingled mourn¬ 
ing Avith triumph, and triumph with 
mourning. Victorious over the Punic 
—victorious over the Gallic foe— 
carrying to the temple the arms 
AvJiieli lie, a leader, stripped from a 
leader—the third eonsecrator of such 
spoils—goes IMarcellus. Rut A\dio 
is He that inoA'cs at the side of tlic 
hero ? A youth, distinguished by his 
beauty and by his lustrous arms. 
'J'Ik*. Souls throng, Avith officious 
tumult, about him—and Iioav much 
he resembles his great companion I 
Piut on Ids destined brou' sits no 
triunji>liul lustre—mists and night 
cling about his head. Wlio is it? 
.(Eneas emjuire.s—and|Auehises Avould 
fain Avitliliold Iho i^Py. It is the 
descendant of that elder Murccllus; 
and promise.^, Avero fatal decrees 
mutable, to renew tlio ])roAA^ess and 
praises of his famed ]>rogciutor. Fatal 
decrees might not change, and the 
n(!pheAv of Augustus, the destined suc¬ 
cessor of his reign, and the hopes of 
the Romans— obht. You have 
often Ace)>t over Vu-girs verses—here 
are Dryden’s :— 


“ iEneas here beheld, of form divine, 

A godlike youth in glittering arftiour shine, 

With great Marcellus keeping equal pace; 

But gloomy were his eyes, dejected was his face. 

Ho saw, and Avond’ring, ask'd hi.s airy guide, 

AVhat ami of whence was he, who press'd the hero's side ? 
^ His son, or one of his illustrious name ? 

How like the former, and almost the same ! 

Observe the crowds that compass him around; 

All gaze, and all admire, and raise a shouting sound: 
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But hov.Ving mists around his brows are spread. 

And night, with sable shades, involve his head.* 

* Seek not to know (the ghost replied with tears) 

The sorrows of thy sons in future years. 

This youth (the blissful vision of a day) 

Shall just be shown on earth, then snatch’d away. 

The gods too high had raised the Homan state. 

Were but their gifts as permanent as great. 

What groans of men shall fill the Martian field ! 

How fierce a blaze his flaming pile shall yield ! 

What funeral pomp shall floating Tybcr see, 

When, rising from his bed, he views the sad solemnity ! 

No youth shall equal hopes of glory give. 

No youth alTord so groat a cause to grieve. 

The Trojan honour, and the Roman boast. 

Admired when living, and adored when lost! 

JMirror of ancient fuitli in early youtli! 

Undaunted worth, inviolable truth ! 

No foe, utipunish’d, in the fighting-field 

Shall dare thee, foot to foot, with sword aitd shiedd. 

Much less in arms oppose thy matchless force, 

When thy sharp sjmrs sliall urge thy foaming horse. 

Ah ! couldst thou break through Fate’s severe decree, 

A new MareelluR &hjiU arise in thee ! 

Full canisters of fragrant lilies l)ring, 

Mix’d with the purple roses of the spring ; 

Let me with funeral flowers his body strow; 

This gift Avhich i)arents to their children owe, 

This unavailing gift, at least, I may bestow!*” 


Here is an excellent flow. The 
sorrow and tlic pride and the public 
love 'which are tlie life of the origiiud, 
are all taken to heart by the transla¬ 
tor, who succeeds in imparting to you 
the most touching of poetical eulogies. 
You find, as usually every where, tluit 
tJiC vigorous piu-i)ORc of the original 
is maintained, and well rendered,‘but 
that certain Virgilian fascinations, 
which—whethef they bewitch your 
heart or your lanc}^ or your ear, you 
do not know—are hardly given yon 
back. Thus it might be very hard to 
say what yon have found that you 
cannot forget again, iu such a verse 
as that which introduces to your eye 
the* subject of the more efl'usive 
praise. 

Atque hie ACneas, una namqAie ire vi- 
dc'bat' 

Egregium forma juvonom, et fulgenti- 
bus armis.” 

Yet you do not again forget that 
second line. 

Drydeifs rendering is equivalent 
for the iiioaning, and iniblameable. 

** .^noas here behold of form divine, 

A ffodlike youth in yhtteriny armour 

shine.'* 

The phrjKO is even heightened ; but 
it does not loiter, like lliat other, iu 


your inenioiy. The very heightening 
has injured tlie image—tlie shadow 
that shone brighter iu simple words. 
The shadow then thrown across— 

“ Sed /rojiif heta parum *'— 

is well given, with a variation, by— 

Hilt gloomy were his eyes.** 

The •lightlessness is feelingly placed 
wlierc the chief light should be. 

Tlie unequalled 

Ostc'iuleiit terris hunc tanium Fata,** 

so fully signifying the magnitude of 
the gilt otFored and M'ithdrawii—so 
sadly tlie brief promise, and all so 
concisely, im ets with a soft and bright 
rendering iu * 

“ The blissful I'iVion of a day.’* 

But Drydeu's “ shown on earth,” less 
positively affirms the loss fallen upon 
the earth, than the Latin ‘‘ shall show 
to the nations.” 

I'he praise involving the recollec¬ 
tion of tlic manners which were— 

** lieu pietas 1 heu prisca fides ! invie^ 
taqiie hello 
Boxtera!” 

is given with admirable fervour. 

“ Mirror of ancient failh, in early youth 
Undaunted worth! inviolable truth I** 
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As for those three vcrds that smote, Fafiteni6^ bis ‘ erdokod talons on the 



as the tradition goes, the heart of the 
too deeply concerned auditress, the 
bereaved mother herself, to swoon¬ 
ing— 

Tu Marcellus eris /”— 

they arc no doubt, in their overwhelm¬ 
ing simplicity, hutransJerable to our 
uucoiitli idiom; and our ears iua 3 " 
tliank ])rydeiitbr the skill Avitli which, 
b)' a “ New Marcellus,” and an other- 
wLssc cxplanatoiy p«aj*aphrasc, he has 
k^pt the Virgilian jnusic. Meantime 
the ■'passionate vehemence of the 
breaking away frdm that* prophecy of 
intolerable grief—tlie call for the be- 
strewinent oi* flowers— 


prey; 

The prisoner hisses through the liquid 
way; 

Reiiists the royal hawk, and though 
02)pre5st, 

She tights in columns and erects her 
crest: 

Turn’d to her foe, she stiffens every 
scale. 

And shoots her forky tongue, and whisks 
her throat'ning tail. 

Against the victor all defence is weak ; 

The imperial bird still jdios her with 
his beak, 

lie tears her bowels, and her heart he 
gores. 

Then ckicps his pinions and securely 


‘‘ Manibus date lilia plenis,” Sic ,— 

inust be Avi-akencd, if the moment of 
the transition i> to fall, as we sec it in 
Dr^'dcn, at the iriterv al between verse 
and verse, and not, as we lunc just 
ficen it wdth A’irgil, at the juncture 
within the verse of hemistich with 
hemistich. 

Tu ^lareollus oriN.—Manibus date 
liUa plonU,” &e. 

There is a luuise in that line, duri^ig 
which the mother, had she m)t swoon¬ 
ed, ntight have calmed her heart ! 

It IS usual to discover that Nirgil 
wants originality—that he transcribes 
his battles from Homer. In truth, it 
was not easy, witli lights of tlie 
Homeric ages, to do otherwise, llow'- 
ever, Virgil lias done otherwise, if any 
one w'iJI bo at the ]tains to look. 

For instance, an -iuchleiit, not in 
tlie battles by the Xautliu'i, is the fol¬ 
lowing :— 

A powerful Tuscan warrior, infu¬ 
riated by tlie ill lighting of his men, 
distinguishes himself by an extra¬ 
ordinary feat. Clasping round the 
body, ami so unhorsing a ligliter an¬ 
tagonist, lie rid(!S off with him ; smijis 
the javelin, which his cajitive still 
grasps, near the liead, and with its 
point probes and aims for a vulner¬ 
able place. The unfortunate Latino, 
as he lies across the horse’s neck, 
struggles, and will baffle the deathly 
blow. Landseer could suggest no more 
vivid cornpan >on, than one which lea]»s 
into your own imagination—a snake 
soused iii>ou by an eagle. 

*’ So sto>,'ps the yel)jf>w eagle from on 
IngH, 

And hears a speckled seiMv nt throuirli 
the sky, 


SOcfl’S. 

A glorious parajihrase! 

This is an iiieident more like a 
knight of Ariosto's, the terrible Saru- 
;5in Klioilomont, or Orlando hiiU'^elf, 
than Homer’s, who did not, indeed, 
combat on horseback. 

Lut si»eakiiig of the, moderns, we 
will venture to say, that if V irgiJ Jms 
cojticd, lie is also au original w ho has 
been copied. And we will ask, wlio 
is the proloyjie of the ladies, turned 
knigiiis, who flourish in lavonr v\ ith 
our poets of ronuinee V—w itU Ariosto, 
willi Tasso, with our own Spenser? 
AN'ho luU tlie heroic v irgiii ally of the 
Kiitulian prince—who but t’.vMii.i.A? 

We name her, however, nritherlur 
lici;owu sake, nor for XMrgil’s, but for 
lliyden’s, wiioseenis alsotuJiave. taken 
her into favour, amj lo Jiavo writ¬ 
ten, with a jieeuliar spirit and feeling, 
the jiarts (ff the jioem which rc 2 >re- 
seut lier in action. 

She leads her Amazons into Italian 
fields, warring against the latt*-(lri- 
ven fugitives of overthrown 'J'ruy'. 
AVlie.nce were her Amazon followers ? 
AVlu'iice is She? Her histoiy her 
divine patroness, Diana, relates. Her 
father, the strong-limbeil, nule-souled 
;M(‘tabus, a wild and intractable VV>1- 
sciaii king, fled from tlie face and 
from the pursuit of his peopl(‘. lie 
bore, in his arms, one <lear treasure ; 
a companion of Ids flight; yet an in¬ 
fant—this (laughter. He flies. The 
Anias(MUis, in flood, bars Ids W'ay. 
More doubtful for Ids charge than 
for himself, lia.stiijg with htv(i-proinpt- 
cd art, he swathes the bahe in strip¬ 
ped bark—binds her to the shaft of 
his huge oaken spear—dedicates her 
with a prayer to the virgin god- 
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des3 of woods, aaad -of the woodland 
chase—hurls, from a gigantic hand, 
the weapon aci*0S3 tho tcnipeatuous 
flood—afld, ero his pursuers have 
readied him, plunges in, breasts the 
waters, and, saving and saved, 
swims across, lu the forest depths, 
uiuougst inibosornhig hills, th<! rug¬ 
ged _ fosters* the vowed follower 

of Diana. The nursling of tlie wiki 
grows up a bold and skilled hunt¬ 
ress; and now that war storms in 
tlie land, she, with her huntress 
companions, joins the war. Some 
unexplained reconciliation, or per- 
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haps restoration, has taken etfect; 
for, along with her armed maidens, 
she leads the troops, of the Volscians. 
Jii the field she fights like a virago ; 
but licr entrance thither was against 
thetlcsire of the goddess, for it dooms 
her to die. Her eager following of a 
gorgeously armed w^arrior exposes her ‘ 
to a treaciierous aim, and she falls. 
Tlic provident goddess had put her 
own bow, and an arrow from her o>vu 
quiver, into the hands of a nymph 
chosen to execute the vengeance of. 
the. impending death, and that arrow 
flies to its mark. 


‘‘ Nor, after tliat, in towns which avails enchase. 

Would trust his hunted life amidst his foes; 

But, rough, in open air ho chose to he; 

Earth was his couch, his covering was the sky. 

On hills unshorn, or in a desert den, 
lie shunn’d tlic dire society of niou. 

A shepherd's .‘^oliUiry life iie led; 

His daughter with the milk of marcs he fed, 

Tho dugs of hears, and every savage b<*a.st, 

11<* drew, and through her lip.s the litpior press’d. 

"J'ho little amazon could Si^arcely go, 

Ho toads her \^ith sv quiver and a bow; 

And, that she might h<*r staggering steps command, 
Ho whlh a slender javelin fills her hand. 

Her fiow’ing hair no golden fillet bound ; 

Nor swept her trailing robe tho dusty ground. 

Instead of these, a tiger's hide o'erspread 
Her back and shoulders, fasten’d to her head. 

The fljiug dart she first attempts to fling. 

And round her lender temples lossM the sling ; 

Then as her strength -with velars increased, began 
To jjierce aloft in air the soaring s\^an. 

And from the clouds to fetch the heron and the crane. 
The Tuscan matrons with each other \ied, 

To bless their rival sons with such a bride; 

But she disdains their love, to share with me 
Tlie sylvan shades, aiitl a ow’d virginity. 

And oh 1 1 wish, contented w'ith my cares 
Of savage spoils, she had not sought the wars. 

Then had she been of my celestial train, 

And shuun’d the fate that dooms lu*r to bo slain. 

But since, opposing heaven’s decree, she^oes 
To fiiul her deatli among forbidden foes, 

Haste with these arms, and take thy steepy flight, 
Where, with tiie gods ad\erse, the Latins fight. 

This bow to thee, this quiver, I bequeath, 

I’his chosen arrow', to avenge her death; 

By wliiiteVr hand Camilla shall.be slain, 

Or of the Trojan or Italian train. 

Let him not pass unpunisli'd from the plain. 

Then, in a hollow cloud, myself will aid 
To bear the hrcathlt*h.s body of my maid: 

Tlnspoil'd shall bo her arms, and nnprofaned 
Her h<»ly limbs with any human hand, 

And in a marble tomb laid in her native laud.’* 


What is Virgil’s in this fair and 
romantically cast fiction? AVhat hints 


did the traditionary fable give him? 
You are not concerned to make an 
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enquiry Avhich you iave no means of 
satisfying. You must hold Camilla 
to be as much Virgil’s as any thing is 
Homer’s in the Iliad. The painting 
throughout is to the life, and perfectly 
graceful. The subject was one likely 
to attach the imagination of a mo¬ 
dem poet, and you feel all along, 
that pleasure inspirits the happy 
translation of Dryjjen. 

The Destruction of Troy, the Love 
of Dido, the Descent into Hell, entire 
Cantos of the poem, take deep and 
lasting possession of every reader; 
and, lifte the first and second books 
of the Paradise Lost, too much se¬ 
duce admiration fronr the remainder 
of tiie work. You pick out from the 
whole Italian war, Lausus, Pallas, 
Nisiis, and Euryalus, and think that 
you have done with Virgil. 

We beg to propose a literary ex¬ 
periment. Ilumer has loft us two 
poems—a War, and a Wandering. 
Virgil has bequeathed us one, repre- 
seutiiJg those two, and that i)roj)or- 
tionally ; although in the Latin the 
Odyssey comes first, and the Iliad 
follows. For the first six ^Eueids 


lant, ai’dent, defrauded, princely lover 
liimself—a splendid scene, where the 
hot warrior’s jeers of the fiend in her 
beldam disguise, sting her Tartarean 
• heart as if it had been a woman’s, 
and for very wrath she reveals her 
terrible self—then that exquisite in¬ 
cident, won from the new matter of 
the poet, from the tastoral manners 
with which he is historically obliged 
to deal in Italy—the Fury’s third 
and last feat—her drawing-on of As- 
canius’s hounds to hunt the beautiful 
favourite stag, which the daughter of 
the King’s chief herdsman petted— 
and, thence, a quarrel, a skirmish, 
slaughter begun, and the whole popu¬ 
lation of the plains aroused. And so 
with bacchanal women, with Kutu- 
lians, and with his own rndc liege¬ 
men in tumult, the old King over¬ 
borne—shutting himself up in his 
pnlacc ; and war inflamed m Hespe¬ 
ria, to the full heart’s-wish of Jove’s 
imperial wife, who has nothing left 
her to do more than, descending agaiu 
from the sky, to pusli open with. her 
own hands the brazen-gated temple 
of Janus. 


relate the wandering ; Avhilst the lat- 
'ter six display the war. Let us, 
therefore, fairly cut the great out- 
rolling, unfolding picture in two, and 
^,.havc two poems, distinct, although 
' Closely allied *, twins, moulded in one 
' womb, nourished from the same blood. 

We dare to predict that the poem of 
. ‘^^neas in Italy,” now considered 
with its own independent interests, 
and after its own art aud manage- 
ineiif, will duly compete with its 
rival, “ -Eneas Fugitive.” 

How the whole movement, and 
march, and original conduct of the 
Italian war will come out I I'he 
peaceful entertainment of the Trojans 
by Latiuus, moved withhold and new 
prophecies, and his ready offer of his 
daughter, Lavinia, to ^Eueas in mar¬ 
riage—the adverse interposition of 
Juno—her summoning of Alecto from 
hell—the glad Fury’s fine discharge 
of her part—her maddening of the 
Queen Amata, who loves Tunius, 
hates the strangers, and catches in her 
ow'n madness all the Latian mothers— 
the iKFcniATixQ of the young, gal- 


Ail this is very i^oetical—is very 
difterent from the Jlind^ and is per¬ 
fectly measured to the scale of a Avar, 
moved, not by confederated Greece 
for the overthrow of an Asiatic em¬ 
pire, but by the tribes of the coast 
for beating back the crews of a few 
straggling shijis from planting a 
colony, who have nothing on their 
side but their valour, their fame, and 
their fates. ^ 

Analyze this Avar ; make out for 
yourself, distinctly, the story, of 
AA'iiicli in a poem one always too 
easily loses the seciucnce, delight and 
emotion making one less observant; 
then understand the poetical work¬ 
ings out, in their places aud after 
tlieir bearings; and you Avill satisfy 
yourself, that although the cleaving 
of heads, and the transpiercing of 
tnmks, and the hewing off of limbs, 
are processes th^J must always keep 
u]) a certain general resemblance to 
themselves, you have not a cam¬ 
paign imitated from the Iliad but 
an original one—proper to person and 
place. 


Bdinburyli: Jointed h\j BnUantyne and Hughes^ Paul's Work, 
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Nevei{ was there a jnstci* observa¬ 
tion, tl»an that, in ordinary times, in the 
same state, genius moves in a drelo; 
oiiginalitj is lost amidst huitatioii; 
we breathe thought not less than \ ital 
air. This is more especially Die case 
in .all tiiosc branches of opinion or 
philosophy which relate to internal 
economy, or the sodal concerns of 
incii. There, it is not merely abstract 
principle, or disinterested reasoning, 
which have struck their roots into the 
human mind; interest, prejiidiee, pas¬ 
sion, have moved it yet monj deeply, 
and rendered the change from one set 
of opinions to another still more ditti- 
cult. Universally it will be found, 
that in regard to the social concerns 
of men, which arc so closely inter¬ 
woven with our habits, interests, and 
affections, the transition from ori'or to 
truth can rarely be accomplished by 
any intellect, how ]a)werful soever, 
wliich has not imbibed, in part at 
least, the maxims of foreign states. 
New ideas, like lightning, are i>ro- 
duced by the blending of two streams 
of thought, wafted from different ages 
or parts of the world. Tlie I'nujch 
political revolution was brought about 
by the meeting of new-born Eroncli 
fervour with long-established Englisli 
ideas ; the Anglomania which imim*- 
diately preceded that conv ulsion is the 
proof of it. The English social revo¬ 


lution has proceeded from the same ^ 
cause: it is the junction of ISritLsh 
practical habits with Froncli si)ecu- 
lative views which has produced th<^ 
political economy of modern times : 
and the whole doctrines of free-trade 
winch Adam Smith matured, and 
recent times have reduced to practice, 
are to be found in the Phi/!<i(in'afic of 
Dupont de Nemours, and the political 
l»amphlets of Turgot. 

It was in the year 1775 that these 
doclriiies, iinj)ortcd from France, wxre 
iirst broached in this country by the 
imhlicatlon of the ^Vcalih of Nutiom; 
and it took half a century for them to , 
])ass from the solitary meditation of 
the recluse into the cabinets of states¬ 
men and the hustings of the pojiulace. 
Now, huwever, this transformation of 
thought is general, at least in a consider¬ 
able part of the mercantile and manu¬ 
facturing portions of tlic community. 
Few in tlie great cities of the empire 
think of doubting the doctrines of 
free-trade: fcwVr still, if they doubt 
them, venture to give i»uhlicity to 
their opinions. Tlic reason of this 
general concurn'uce among commer** 
cial men. and of this, in social matters, 
ra|)id conversion of g(uieral thought, 
is to be found in the circmnstaiicc, that 
the new oi)inions fell in with the inte¬ 
rests, or at least the immediate inte¬ 
rests, of the leaders and influential 
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men among tlic mercantile classes. 
The remainder, not uiidorstandiug the 
subject, yielded by decrees to wliat 
they were toltl, by their superiors in 
wealth and intelligence, were iucou- 
trovertiblo propositions. Alaiuifac- 
turers wlio enjoyed the advantages of 
coal, ironstone, canals, railroads, and 
harbours at their tioors, vciy readily 
embraced the doctrine, that all re¬ 
strictions on eoiiimercial intercourse 
were contrary to reason; and that all 
mankind, how destitute soe\erorthese 
advantages themselves, could do no¬ 
thing so wise as to admit all their 
goods Avithoiit any protective duties 
whatever. Merchants widely engaged 
in mercantile specul.ilions, who ere 
Lnyiiig and selling in all parts of tiui 
World, aiul whose interest it was to 
purchase as largely and as cheaply as 
possible, and to sell as extensively and 
as dearly as wa'< consistent with that 
extent, had no difficulty in ani\ ing at 
the conclusion, that commerce slumld 
he left perfectly free, that ail protective 
duties for the shelter of native industry 
should be abolished, and that the otily 
charges on the transport of goods 
should be the cost of transit and their 
OAvn profits. Every shilling taken fi oni 
the import diuies was so nincli itnt in 
their iiockcts, either directly by their 
gaining the remitted duty, or by their 
indirectly feidiiig the benefit of it, in 
the reduction of jiriee nml the widen¬ 
ing of the market. Cajiitalists and 
hankers, ^^ho liad vast sums to lend, 
found nothing so reasonable as that 
they should be jicnnitted, without 
restraint, to exact any amount of 
usury they chose from the necc'^sities, 
the folly, or the cupiditj' of th(‘ir 
debtors. The opinion became general, 
that a nation could onl}^ be made 
rich by the same me^ns as an indivi¬ 
dual manufacturer, and that the ex¬ 
cess of the price obtained for the 
produce of national labour above the 
cost of production, was the measure of 
national wealth. 

(inder the influence of these opi¬ 
nions, prohibitions, restrictions, and 
import duties gave way on all sides. 
To the huge mass of the ignorant 
vulgar, The voiy soUnd of “ tfbohtioii 
of rvsfrb was delightful, itc- 
straint was what they hated, exclusive 
privilege was their abomination, li¬ 
berty of thought and action their 


supposed clysium. To abolish mono¬ 
polies, iucorpoi-ations, ctafts, guil- 
dries, and statiAes of apprenticeship, 
seemed a mighty step iu the enianci- 
jiatiou of the human race. Thus they 
cordially and universally Joined in tlie 
cry lor liberation from every soi’t of 
restriction, alike in thought, comnicrcc, 
industry, and action, whicli had been 
lii>t I'aisod by the pliikisoi»hers, and 
afterwards generally embraced by the 
capitalists and mercliimts. Amidst 
a chorus of eongratulations, inntuii! 
applauses, and sanguine anticipations, 
w ith the cordial approbation of the 
political economists, the general coii- 
eurrenee of the merchanis, and the 
loud shouts of the multitude, tin; doc- 
tiincs of free-trade were progress¬ 
ively ajijdied to every pait of the 
social bodj’. U'axes n])on iui])orts 
have been cliininislicd, till, on all 
save a few articles, they arc now 
entirely removed; native industry 
has been exposed, w ith a very slender 
jn-otection, to the competition of Ib- 
reigu states; the restraints on the 
e\[>ortatioii of machinery has heeu 
removed, to allow foreign nations 
cveiy advantage in conii)eting with 
us; punishment has been alleviated, 
till the penalty of death, savi; in cases 
of willul innriler, has become ]>racti- 
cally abolislual ; the liberty of the 
])re.ss ])ushe(l the length of allowing 
without coiitiol its uimost lic.i'utious- 
iiess; imbonnded toleration ])ennilled 
in matters of opinion, even no I'ar as 
generally to proclaim im])unity to the 
worst Chartist or Socialist doclrincs ; 
(M)mbin:itions among workmen to raise 
their wages declared legal, and car¬ 
ried into jjiaclice on the greatest 
scale in all the manufacturing 
tricts ; a great orManic change intro¬ 
duced into the constitution, to ren¬ 
der (jov eminent more thoroughl}? 
dependent on public o])iniou; taxt's 
to the amount of above thirty millions 
sterling, (ni articles of consunij)tion, 
re])eale(l in Jess than thirty years ; a 
vast monetary change, to lower ju ices 
by raising the value of money, inli o- 
duced, and steadily enforced, in s])ite 
of unbounded consequent distress; 
and tlie jninciplc of free competition 
introduced generally as the basis of 
the social union, the only sure gua¬ 
rantee of national prosperity. 

“■ Experienct!/’ says Dr John>son, 
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“is the great test of frnth, and is 
perpetually contradicting the tluiorica 
of men.” Never, since tlie begUining 
of the Avorld, had the doctrines of 
ptiilosophcrs been so generally em¬ 
braced by Govenimeiit, or measures 
really iuteiided for the public good so 
cxteusivciy carried into effect by the 
Legislature. Unbounded were the 
anticipations of ]n’ospcrity and happi¬ 
ness in wliich men generally indulged 
ou the adoption of this system; 
inflexible has been the steadiness 
with which it has been adhered to, 
amidst an amount of suffering which 
wonhl long ago have ])roved fatal 
to an}' set of measures among men, 
ex(*ept those <Iictated by their own 
oi)inions. lint amidst all these anti- 
ci]»atioiis, and this steadiness in car- 
rying out the doetriues of free-trade 
ill every deparfnnmt of tlioiight and 
action, A'aiious unpleasant indications 
began to inniiifest themselves in every 
part of society ; and it became evi¬ 
dent to all that the fruits of the tree of 
knowledge were not, in this geiiera- 
ti(m at least, destined to be (liHercut. 
from what they had jiroved to our 
First I'arents. While wealth was in¬ 
creasing to an unparalleled extent 
among the eommereial classt‘s, sufler- 
ing and distn'ss as generally ensued 
nuiong the rural inhabitants ; and the 
multitude of ruined Ibrtunes among 
them rendered it certain, that at no 
distant luniod the (dd race of landed 
projJiietors would, with the exception 
of a few magnates, In; all rooted out, 
and llieir place sn])])lied by a new set 
of purchasers from the commercial 
towns. While ]) 0 ]mlatioii was advan¬ 
cing witli unparalleled strides in thii 
inaiiufaeturing districts, paiiiievism 
even nun-e lliairk('pt pace with it ni 
all ; and the extraoixlinary fact has 
iiow' been revealed by statistical re¬ 
searches, that, in an age of unparallel¬ 
ed wealth and general and long-con¬ 
tinued ])enee, a sernUh ])art of the 
wliolc inhabitants of the Hritish islands 


* Viz.:— 

In Ireland, 
... England, 
... Scotland^ 


just a se\ entli of the whole inhabitants; 


arc in a state of destitution, or pain¬ 
fully supported by legal relief.* 

While all attempts, even, to pay off 
the national debt have been abandoned 
by Government, and the piinciple 
openly ])rodaimc(l by the I^rimc Mi¬ 
nister, that any sinpltis of revenue 
above expenditure must, to relieve 
the necessities of the country, be ap¬ 
plied to the reiliiction of taxation, 
without a thought to the rediictiou of 
the debt; llie Home J^ccretary has 
annoiineed the not less alarming fact, 
that, since the ])(‘aco, abo\e two hun¬ 
dred millh)iis sterling, or a fourth of 
the national debt, 1ms been raised for 
tli(! relief of the ixjor in England 
alone. AVhilc the returns of the in¬ 
come-tax have demonstrated that 
seventy llioiisaiid i)ei>ons in Great 
Britain jm.ssess among lliem an annual 
rev(‘nuo of two luimlied millhnia a- 
ycar, or about eaeli on an 

average, the inelanelioly fact has been 
revealed, by the result of attempts to 
increase, the national revenue by 
means of indirect taxation, that that 
scuirce of income can no longer be 
relied on ; and in a time of profound, 
and at th<i close of a ]»crio<i of long- 
continm'd peace, it has become indis¬ 
pensable to recur to an assessment 
on [woperty and direct taxation, as it 
was in Ivome in the decaying periods 
of the em]fire. 'I'hc blue folios of the 
Houses of Ihirliainent teem with 
authentic ami doei>i\ e evidence of the 
vast inen'iise, during the last tliirty 
years, of crime and frequent destitution 
among the w oi King classes in all parta 
of tlie eni]>ir(‘; et cry four or live years, 
a brief feverish iicriod of gambling, 
extravagance, and commercial ju’os- 
perity, is snceeided by a long and 
dreary scastm of anxiety, disti*ess, 
and depression ; ifightful strikejs 
among the workmen, alleuded with 
boundless distress among, and hideous 
de.mocratie ttraiinv over them, inva- 
riably succeed in the close of those 
periods of suilcring, as pestilence 


. . . 2,300,000 

. . . 200,000 

4,000,000 

who arc now about 28;000;000. 
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stalks in the rear of,famine; and 
popular insurrection has become so 
common, that it is a rare thing to see 
two years pavss over without martial 
law being of necessity practically 
enforced in some part of the em¬ 
pire. Efforts unlicard-of have been 
made to extend the religious estab¬ 
lishments of tiie state, or augment 
the means of moral and intellectual 
instruction among the people ; but 
hitherto with no perceptible effect in 
ch(*cking the liahits of scnsualit 3 % im- 
]>rovidencc, and intemperance, which 
prevail amongst tliem ; and in an age 
and a country abounding, beyond any 
Other that ever existed, with decla¬ 
mations in favour of the blessings of 
knowledge, and the elements of ha}»- 
pinoss and moral improvement, wliich 
free-trade and a general liberation 
from restraint were to procure for 
society, the scandal has been exhibit¬ 
ed of serious crime having, during the 
last forty years, iucrcase(l ten times 
as fast as the number of the people. 

AVe arc so accustomed in this coun¬ 
try to those things, that they have 
ceased to make any inijn-ession upon 
ns. The great nnijority of men, ac¬ 
tively cngiigcd in the ])usiness of life, 
pay no attention to them whatever, 
but go on labouring to make, money, 
or keep themselves alloat in the world, 
without bestowing even a passing 
thought of whither that world on 
which the^'’ arc so intent is tending. 
Philosophers and political econoniL^ls, 
confounded at bcJiolding such results 
flowing from the adoption and practi¬ 
cal aj)plicalion of their favourite i)rin- 
didcs, (juietly pass by on the other 
side; and, without denying Ihc facts, 
-content themselves with disregarding 
tliem altogether, and continuing to 
prophesy unbounded i.atioual pros- 
Ijcvity and moral elevation from the 


ultimate effect of the further abolition 
of restraint on thought and action. The 
religious portion of the community— 
and they form a large and highly n‘- 
spcctable body—consider these alarm¬ 
ing symptoms a.s the judgment of 
Heaven upon us for our sins, and tlie 
natural and well-deserved consequence 
of our neglect of the means of salva¬ 
tion, Avhich have been so mercifully 
put into our hands. The merchants 
ami manufacturers, who are rapidly 
making fortunes under the new svs- 
tom, maintain that it is founded on 
pure and tried reason, and that in ntt 
other way can the national resource^ 
be fully developed. The landowners, 
who arc as rajiidly losing them, an*, 
in jiart, so paralysed by their indivi¬ 
dual embarrassmeuts, in part so p(T- 
l)lexedwith the intricacy of the subject, 
that they arc iuca])abh* of making any 
clforts, except on purthailar occasion.^, 
in their own defence, but resign tiicni- 
solves (juietly to tlie stroke of fate, as 
the Moslem does to the bow string ul* 
the Siiltaiin. ‘ The working classes 
are quiet during the brief periods ol' 
prosperity; but nourish in their hearts 
at ail times a ju-ofound jealousy and 
hatred of the monied interest. The 
opinion is almost universally diffused 
among them, tliat tlic gaiii.s of their 
employers are scandalously great, and 
wrung out of their heart’s blood—that 
they and their masters are iiaturallv 
at \Ynr with each other—and that 
whatever is gained by the one is lost 
by the otlier. IMeanwhile (loveru- 
ment, obeying the new, and, as mat¬ 
ters stand, irresistible imj>uLse let in 
upon the monarchy by the Iicfonii 
liill, quietly, and without any attempt 
at consistency, slide into tin* prin- 
cijdes and measures dictated to llicni 
])y the d(»minant, most active, and 
most intiueutial class in the state; 


Committals for serious crime, in— 

£jiig!an<]. Scotland. Ireland. I’ot.'U. 


Popnl.itiim of Orcjif 
nritioii :ni(1 Irclanrl. 


1805, . 

. 4,G05 

89 

3,600 

8,284 

15,800,000 

181!), . 

. 14,254 

1,380 

13,251 

28,885 

20,(.*00,000 

1842, . 

. 31,309 

3,884 

21,352 

56,005 

27,300,000 


— PonTEa’s 

Pai'L 

'f.i and Pi 

'Off. of the 
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Krom tills table it appears, that from 1803 to 1842 the population of (he empire 
has advanced irom 158 to 273—that is, increased about 70 p^r rt'nt ; while serious 
crime has increased from 8 to 50—that is, 700 per ecyt. Crime, tlii'refore, ha', 
augmented ten tiraos as fast as tho number of the peopk*. 
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iiiul, shutting their eyes to the consc- 
Huenccs in future times, content thern- 
ftclves with getting throiigli the pre¬ 
sent with as much 2 )riictical support 
and as little obloquy as possible, 

Uut although this is, generally 
speaking, tlie state of opinion on all 
soc’.ial questions in the Ib'itish islands, 
it may Avell be imagined that they are 
looked ui)ou with very ditfei’cnt eyes 
by men of inlelligencc out of the 
whirl of passing events, and beyond 
ilie reach of the passions or interests 
whicli mislead so many in this country. 
The civilization of Great llrilaiu ; the 
social questions at issue amongst us ; 
the experiment making, on socxteiided 
a scale, of the clfect of the new doc- 
iriiies on the hap]»incss of tlui people 
ill the British islands; the procligious 
uealth wliicli has liecii accumulated in 
this country of late years ; the magni- 
ludc and long duration of our jioliiical 
power; and the celebrity in arts, iii 
anus, and in literature wc have long en¬ 
joyed, have struck all surrounding na¬ 
tions with astonishment, which, so far 
from diminishing, is hourly on the in¬ 
crease. This effect appears variously, 
according to the tenijicr and previous 
lM‘ei>oss(‘s&ion3 of those among whom 
it has taken jdaco. In the French, our 
ancient rivals, our persevering anta¬ 
gonists in the revolutionary war, it 
has ])roduced no other effect, generally 
speaking, but env^y, hatred, and ma¬ 
lice. In the Americans, it lias engen¬ 
dered a mingled feeling of respect, 
adiniriitioii, and jealousy, which ap¬ 
pears in the strenuous efforts they are 
making to augmcii t their wealth, power, 
and territory, by every jiossiblc iiicaiis, 
and in every imssiblc direction. But 
in vetioctiiig minds on the Continent, 
on the really great in all countries, it 
has jiroduced the eflect of deep reflec¬ 
tion, and anxious investigation. They 
have already begun to contemplate 
the astonisliing and loug-coiitiiiucd 
empire of Great Britain as we, and all 
subsequent ages, have so long done 
the corresponding, and only parallel, 
dominion reared by the arms of the 
Uoinan legions. In the causes of the 
greatness, and seeds of ruin, in both, 
there is a striking, and to us porten¬ 
tous, resemblance. The analogy has 
been already traced by more than one 
master-hand on the Continent. But 
none was better (pialiticd to do justice 


to the subject, or has treated it in a 
more luminous or philosophic spirit, 
than Hismonoi; and it is to his ob¬ 
servations on the present social state 
of the Britisli empire that wc have 
now to direct our readers* attention. 

As the views of this great jdiiloso- 
I>]icr and historian are almost entirely 
at vai'iance wdtli those which now 
generally prevail amongst us, and to 
which the liberal party in every part 
of the country have in an especial 
manner pinned their faith, and, at the 
same time, seem to be dc^serving of 
very great attention from their novelty 
and iiiqiortaiico, and direct bearing on 
the dearest interests of the society 
with which w'c are surromulod—we 
hasten to premise that, in forming 
them, Sisinondi has at least not been 
blinded by any pohuv.al ]).’i'tiality for 
the side to which, in i^ovAal questions, 
lie inclines, lie is, as all luwsoiis 
acquainted wdth foreign literature well 
know, a decided liberal, indeed re]>ub- 
Hcan, in his political opinions. Born 
and eilucated in the democratic canton 
of (ieneva, a Protestant boili by birlh 
and connexion, the decided ojiponeiit 
of tyranny in all its forms, of Bomish 
doniiiiatiou in all its guises, he first 
matured his iiowevful mind in writing 
the history of the Italian republics, 
and afterwards had ins ojiinions coii- 
firnicd by tracing the long annals of 
the French monarchy. 'I'lie brilliant 
einsodes in the histoiy of the former, 
contrasted with the hideous catalogue 
of persecutions and crimes which stain 
llie lattcu*, have confirmed in his mind, 
to a degree which, cousideriiig the 
extent of his information, and candour 
of his thoughts, appears surjnlsing— 
the oiiginal prepossessions he had im¬ 
bibed in favour of republican institu¬ 
tions. He evtiii carries this so far iis to 
advocate in his Essays, which form 
the immediate subject of this ]iaper, 
an elective in preference to an heredi¬ 
tary monarchy, lie is as ardent an 
enthusiast in the cause of civil and 
religious liberty as llussell or Sidney, 
though his views arc modilicd as to 
time, by observation and experience. 
He 3 ’iclds to none of the oiitimist 
school of more recent times in sangiiiue 
expectations of the benefits which may 
be expected from training the people 
to the duties of self-goverumcnt, and 
ultimately entrusting them with iu 
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powers. He is adverse to an hereditary 
aristocracy, and slron^^ly advocates 
the divlsi(»n of l;indcd ]>roperty, by 
adopting in all countries tiie law of 
equal succession, which has given 
its powers their deathblow both in 
France and Aincri(*a. Ills life has 
been spent in painting the bright efflo¬ 
rescence of tVoedom and genius in the 
motleni Italian republics, and their 
long blight under the combined powers 
of tondal power and Romish sn|)ei’sti- 
tion in tltc Frencli monarchy. The 
perfection ofs(»cioty, in his estimation, 
would be an oggregatcof little repub¬ 
lics, like those of Gnrce or southern 
Italy in ancient, or of Holland, Flo¬ 
rence, Pisa, or (ieiioa, in modern 
times—in nliich supreme ])Ower 'wslh 
vested in the Itands of magistrates, 
named bv the heads of trades, who 
had boon thenis(*lves elected by the 
general sndVage of their respective 
bodies. ^I.iny readers will probably 
be surprised at finding such ]>(>Iitical 
opinions entei'tiiined by a man of such 
acxpiircments, and class it with the 
nunuM'ous instances which history 
affords, of tin* inability of the greatest 
minds entirely to throw off the sway 
of early ini]>ressions and lierodilary 
prepossessions. Rut wo are not con¬ 
cerned, in this place, with Sismondi's 
political opinions ; it is his views on 
social questions that a])pear (peculiarly 
iinjpojtant, a?id which w(? are (hvsirous 
of making knou n to onr readers. And 
wo mention his political opinions in 
order to show, that ho at hai-st cannot 
bn accused of a (injmlice in favour of 
tlic mouarcliical, or aristocratic, side 
of the finestion. 

It is from a leauing to, and s^-mpa- 
Ihy ^^ifh, the opposite class in society, 
that his strong and important views 
on the tendency of soci.sl change in 
EnroiK*, and (‘specialivin (Jreat Rritaiii 
and France, are directed. He is de¬ 
cidedly of opinion, tiiat this tendency 
is, to the last degree, disastrous; that 
it U it whicii is the can've of the con¬ 
tinued depression of industry, degra¬ 
dation fd’ character, and increase of 
depravity and crime, among the peo¬ 
ple ; and that, <o great anfi alarnnng 
are those <.auNes tif evil, fliat, unless 
they lire arrested hy a change of opi¬ 
nion among the inffucntial classes of 
eocit ‘1 y, or tim good in-ovidciice of God, 
tLcy will infallibly destroy the whole 


fabric of European civilization, as they 
did that of the ancient world. They 
are, in his own oj)inion, the rnoro 
alarming, tliat they have sjprung, not 
from the blighting, but the triumph, 
of what we call civilization ; not from 
the retention of men in ignorance, but 
their advance in knowledge ; not from 
the upholding of restraint, but its 
removal. All these, the fonucr evils 
with which mankind had to co.itend, 
will, in his oj)inion, yield to the growth 
of industry and the progress of know¬ 
ledge; but in their stead a new set of 
evils —more serious, more wide-spread, 
more irretncdiable—will riseiip, u Iiich, 
to all apjiearaucc, must in the end de¬ 
stroy all liie states of modern Europe. 
England and France he considers, and 
probably with reason, as th(i slates 
most likely to bo the first victims of 
those social evils, far more serious and 
irremediable than any of the (loliiical 
wliicli attract so miieh attention, and 
are the objects of such vehement 
contention between parties into which 
society is divided. England and 
France are not alone exi)ose<l to the 
danger: all the other European states 
arc advancing in the same carei'r, and 
arc threatened, in the end, vvirh the 
same calamities. J'higlaml and Fraure 
have been the lirst to be reached, and 
are now most endangered, by lliem, 
only becans(‘ they are in advance of 
the others in the career of knowledge, 
freedom, and civilization, and have 
attained more rapidly than tkeir neigh¬ 
bours the jtower and energy by which 
modern society is distinguished, and 
the perils by whicli it is menaced. 
In tiie social evils, therefore, with 
wiiicli Great Rritaiu is now environed, 
he sees tiic precursor of those which 
are. certainly, at one period or anotlier, 
to afflict all Enrojic ; and in the over- 
throw of out* cnijurc, from the corrod¬ 
ing effect of the calamities they will 
iiuiucc, the ultimate destiny of ail the 
stales of modem limes. 

Tliat tlioso views are melancholy, 
all will admit; that they are imjior- 
taiit if true, none will deny; that 
they arc new, at least in this country, 
will be conceded by the best informed. 
They come, liowev'cr, recommended 
to us, not merely by the jiowerfiil 
arguments and coi)ious facts by which 
they arc supported, but by tiio pocn- 
liar turn of mind, and varied qualili- 
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cations, of the author by whom they 
arc supported. We have long been 
of opinion, that it is the separation of 
political economy from history whicli 
is the cliief cause of the nunierons 
errors into wliich, since tlic days of 
Adain Smith, its professors have been 
betrayed, and the general discredit 
into which the science itself has fallen 
with a large poilioii of the thinking 
men iii the coinmunity. This etfect 
has taken ]>lace, as it was very natu¬ 
ral it vsiionld in the infancy of a.science, 
from the habit into whicli jthilosopiiers 
and men of abstract thought were led, 
of reasoning ou human allairs as if 
tliey were the movement oi inanimate 
bodies, and considering only their own 
argunuuts, not the illnsiration of their 
truth or falsehood w Inch ex])eneiiee 
lias alforded. 'J’his habit is peculiarly 
consjueuous in the advocates of free- 
trade, the reelju'oeity system, and Air 
AlalthusV doctriiU’s on panjicriMii and 
tlie poor-laws; they rest on abstract 
arguments, and are iierfectly iinlitle- 
leiit to the refutation of their ]U’inci- 
])les which every da^^'s experience is 
alibrdiiig. rrobably the whole pre- 
' sent generation of political economists 
must go to tlicir graves behue tins 
general error is eradicated bom the 
Juiinan mind. It is an error, liow- 
ever of the most fatal kind, and which, 
Avhilc it is persevered in, mu.st render 
politic<d economy ontMif Ihe giealest 
of the many curses, w Inch the eating of 
the fiaiit of the tree of know ledge lias 
lot loose upon mankind. It is liki; u 
sj'siem oi medicine, formed, as such 
systems are in every age, not ou ex- 
peri(‘UC(‘ or obsciwatioii, but on the 
th(‘oiies of certain physicians on the 
fitnictnre of the human body, and the 
})roper way of developing its various 
tumnioDs. 

Alany a patient in every age has 
been killed, before the absurdity of 
such theories has betm }nit down by 
the cxjierieiice and commou-smise of 
mankind. And many a nation, in 
Sisniondi’s opinion, will jierish, before 
the nostrums of its state physicians 
have been expelled from the general 
opinion of man. 

It is his ])rofound and varied his¬ 
torical information, which has given 
SisnioiuU his deep distrust of nearly 
all the conclusions of modern political 
economy, and inspired him with the 


gloomy presentiments with which ho 
is tilled, in regard to the tendency ot 
society under the jiraetical apphcaiioa 
of its ]u*inciples. He has lixed his 
e 3 a‘s, not on abstract principles, but 
actual nations, and traced the result, 
not of tluuu'ctical views on tlic best 
regulations for society, but of such as 
liave actually been established, and 
had their tendency tested by the ex- 
]>crieni'e of cenlmies in diffcient ages 
and countries of the w'orid. He sees 
with dismay, in the state of society in 
modern Europe, under the combined 
influence of free-trade, increasing 
know ledge, jiopular institutions, vast 
W'ealth, and long-established civiliza¬ 
tion, a meio repetition, under ditferent 
names, of those dreadful social evils 
which corroded the Komiui empire, 
and in the end overturned the vast 
physical domiinon of the legions. He 
sees in that statcuf rnrnl society which 
is mutrl^' extinct in the llriti>h islands, 
and last w'earing out in France, liel- 
gium, and otluT parts of Europe, 
where civilization is most advanced, 
the only solid fotiiidatioii for general 
haj)piiu*ss, the only durable buhvark 
ot public morality, the oiil.v peima- 
iient seeurily for national existence. 
'J'his state of society is disapjteariug, 
and a new' eoiuliiion of men coming 
ou, from causes which seem beyond 
the pow(‘r of human control, but the 
fatal eirect of which is as ap]tarent as 
the sun at noonday. And thence the 
glootnv vit‘us with which ho is in¬ 
spired on the 1‘uturc j)ros|iects of Eu¬ 
rope, and Id'S profuund lio.sliiily to the 
]>iincildes ol’ ]>olitieal economy, from 
which lie considers them as having 

mainlv arisen. 

% 

l\>liiical (‘cononyv, as a science, datca 
its origin, b^' tljc common consent of 
men, from tl#e famous w'ork “ Oa 
the Nature and Causes of the WealUt 
of Nations.” Hut a greater aiitliority 
than Adam Smith has told us, that 

“ liC that HASTKNKTII TO liE RICH 

siiAi.E x’*)T nic iXNOCJCNT.” SisinoD- 
di’s doetlines ou p()lilieal economy 
arc a commentary on these w'ords* 
aj^plied to the management of nations 
and the soeinl concerns of man. Jt is 
in the fatal thirst for wealth, and the 
appiicalion of all the powers of know¬ 
ledge, and all tlic resources of art, to 
ihni swffh object^ that he secs the all- 
powerful cause, both of the present 
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degradation of so many of the work¬ 
ing classes, of the false direction of 
political philosophy, and of the spread 
of social ev'Is, which will to all ap¬ 
pearance, in the end prove fatal to 
the existence of the British empire, 
and of all the European coinuiunities. 
But it is not any general or vague de- 
clainalion on the progress of corrup¬ 
tion, and the growing evils of society, 
which he has brought forward; he has 
given a close and cogent chain of rea¬ 
soning, supported by a formidable 
array of historical facts, and shown 
liow it is that the evils have arisen— 
how tiiey bear upon the condition of 
tlie great bulk of the people, how they 
degrade their character, liow their 
habits corrupt their morals and de¬ 
stroy their happiness ; and how irre¬ 
mediable, under the ijrcvailiiig ideas of 
tJie inducutial classes in society, tlicse 
evils have become,. The social injus¬ 
tice and political delusions which, 
history has now clearly ascertained, 
were the causes of the ruin of the 
Roman empire, he sees re-ai>peiiring 
amidst us under different names, but 
in still more aggravated forms, and 
witli more hopeless influences on so¬ 
ciety. All this lie traces mainly to 
the ruinous pursuit of wealth, wliicli 
lias seized alike upon om* philosophers, 
our statesmen, and our pructieal men *, 
which has too fatally veritied the say- 
ingof Scripture,that “ thelove of money 
is the root of all evil; ” and converted 
the noble science of political economy, 
the end of which is ut homines feli- 
citcr vivant,” into the degrading hand¬ 
maid of wealth. 

So strongly is he impressed with 
this idea, and so convinced of the 
ruinous direction whicli the social 
■sciences are taking, under the com¬ 
bined influence of philoso]>hic error 
and monied ambition, that he thinks 
it indispensable, that language should 
mark the lasting and indelible crisis 
of distinction between the philosophy 
of general happiness and the means 
by which national wealth may be 
augmented. The first he calls “ Eco- 
uomio Politique,” or “ Les Sciences 
Sociales: the lost “ Chrcvmthtiqm^'* 
or the art of accumulating riches in a 
state.^ It is in the conversion of poli¬ 


tical economy, or the science of mak¬ 
ing men happy, which of course can 
only be done by rendering them or- 
dci'Bq moral, and religious, into Ghrc- 
matistique, or the mere pursuit of 
tlic means by whicli we may augment 
the sum of national riclics, that the 
unobserved source of by far the greatest 
social evils of the jireseut day is to be 
found. These evils arc greater than 
either the slavery of the Romans or 
the bondage of serfs in modern times ; 
for they have induced the ruinous 
effects of both these degrading sys¬ 
tems, witliout the alleviating and 
counteracting advantages witli which 
cither was attended. And the way 
in which this effect flows from the 
socialdoetrincsof modern times, is this. 

An augmeiitatiou of production is 
generally considered as an adilition to 
national wealth ; and it is on this 
ground that all nations, under the 
guidanceof the t hrematists^ are making 
such strenuous efforts to increase their 
agricultural and manufactured pro¬ 
duce. Sucli an augmentation, how¬ 
ever, says Sismondi, is not only by no 
means in every case an addition to 
national wealth, but it is often a 
useless and pernicious addition to na¬ 
tional suffering. If tlic supply of any 
article exceeds what can be consum4*d 
ill the early and simjde ages of so¬ 
ciety', or disposed of to advantage in 
the later, it is not only no advantage, 
but a positive loss. \Vhat avails it 
that the yards of cotton cloth manu¬ 
factured, or the (inarters of wheat 
raised, are increased in a country 
from 50,000,000 to 10(),0(M),000, if, in 
consequence of the increased supply, 
the price is lowered one-half? The 
producers get their trouble for tlndr 
pains—they gain nothing—the con¬ 
sumers get more than they require— 
great part of the superfluity is wasted 
or sent abroad at a ruinous loss. 
Augmentation of production, therefore, 
is not in every case a sign of in¬ 
creased national M'ealth ; it is the 
maitUaiance of a due proportion hr.- 
tween production and consumption 
wliich is the real desideratum, and 
forms the only real basis of lasting 
national opulence. 

According to the Ckrematists^ the 


* From —“money, riches.** 
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wealth of a nation, as of an individual 
producer, is to be measured by the 
excess of the value of production over 
its cost. Tills, says feismondi, is the 
most fatal of all errors, and the grand 
source x>f the misery of the working 
('lasses, and iiistabilily of society, in 
all the manufacturing states of Eu¬ 
rope. It is true, the wealth of a 
master-manufacturer is to be mea¬ 
sured by the excess of the price he 
obtains for his produce over the cost 
<jf its production ; but ainaster-inanu- 
laidurer is not a nation. A nation 
consists not only of masters but of 
V orkmen ; not only of consumers but 
produc('rs. The latter class is by 
far the most numerous, the most 
important, the most likely to in¬ 
crease. If they arc reduced to misery 
in couscqueiice of the reduction of 
their wages by the introduction of 
machinery, the em})loyiricnt of juve¬ 
nile or female labour, the immigi'a- 
tion of foreign labourers, or any 
otlier cause, it is a j)oor compensation 
to say, tliiit the profits of their em¬ 
ployers have been greatly augmented 
at their expense. If the excess of 
the value of production above its cost, 
were cither the measure, or even an 
important clement in national wealth, 
Ireland, where the wages of field 
labour arc Gd. a-day, and Tolaiid, 
where they are Gd., should be the 
richest nations in the world, wliereas 
they arc notoriously the jioorcst. The 
real measure of national weal!h is to 
be found, not in the excess of pro- 
diu'tiou above the consumption em¬ 
ployed ill it, but in the means of 
coiufortublc livelihood hicli their 
industry affords to the whok classes 
of the. community; and tliat is only to 
be attained where wcaltli is very 
generally distributed. 

The mere increase of national 
w'calth is far from being, in every 
instance, an addition either to national 
strength, national security, or national 
happiness. On the contrary, it is 
often the greatest possible diminution 
to the whole three. It is not the in¬ 
crease of wealth, but its distribution^ 
which is the great thing to be desired. 
It is on that that the welfare and hap¬ 
piness of society depend. When 
wealth, whether in capital or revenne, 
runs into a few hands—when lauded 
property accumulates in the persons of 


a knot of territorial magnates, and 
commerce centres in the warehouse of 
a limited number of merchant princes, 
and inamifactures in the workshop 
of a small body of colossal companies 
or individual master-employers, it 
is absolutely certain that the great 
bulk of the ])eople will be in a state 
of degradation and distress. The 
reason is, that these huge fortunes 
have been made by diminishing the 
cost of jn-oductioii—that is, the wages 
of labour—to such ap extent, as to 
Iiavc enormously and unjustly in¬ 
creased the jirotits of the stock cm- 
jiloycd ill conducting it. Society, in 
such circumstances, is in t!ie unstable 
equilibrium ; it rests on the colossal 
wealth, territorial on commercial, of 
a few ; but it has no hold on the af¬ 
fections or interests of the great ma¬ 
jority of the community. It is liable 
to be overturned by tlic first shock of 
adverse fortune. Any serious external 
disaster, any con.'iidcrable internal 
sufieriiig, may at once overturn the 
wdiole fabric of society, and expose 
the wealth of the magnates only as a 
tempting plunder to the enjiidity and 
recklessness of the destitute classes 
of society. “There is as much true 
jdiilosophy as poetry,” sa} s Sisinondi, 
“ in the well-known lines of Gold¬ 
smith— 

^ 111 fares the laud, to hastening ills a 
prey. 

Whore wealth accumulates and men 
decay ! 

Princes and lords may flourish or may 
fade— 

A breath may make them as a breath 
has made ; 

But a bold peasantry, their country’s 
pride, 

When once destroy’d, can never be 
supplied.* **• 

"^Thc Chrnnatists always represent 
an increase of national wealth as ne¬ 
cessarily flowing from an augmenta¬ 
tion of the riches of the individuals 
who comitosc it. But this is the great¬ 
est possible mistake. Great part of 
the riches obtained by individuals in 
a state, so far from being an addition 
to the national wealth, is an abstrac¬ 
tion from it. The reason is, that it 
is made at the expense of others in 
the same community; it is a trans¬ 
ference of riches from one iiand to 
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another, not an addition to their total 
amount. Every one sees that the 
gains of tlio gamester, the opera- 
dancer, the lawyer, are of this do- 
scri})tion; what they take is taken 
from others in the same community. 
But the magnitude of the gains of 
merchants and mannfacturers blinds 
llie world to tlie real nature of tiicir 
prolits, which, in great part at least, 
are made at the ex]>enso of others 
in the state. If the importing mer¬ 
chant makes extravagant gains, lie 
indeed is enricliod; but how is ho 
enriched V In part, at least, he is so, 
by impoverishing such of his country¬ 
men as purchase liis goods at the ex¬ 
orbitant price which constitute Ids 
profits, if the cxi)orting merchant or 
manufiictui'er drives a gainful trade, 
it is ill part, -witliotit doubt, derived 
from the iuduslry of foreign nations 
to whom the export goods arc sold; 
but it is too often earned at the ex¬ 
pense also of the workmen he employs, 
who have been compelled by compe¬ 
tition, or destitution, to sell their la¬ 
bour to iiiin at a rati*, barely sullicieiit 
for the support of existence. AVe are 
not to tlatter ourselves that the nation 
is becoming rich, becausetlie exporters 
of JrLsli grain, rai>l('y shawls, or 
IManehesler cotloii goods, an*, making 
fortunes, wlnui the. hibouiers they 
employ are earning fioni sixpence to 
cightpence a-day only. On the con¬ 
trary, tlie. magnitude of the gains of 
the former is loo often only a measure 
of tlie destitution and degradation of 
tlie Ia(t(*r. 

It is u-uallv considered that it is a 
suffici(*nt answer to tliis to obsei’vc, 
tliat if l iches are thus, fj’om the direc¬ 
tion which national industr\ has taken, 
drawn to a distressing extent from 
one class of the coniniuml v to concen- 
trale them in anoliier, a correspond¬ 
ing benefit is conferred upon otlier 
classes, by the increased exjienditure 
wldcli take.s place on the jiart of those, 
in whose hands the M'ealth has acen- 
mnhited. There can be no doubt that 
a certain compensation does take 
place in this way ; and it is tlieexist- 
cuf^e oftiiat compensation,which alone 
renders M^ciety tolerable under .such 
circnmsiances. But the benefit ac¬ 
cruing is no adequate set-off, if society 
be viewed as a whole, to the evil 
incurred. If two udllions of Irish la¬ 


bourers are working at sixpence a- 
day each, and two millions more of 
human beings, in the Emerald Isle, 
arc ill a state of destitution, it is a 
poor compensation for such a dread¬ 
ful state of things to observe, that 
some hundred Irish noblemen, or 
absentee proprietors, are sjieiuling 
ten or twenty thousand a-year each 
amidst the luxuries of London, Paris, 
or Naples ; and that they sometimes 
extract five or six guineas an aero 
from their starving tenants. If weav¬ 
ers in Rcnfrew.shirc, and cotton oper¬ 
atives in Lancashire, arc making cot¬ 
ton cloths at eightponce a-day ot 
wages, we are not to be deluded into 
the belief that society is prosperous, 
because every year six or eiglit cot¬ 
ton lords buy estates for a luiudrcd 
thousand pounds a-piece; and one- 
half of the railways in the kingdom 
are constructed with the wealth of 
^Manchester ami Cll:isgo\v. 'I'liere aro 
no two things more diflercMit tluin 
national riches and the wealth of the 
rich in a nation. 

It is the fatal and ruinous eflect of 
wealth, thus accumulated in the liaiids 
of a few, at the expense of the great 
hulk of the industrious classes in a 
state, that it tends to imipetuate and 
increase the diseased ami ]>eiih)im 
state of .socii*ly from which it s]u*aiig. 
I’lie common ol)sem aliiuis,that moiK^y 
makes mom*}', and that ))overty hre(*ds 
poverty, show Iiow univer>.ally the 
experience of mankimi has felt that 
cajiital, in the long run, gives an over¬ 
whelming a(l\aiitage in the race for 
rieiu*s to the rieh, and that ]>o\ertyas 
uniformly, erelong, gives the vast 
sn])erioi’ity in iinnibers to the. poor. 
We often liear of an earl or a nier- 
ehanl- iirincc mourning the want of an 
heir, but scarcely over of a Highland 
e-oujde t)r an Irish hovel wanting their 
overilowing bro(al of liillo half-naked 
savages. \Vc occasionally hear of a 
poor man raising liimsolf by talent 
and industry to Ibrtnne; but in gene¬ 
ral he does so only bv associating bis 
skill with some existing capital, and 
giving its owner thus the extraordi¬ 
nary advantage of uniting old wealth 
with a new discovery. I'o get on in. 
tlie world without capital is daily be¬ 
coming more ditlicnlt to the great bulk 
of men: it is, in trade or commerce, at 
least, wJiolIy impossible. Thus, as 
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wealth accumulates in the capital and 
great cities of the empire, destitution, 
poverty, and, of course, crime and 
immorality, multiply around tlic scats 
where that wealth was originally 
created. And this evil, so far from 
abating with the lapse of time, daily 
increase,s, and must increase till some 
dreadful convulsion lakes place, and 
restores the subverted balance of so¬ 
ciety ; because the power of capital, 
like that of a lever which is continu¬ 
ally lengtlieucd, is daily augmenting 
in the centres of wealth; and the 
])Owcr of numbers in the centres of 
destitution is hourly on the increase, 
from the reckless and impi»videut 
habits which that destitution has 
engendered. 

The happiness of a nation, its mo¬ 
rality, order, and securit}', are mainly, 
if not entirely, depiuideut o)i tlie ex¬ 
tent to \\hich jfropnfif its at¬ 

tendant blessings, and habits of veiloc- 
tion, regularity, an<l industry, are 
diffused among tlie ]>oo|)le. 15ut the 
doctiiiies of tlie CfncnK^iisiit^ and of 
iieaily the ^\hole scliool of modern 
jtolitical economists,go almost entirely 
to uproot this inestimable l>le.''.'iing. 
The ])riiici]de beingonce fixed in men's 
minds, anil acted u]ion by individual 
men and llie legislature, that the 
great thing is to ilimini>h the cost of 
productiofi^ it follows, as a veiy na¬ 
tural conseipienee, that the innin thing 
is to diuiiiush tlie iratjcs of the pro^ 
dui'itr^. Every thinghicli can con¬ 
duce to that object is vigonnisly ]>ui’- 
siied, without the slighte."! regard to 
the effect the changes must have on 
the fortunes, and ultimatii fate in life, 
of whole classes in society. It is thus 
that, in agriculturo, the engrossing of 
farms takes i)lace—nii evil so sorely 
felt in England during the seventeenth, 
and in Scotland in tlie eighteenth and 
ninetecntli eenturies—and that hun¬ 
dreds and thousands of happy families 
arc di^sposRessed from their here¬ 
ditary possessions, to make room 
for that “ dovourcr of the human 
race,’* as the old writers called it, the 
sheep. It is thus that, in our own 
times, the small tenants and cotters 
have been so generally dispossessed 
in Scotland and Ireland, to make 
room for the large cultivator or store 
farmer. It is thus that the race of 
haud-loom weavers, who cany on 


their trade in their own houses, and 
with the advantages of rural residence, 
gardens, fields, and country air, is 
every whore becoming extinct, or 
their M^ages Jiave fallen so low as 
barely to support existence in the very 
humblest rank of life. In the room of 
these sturdy old children of the soil, 
has sprung iij> a race of puny opera¬ 
tives or labourers, living by wages, 
and having no durable connexion 
cither with the land, or even with tho 
cajntalist who employs them. Era- 
j)loyed at A\cekly wages, they are 
constantly on tho verge of famine if 
tiinied out of their einiiloyincnt. Every 
thing now is concentrated in lingo 
mills, numuracluring districts, and 
great towns, iihcrc the labour of men 
is too often supplanted by women, 
fluit of woineu by children, that of 
cliildivn almost entirely by macliinery, 
on >\hioh tliey attend. The cost of 
production, indeed, is prodigiously 
dimini.-^lied, bv the sidislitute of these 
feeble or tiny labourers for that ot full- 
grown men; and ndih it the ])rotits of 
the masters, and the circleof the export 
sale, are proportionally augmented; 
but at what <‘X])ense is this jirofit to a 
ft‘w gained ? At the cx])ense, in some 
d(*gree, at least, it is to be feared, of the 
independence, the comfort, the morals, 
tliidives, of whole elassesof the labour- 
big ])orlions of the coiniminity. 

d'lie aj'jj^lication of knowledge to 
the arts, of science to manufactures, 
so far from diminishing, lias, hitherto 
at least, liad tiu; most ruinous possilile 
olfect in incTeasing this lalal tendency 
of great ca|»i(al and extensive manu¬ 
factured industry upon mankind. 
AVatt, Arkwright, Cri>iii])lou—those 
giants of inlidlectiial power, whose 
discoveries liavc augmented tenfold, 
often an iuindi^dfold, (he productive 
powers of manufacturing labour—have 
been the worst enemies that the hap¬ 
piness and morals of the working 
manufacturers ever knew. For what 
is it that, by means of great capital, 
working willi tho powers which tlieir 
immortal discoveries have conferred, 
manufactining industry has Income? 
"Why, it has all, or nearly all, run into 
huge mills, or other establishments, ia 
wliich machinery, at a cost of thirty, 
forty, or fifty thousand pounds, is erect¬ 
ed, and a crowd of needy women and 
children are employed, in ordinaiy 
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times, at the lowest wages which can 
support existence, with a few men at 
ii guinea or twenty* five shiilings 
a-week, to direct and superintend 
their labours. It need not bo told 
wliat the habits of such a crow’d of 
young M'onieii, most of them from 
fourteen to twenty, must iu general 
]>e. These evils iu manufacturing 
districts are universally felt and com- 
l>Iained of; but it is not equally 
generally, ^admitted, that they arise 
iiivariaWy, and, as matters at i)rescnt 
stand, inevitably, from that very ex¬ 
tension of science and mechanical 
power to the arts, which is, iu the view 
of tlic increase of national wealth, so 
just a subject of exultation, and which 
it is so much tlic object, both of legis¬ 
lative enactment and of individual 
ingenuity, to augment and extend. 
Yet, is not the crusliing elfcct of these 
great discoveries on tlxe welfare of the 
labouring classes, as manifest as their 
elevating influence on the fortunes of 
their employers, and the sum total of 
the produce of national manufactured 
industry? On no other principle is it 
possible to explain the prodigious ac¬ 
cumulation of wealth ill one class of 
the British empire, and of degradation, 
miseiy, crime, and destitution iu the 
other, and far more numerous classes. 

The division of labour and the con- 
filling of each workman, or workcluld, 
to one limited sphere of employment, 
while it is productive of a very great 
increase in the skill which each exerts 
in Ills own department, and in conse¬ 
quence augments, in a similar pro¬ 
portion, the net produce of manufac¬ 
tured industry, is still more fatal to 
tlic morals, habits, and independence 
of the manufacturing classes. Variety 
of occupation is indispensable to 
vigour of mind or iftdepciKlencc of 
character. The exclusive chaining of 
the human mind to one employment, 
even though that employnicut is of 
the most intellectual kind, as the du¬ 
ties of the lawyer, the statesman, the 
physician, or the divine, speedily con¬ 
tracts the understanding, narrows the 
interest, circumscribes the field of en¬ 
joyment, and often hardens the heart. 
If this is the case, as undoubtedly it 
Is, with those who are exclusively im¬ 
mersed even in the learned professions, 
wliich require an exercise of thought, 
and can be foimded only on a long 
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and cultivated education, how much 
more must it be the case with those 
wliose occupation is purely mecliani- 
cal, and so trivial that it may be 
Icai’ued iu a few days—as twirling a 
film, twisting a cotton, dabbing a 
plate, or draw'ing a clotli out of a vat? 
Such operati\ es arc exposed, at every 
period of their lives, to the greatest 
evils which cun debase huinauUy— 
uncertainty of subsistence and mono- 
ton}'of occupation. Their work is so 
simple, that any one can learn it iu a 
few days—therefore they are exposed 
to competition with the w-liole la¬ 
bouring classes of tiic community;—it 
is so uniform, that it neither requires, 
nor is compatible witli, intellectual 
elevation— therefore it is speedily 
made, by the eliect of competition for 
such simple employment, to engross 
their whole time. Mental iinprovc- 
meut, moral or religious cultivation, 
arc scarcely possible to any but the 
strongest minds united to the strong¬ 
est bodies, iu the civcumslauces to 
wliich the working classes, under such 
a system, are s]>eedily rcdiici'd. Ji' 
any one doubts this, let him dig, or 
hoe, or walk along the road, or trun¬ 
dle a hoop, or bear a fowling-piece 
fur twelve hours a-day wilhout inter¬ 
mission, save at breakfast and dinner, 
and then see with what a])])ctite he 
can take to moral or intellectual im¬ 
provement when he comes in at night. 

It is the deplorable clTcct of sucli a 
stateof things, tliat it tends not merely 
to perpetuate, but increase, the very 
evils from which it has arisen, and 
reduce the working classes to that 
state, wherein extrication from them 
is next to impossible. Under the 
pressure of tlie ceaseless desire to 
cheapen iwoductiou and diminish the 
cost of manufacture, young jicrsons of 
both sexes are huddled together into 
mills and factories, at so early a period 
of life that they are scarcely tit to 
leave the nursery. It has recently 
been found necessary to introduce a 
special statute to prohibit children 
being employed iu print-fields iu 
England under ciifht years of age. 
They are so because they can at 
once earn sixpence or cightpcnce 
a-day by standing beside a wheel, 
or watching a film of cotton which 
is discharged out of a machine; 
and this cheap and infautipc labour 
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irf equally attractive to the parents, 
wh6 thus discover in their offspring a 
aonrcc of income instead of a burden— 
and the manufacturer, who finds his 
work done by little docile labourers, 
too weak to engage in a strike, and 
yet strong enough to do the work. 
No exertion of strength is required, 
at least none at any one moment, in 
many of these occupations—thougli 
the work, when long continued, is to 
the last degree exhausting; the steam- 
engine lifts all the weights and fur¬ 
nishes all the power. Thus there is, 
from tlic necessities and interests of 
all concerned, a constant demand for 
juvenile labour; aud this demand 
speedily produces its own sujiply, by 
promoting early marriages, or foster¬ 
ing a swarm of bastards among per¬ 
sons thus tlirown together, at tlie pe¬ 
riod of life when the passions arc the 
strongest, witli a total so]>aralion at all 
times, save bed-time, from tliat only 
school of virtue, the parental home. 

INJoral and intelloctiial cultivation 
is, (iod be imiised, not rendered im¬ 
possible in the more superior aud in¬ 
dustrious of the manufacturing opera¬ 
tives ; but it may be doubted whether 
the species of literature which is in 
general presented to them, and un- 
hapiuly proves most attractive, eitiicr 
strengthens their minds, or improves 
their haj)piness. Exciting novels, 
such as tliose of A’^ictor Hugo, Janin, 
Sue, and otliers of that class; highly 
w rought pictures of the manners and 
\ ices of liigh life ; horrible stories of 
seduction, murder, and suicide, such 
as eomi)osc so large a part of tlic 
modern romance school of France ;— 
arc most sure of circulation among 
the working classes of great towns, 
because they at onec intorost and 
excite the imagination. 'I'lioy arc 
read to the extent, and for the reason, 
tliat no\ cls are so generally devoured 
by the j'oimg, the imaginative, and 
the indolent of botli sexes in the 
higher ranks. The poor operatives, 
however, have an excuse for the ex¬ 
clusive reading of such exciting in¬ 
anities, which does not belong to tlieir 
higher fcUow'-eitizcns; they are so 
W'orn out by long-continued toil, that 
they arc unable to hear the fatigue of 
any kind of reading which requires 
application or rdiection. Some, no 
doubt, are improved by works of a 


more elevated class, w*hich they con¬ 
trive to purchase out of their savings, 
and to devour during the brief period 
allowed them betweeji labour and re¬ 
pose. But their number is very small 
in comparison of the whole, as is de¬ 
cisively proved by the limited number 
of booksellers’ shops in the manufac¬ 
turing towns, compared to thosew hicU 
supply the means of sensual enjoy¬ 
ment. It is seldom in such cities you 
w'ill find one bookseller’s shop for an 
hundred where beer or spirits are re¬ 
tailed. Many even of those who read 
arc rather injured than improved, both ’ 
in their habits and their happiness, by 
the mental cultivation they receive. 
They contract exaggerated ideas of the 
enjoyment of riches, and the avenues 
to distinction, which may be opened 
by iiitelh'ctual effort; they become 
dissatisfied wdtb the station in the 
w orld w'bieh lb*ovidence has assigned 
them; they strive to exchange bodily 
for intellectual toil \ and in the vain 
atteini)t to exchange their lot for a 
better one, numbers are precipitated 
into (iilliculties, crimes, and ruin. 

The social organization of trades in 
all the European cities during the 
middle ages, wa.s cinincntlv favour- 
able to the w'orking classes; aud it 
perhaps the greatest calamity thatever 
befell tlicm, that, in the madness of 
democratic ambition, they united with 
the master employers to }aiU down 
those institutions. When each craft 
was organized in a little republic of 
its own, with its office-bearers, stated 
meetings, funds for the indigent, and 
exclusive privileges, a grailatiou of 
ranks was created amidst the poor— 
a little aristocracy of industry, which 
often [u'oved itself capable of contend¬ 
ing with tlic" proudest aristocracy of 
land or riches. The poor wen; not 
left alone; the*wrongs of individuals 
wxre taken up by their craft; joint 
measures for the. common behoof 
w'cre pursued ; the dreadful feeling of 
isolation in the midst of a crowd 
w'as unknown ; all were enrolled un¬ 
der some banner, or entered with 
some craft. Thus every one felt him¬ 
self in a fixed and definite place in 
society ; he had privileges and advan¬ 
tages of a tangible kind to forfeit by 
losing it. But when exclusive privi¬ 
leges, crafts, and incorporations, were 
abolished, amidst cries of joy aud 
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shouts of triumph from the whole 
popular party all over the world, 
these iuestimahlc blessings M ere lost. 
The poor became a mixed indiscrimi¬ 
nate multitude, having no more cohe¬ 
rence or ]iower of resistance than a 
ro]>c of sand. Tliey degcmcrated into 
a huge assembly of private soldiers 
without officers, incapable cither of 
orgaiiizipg any thing for their oavu 
durable benefit, or of resisting the 
progressive encroachments of capital, 
machinery, and competition, on the 
sole domain loft tliem—the M iiges of 
their labour. Universally it has been 
found, that, upon the abolition of in¬ 
corporations and crafts, the condition 
of the Morhing classes has rapidly 
and fearfully changed for the -worse. 
Q'lic principle of free competition—of 
breaking down all barriers—alloM ing 
every one to clboM' his neighbour out 
of employment, and bringing overv 
thing down to the loM'Cst and eheaitest 
level—has tended only to h)M'er the 
wages of labour, and aggravate the 
insecurity of the ]>oor. N(t one has a 
iixed or permanent station : t‘veiy 
thing is done for days’ or Meeks’ 
■wages ; and the i)eiialty o|‘ dismissal 
is destitution, famine, and a liiigeiing 
death, lienee the constant complaint 
now on the part of the poor, that they 
canutd get work ; and the prodigious 
multitude of the louest ehr-s mIio aye 
constantly moving about, seeking in 
one situation that emidoymoiit the}' 
Itave lost in another. Tliis, however, 
is of all things the most fatal to their 
habits, character, and pros[Jccfs; they 
get among ]K*opie to Mhoin they are 
total strangers, m'Iio regard them Avilh 
aversion as intruders, and are neitlun* 
inclined to relieve their distresses, nor 
to facilitate their advance in the 
world. The most ppwerful check, 
next to religion, on human conduct— 
tJic opiition of friends —is lost ou tlic 
very class who stand most in iu‘(hI of 
its control. Obscurity scn*ens immo¬ 
rality from detection ; nundjei-s shel¬ 
ter crime from puiashineut. The 
temptations* to vice multiply, while 
the barriers against it are cut aAvay. 
TIjo T(^)Uy g<H)d poor are invariably 
stationary; moving about is as fatal 
to tludr hubits us it is to those of chil¬ 
dren. The free eirculatioTi of labour^ 
of which we hear so much from mas¬ 
ter employers and the Chremutists, is 


often an advantage with a view to the 
creation of wealth, or the sudden com¬ 
pletion of great undertakings: con¬ 
sidered with reference to national mo¬ 
rals, happiness, and ultimate safety, it 
is one of the greatest curses which can 
befall a pco})le. 

It is a sense of the evils arising from 
this feeling of isolation amidst multi¬ 
tudes, ami the experienced inability of 
the iioor, all struggling against each 
(Ulicr for subsistence, to resist the jn'o- 
gn‘ssivt‘ decline of their wages till they 
reach the loM'Cst point eoiisisteiit Avith 
the support of existence, Avhieh has 
made the Avorking classes in France 
and England ol' late years so generally 
embrace, and make such incredible ef¬ 
forts to support, tra{lcs'-unions. They 
have endeavoured, in so doing, to re¬ 
gain that organization of cralls in 
separate classes and bodies, Avliicli Avas 
overturned amidst the shouts of tri¬ 
umph consequent on the Fnaich lle- 
voUiliou. l>ut tliis atlemjit, so far 
from palliating the existing evils, has 
had the greatest iiossilile teiuleney to 
aggravate, them ; for it iias too oftem 
ve.-'ted irresponsible poMcr in hands 
Avhull}' nnlU to Avield it. Ferluips the 
greatest, llu^ most a\ ido-sjjiead, th(‘ 
most acute siilfeving endured bv the 
lab(Miring poor in Llreat Eritain du¬ 
ring the list thirty }oars, has arisen 
from ,?lrikes, Nolliing has teauled so 
strongly to shake, society to its centre; 
to arraA thcAvorkiug classes against 
tlieir eiiqjloyers; to spread habits of 
recklessness, vLoleuce, and inipnt\i- 
denee among them, and alienate their 
natural supporters from them by the 
frightful cj’imcs to wldeh llicv have 
given rise. Foresight, industry, rcgii- 
iarity of ecmdiiet, frugality, saving 
liabiis—those jninu* guardians of 
humble virtue—are out of the ([uestioii 
Avheii men arc stdijcctcd to the tyranny 
of tlu^se dreadful, jiopidarly elected 
despots. The last and only pos- 
scs^i(^n left to the ffoor—their OAvn 
labour—is liable to bo reft from them 
by tlic imperious commands of an ipi- 
knoAvii and irresponsible committee; 
which, elevated to importance by the 
public distress, uses every means to 
prolong it, by preventing a return to 
habits of regular industry. The sutFer- 
ing produced by the compulsory ces¬ 
sation from labour which these com¬ 
mittees conunaiid, often for an in- 
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credibly long period, never could be 
borne but by men inflamed by the 
spirit of party, and contending for 
•what they ignorantly deem their best 
interests. Jt equals all that wc read 
of in heroic besieged towns, enduring 
the extremities of famine before they 
submit to the besieg<‘rs. The Com¬ 
mittee of Tublic yalvatioii was often 
shaken by a scarcity of provisions 
in the capital, and never failed to 
tremble at the forests of pikes which, 
when want became severe, issued 
from the Faubourg St Antoine ; but a 
trades’-union eommittec biiecccds in 
compelling men, by threats of the 
torch and the dagger, to remain in 
idleness for months together, and suv- 
rcndtT their birthright and inhevitatie(‘, 
the support of themselves, the food of 
their eluldren, to tli(! conimamls of an 
unknown imwer, wliich retains them 
in the agonies of want till suil'ei ing 
iiatur(! eaii no longer endure. Tiie 
actual sufleringresultnig from tliisun- 
])ara!!eled tyranny, while it e.oiitiiiues, 
is the least of its evils. A far gieater, 
because moredurable and irremediable 

calamiiv, is to be found in the de- 
« * 

inorali/ing of the ])oor, by depriving 
them of oeenpatioii. and (li\idiiig 
society, by arraying >\hole classes 
against each otlnu*. 

Industry, duringthc fend-d ages, was 
often expo.M'd to the most ruthless 
violence from the hand ol ))Ower, and 
men jtossessed searee any security 
against the oeeasioiial o]>pres.sioii of 
arbiliary inonarelis, or the savage de¬ 
vastation of martial ineiirsions. l!iU 
great ns these political e^iI3 were, 
it may be doubted whether they oc¬ 
casioned, in the long run, so serious an 
invasion on hiunaii liUppincss and the 
s])rings of human Airlue, as llio .sorod 
€e//s, which, on the eessiitiou of tln-se, 
political disorders, have, unobserved, 
insinuated themselves through society. 
The annals of the middle ages arc 
filled with the most licart-rcnding 
accounts of the outbroakg of savage 
violence to which the people were 
siibjeete<l; and it appears impossible 
that society could ever have recovcrc<l 
the dreadful devastation to which it 
was frequently exposed. Yet it in¬ 
variably did recover, and that, too, in 
an incredibly short space of time. 
The (/I’usades were tlie overflow of 
the fuU nations of Europe, after two 


centuries of that apparently withering 
hostility. We read of no such resur¬ 
rection of national strength in Homo 
under the emperors after the devasta¬ 
tions of the barbarians began ; nor do 
w'e hear of any such after the opju’cs- 
sioii of the pachas and agas in 'J’ur- 
key and Persia at this time. Super¬ 
ficial writers c\])laiti this by saying, 
these nations are in their decline, and 
the (iolhic nations, during the feudal 
ages, were in tlieir youth. Hut the 
human lace is, in all ages, equally 
young , there are an equal number of 
young men in iM*o]K)rtion to the popu¬ 
lation in every c(nmtry and in every 
age. 'J'lic reason of the ditierence is, 
that social evils have arisen in the one. 
case which were unknown in the other 
—they have s]iread and difl'used tlieir 
baneful iiilhienee. 

The feudal institutions, amidst all 
their w'luil (►! ]ivotcetion against jmli- 
tieal \ioleiu e or external oiqiresbion, 
had one admirable quality, which en¬ 
abled society to bear up and advance 
under all these aceumulatcd evils. 
Tiicy conferred power and influence 
at home, on those only who were 
iiiterestnf in the w elfare of the jH’ople. 
'file fiaulal baron, at tlu* luuid oi his 
armed folluwers,w as doubtless always 
ready, at the summons of his sove¬ 
reign, toperlbnu hi^ti^’ty days’ military 
service, or, at the call of an injured 
elaiisman, to make an inroad into the 
territories of a neighbouring but hos¬ 
tile feudatory; hut when he did so, 
he had nothing to dejiend upon but 
liis own retaiiier.s, sorts, or Ibllovvers. 
If they were depressed, starving, 
alienated, or lukewarm, he w^as lost; 
he was defeated in tlic field, and 
speedily besieged hihislastsfrongliold. 
d ims, the most Aahiable clement w'as 
universally (^^lh^cd over society; vi/, 
a sense of mutual deiieudcuco, and of 
the benelit each derived from the 
prosperity of his neighbours. If tho 
baron was weak or unsup])orted, his 
vassals were liablt^ to be plundered, 
liis serfs fomid themselves without 
bread. If the vassals w'crc oppressed, 
the baron was undone: instead of a 
formidable airay of stout men-at- 
arms, sturdy archers, and gallant spear¬ 
men, to<Iefeiid his domains, he found 
himself followed only hy a wx'ak 
and feeble aiTay, giving awful evi¬ 
dence, in the decisive moment, of the 
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ruinous effects of Ins disorderly or 
tyrannical goveniment* Even-the serfs 
were bound up with the prosperity of 
the little community. If they were 
weakened by bad usage, or driven from 
the domain bycnieity, the fields were 
nntilled, the swine unherded, the baron 
and vassals without bread. Thus it 
was the interest of all to stand by, pro¬ 
tect, aiidspare each other. Eachfeltthe 
consequences of the neglect of these 
social duties, in immediate, and often 
irreparable injury to himself. It was 
this experienced necessity of mutual 
forbearance and support, which was 
the mainspring of social improve¬ 
ment during the feudal ages, and 
enabled society so quickly to repair 
the chasm produced by the dreadful 
political evils to which it was occa¬ 
sionally exposed. Its spring of im¬ 
provement and happiness was within 
—its evils were without. Wo often 
read, in the annals of those times, of 
the unbounded plunder and devasta¬ 
tion exercised by armed viohmee 
upon pacific industry, and tlie great 
fortunes sometimes amassed by the 
robber chivalry, by such predatory 
incursions.—That is the most decisive 
proof of the presence of political, and 
the absence, of social evils. Tiic peo- 
})lc must have been previously i)ro- 
tcctcd and prosperous, or they could 
not have been worth plundeiing. The 
annals of these times will transmit no 
account of fortunes made by pillaging 
or taxing the cotters of Ireland, 
the weavers of Paisley, or the cotton- 
piecers of Manchester. 

WJiat rendered tlie feudal system in 
the end insupportable, was the change 
of manners, strengthening of goveni- 
inent, arttl cessation of private wars, 
which left its evils, and took away its 
blessings. When the baron lived in 
rude plenty on his estafe, surrounded 
b}" his followers, respected by his vas¬ 
sals, feared by his neighbours, his 
presence was a benefit, Ids protec¬ 
tion a blessing. But when the cen¬ 
tral government had acquired such 
strength as to have stopped private 
warfare; when standing armies had 
come to supersede the tumultuary 
feudal array, and the thimt for lux¬ 
ury or office had attracted the nobles 
to the capital, these blessings were at 
an end. The advantages of the feu¬ 
dal system had ceased with the re¬ 


moval of the evils it went so far to 
alleviate ; its burdens and restrictions 
remained, and wore felt as an insup¬ 
portable restraint, without any cor¬ 
responding benefit on tlie rising in¬ 
dustry of the people. The seigneur 
no longer was seen either at the cha¬ 
teau or in the village. In his stead 
the bailiff made half-yearly visits to 
exact the rent or feudal services from 
vassals, whose prosperity had ceased 
to be any object either of interest or 
solicitude to their lord. Whether 
they were rich or poor, happy or mi¬ 
serable, contented or repining, was 
immaterial to him after he liad ceased 
to reside in Ids castle, and to be pro¬ 
tected by Ids armed vassals. The 
one thing needful was to ]iay their 
rents, or perform their services, to 
maintain his extravagances; ami these 
were accordingly exacted with merci¬ 
less severity, Tlicncc tlic general op¬ 
pression of the poor, and universal 
outcry against the system, which 
produced the French lievoJiition. 

The powerful central goverumeut, 
regular taxation, and large standing 
armies of modern Europe, have re¬ 
moved the chief political evils which 
were at times felt >vith sucli dreadful 
severity during the ndddle ages ; but 
have tiiey not introduced social evils 
of a still more pernicious and irre¬ 
trievable character? Frivato wars 
have disappeared; wo no longer hear 
of chateaux burnt, fields ravaged, or 
s(‘rfs massacred, in pursuance of the 
deadly feuds of hostile barons. War 
has become a separate profession ; 
inilitaiy service is no longer required 
from the rural tenants; the undivided 
attention of iudu-stry is permitted to 
be directed to pacific pursuits. The 
ravages of liostility, and tlie destruc¬ 
tion of conquest, have been diminished 
in amount, and greatly alleviated in 
severity. Taxes levied onlhe whole 
community, have superseded the ne¬ 
cessity, save in extreme cases, of ruin¬ 
ous exactions from individuals; w'ar 
is often felt rather as a stimulus to 
industry by its expenditure, than a 
blight to it from its contributions. It is 
the iufiuence of these circumstances, 
joined to the protection of a regular 
government, and the unbounded sti¬ 
mulus of general freedom, which have 
given so marvellous an impulse to the 
prosperity of modem Europe, andreii- 
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dercd the British Empire in particu¬ 
lar, where their fostering tendency 
has been most strongly felt, the ad¬ 
miration, the terror, and the envy of 
the world. 

But in lien of the political oppres¬ 
sion and military exactions which, in 
former days, ■were felt as so disastrous, 
a host of social evils have sprung 
up, and arc rapidly spreading their 
baneful intiuonce through every class 
of society, to such an extent as to 
render it doubtful whether their effect 
will not ultimately be to uproot so- 
<*,iety, and destroy the whole states of 
modern lilurope. These effects have 
taken place amidst general peace and 
apparent general prosperity; at a 
time when wealth was accunmhiting 
with unheard-of rapidity, and kiio\\- 
Icdgc was diffused to an unprecedent¬ 
ed extent. Law was regiilavly admi¬ 
nistered ; illegal acts generally check¬ 
ed; foreign hostility averted; domestic 
oppression removed, or softened. 
’’I’he (dircmatists were in exultation; 
production was every day becoming 
clicaper; exports and iin])orts in con¬ 
sequence increasing; and all the ex¬ 
ternal symptoms of the highest pros¬ 
perity, according to tlie doctrine of 
the trealth of nations, in the most 
nourishing state. But all these bless¬ 
ings *havc been neutralized, aiul a 
large portion of the community pre- 
eipltatcd into the most woful degra¬ 
dation, by the operation of the very 
eauscs which have produced this vast 
increase of wealth, and its astonishing 
accumulation in the hands of the com¬ 
mercial community. The incessant 
efforts to lessen the cost of produc¬ 
tion have beat down the wages of 
labour, in many dei»artments, to the 
lowest point; the strenuous exertions 
made to facilitate cheaper importa¬ 
tion, have reduced the remuneration 
of domestic industry to the lowest 
point consistent with its existence. 
Incredible have been the efforts made 
by all classes to counterbalance by 
additional industry this disastrous 
progress ; but the only effect of these 
efforts has been to augment the evil 
C/Oniplained of, by increasing tlie neces¬ 
sity for exertion, and auginentirig the 
mass of productions with which society 
is flooded. Production in every line has 
come, in ordinary times, to outstrip 
consumption. Machinery has ttuad- 
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riiplcd its pow^r; gorged markets are 
constantly complained of as depriving 
industry of its just, and often of any 
reward at all. Society has become a 
great gambling-house, in which co¬ 
lossal fortunes are made by a few, 
and the great majority are turned 
adrift penniless, friendless, to desti¬ 
tution, ruin, or suicide. The con¬ 
dition of a considerable ijortion of 
the working-classes has, in this ter¬ 
rible strife, genei-ally been wofully 
changed for the worse. Brief periods 
of high prices, which induce habits 
of extravagance among them, arc suc¬ 
ceeded by long seasons of distress, 
wliich spread the reality of woe. In 
the desperate effort made to extend 
the foreign market, by cheapening 
j)rodiiction, nearly all the kindly rela¬ 
tions of life have been snapped asun¬ 
der. The oi)crative is unknown to the 
ina3tcr-emplo5'er ; he is turned off at 
a moment's warning into a cold Avorld, 
in Avhich he can find no other employ¬ 
ment. The tenant is too often un¬ 
known to the landlord ; or, at least, 
strangers are constantly brought on 
the land. The labourer, even, is un- 
knoAvn to the fanner; ids place can 
always be supplied by a stranger, 
ready, probably, to work for less wages, 
because in greater distress. Every 
thing is put up to auction, and sold 
the highest bidder. Labour only is 
awarded to the lowc'^t. 

A nation which lias surrendered its 
government to the commercial classes, 
and at tlui .same time has a large 
po])idation and considerable territo¬ 
rial possessions, cannot fail to incur 
ruin if their rule is long continued. 
The reason is, tliat their interest is 
adverse to that of the most numerous, 
important, and valuable classes of 
society; and tlrcy never cease to pro¬ 
secute that interest till they have de¬ 
stroyed them. To import largely is 
for their interest; therefore, tliey pro¬ 
mote all measures tending to favour 
the introduction of foreign produc¬ 
tions, though their effect must be to 
depress, and in the end extinguish, 
native industry. They would have 
tlie people pay for those imports by 
enlarged exports; in other words, 
they would cdhvert society iuto 
a mere appendage of the trading 
classes. To enlarge these exports, 
they make the mo.st strenuous effort 
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bit eVbry possible way to cheapen 
production—that is, to lower the 
wages of labour. Their idea of a 
perfect society is one in which the 
labouring classes aie reduced to the 
rank of mere attendants on tpachines, 
because that is the cheapest form of 
pi*odactiou. They would have them 
attend on these machines at sixpence 
or ninepcncc a-day, live chietiy on 
potatoes, and eat no bread but what 
is imported in foreign vessels, and 
from foreign countries, because they 
are cheaper than their own. In this 
way both exports and imports would 
be elevated to the highest pitch; for 
the main part of the ziational food 
would figure in the imports, and the 
main part of national labour in the 
exports. Mercantile business would 
come to supersede every other—it alone 
would be attended with any profit. 
Meanwhile, domestic industry would 
languish and decline—the home mar¬ 
ket would be destroyed—the rural 
population, the main stay of a nation, 
gi-adually withered away and wasted. 
Poverty and misery >vould weaken 
and alienate the working classes; and, 
amidst a constant increase of exports 
and imports, and gi'owth of commer¬ 
cial wealth, the nation would be de¬ 
stroyed. 

This is no imaginaiy picture. The 
ruin of the Komau euipire in ancient, 
the desolation of tlic Campagna of 
Romo in modern times, ai’C perma¬ 
nent proofs of its reality. 

It is generally said that slavciy was 
the devouring cancer which destroyed 
the Roman Empire, and tliencc it is 
concluded by the Chvematists that, 
as M e have no slaves, we can never 
be ruined like them. They forget 
that the reality of slavery may exist, 
and its evils remain, although itsfiame 
has been expunged ft’om the statute 
book. It is always to be recollected 
that slavery existed to just as gvpat 
an extent in the most nourishing as 
in the decaying periods of the Roman 
dominion—in the days of Scipio and 
Ca*sar, as in those of Constantine or 
Honorius. Cato was a great dealer 
in slaves* He was especially careful 
to sell his slaves when they became 
old^ lest, when worii out, they should 
become chargeable, republic was 
brought to the brink of ruin an hun- 
years before the birth of Clirist 
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by the Servile War; yet, with that 
devouring cancer in its intestines, it 
afterwards conj[uercd the world. It 
was not slavery, but the combination 
of slaA-ery with free-trade and vast 
patrician and commercial wealth, 
which really brought ruin on the an¬ 
cient M^orld, Verumque confiten- 
tibus,” says Pliny, “ latifundia perdU 
dere Italiam : jam vero et proviucia.s.'’ 
It was the accumulation of patrician 
revenue and commercial wealth in the. 
capital, when the provinces wore cul¬ 
tivated only by slaves, and the gin- 
dual extinction of Italian agiiculturii 
by the introduction of Egyptian ami 
Lybiaii grain, Mhci*e it could be raised 
cheaper than in the Italian fields, be¬ 
cause money was less plentiful in the 
impoverished extremities than, in the 
gorged centre of the Empire, which 
was the real cause of its ruin. The 
free race of Italian cultivators, the 
strength of the legions, disappeared 
before the fleets which M'aftcd cheaj* 
grain from the bauks of the Nile and 
the shores of Africa to the Tiber. 
I’hcnco the impoverishing of the small 
freeholders — the buyiug up of all 
small freeholds by the great fami¬ 
lies—the extinction of grain culture 
in Italy—the managing of the huge 
estates into which the country M as 
parcelled, in pasture cultivation, by 
means of slaves—the disappearance 
of Italian free-husbandmen—and the 
ruin of the Empii'C. So rich was 
capital when it fell, that Ammiainis 
Mai-cellinus has recorded, that when 
Alaric appeared before i^mc, it con¬ 
tained willdn its M'alls seventeen hun¬ 
dred and fifty gi*cat families, many 
of Mdiom had estates, almost entire! v 
in pasturage, Mdiich yielded them M'hat 
was equivalent, in English money, lo 
one hundi'cd and sixty thousand 
pounds sterling of yearly rent. 

To the same cause is tp be ascribed 
the continued desolation of the Cam¬ 
pagna of Rome hi modern tinn^s. 
Slavery has disappeared; but the 
curse of an unlimited and extraordinai y 
supply of foreign grain to the Tiber 
still continues, and cliains the proprie¬ 
tors of the Agro Jlomano to pasturage • 
as the only means of profitable culti¬ 
vation. Travellers arc never ^veary 
of expressing their astonishment at 
the desolation which comes up to the 
very gates of Rome, os of Coustanti 
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nople; but a very simple cause ex¬ 
plains it in botb. It is more profitable 
to keep the land in i^sturagc than to 
lay it out in grain cultivation, by rea¬ 
son of the deluge of foreign grain raised 
in semi-barbarous countries, with 
which the capital is flooded. From 
official documents laid before the Pa¬ 
pal Government, which made the most 
anxious and minute enquiries into this 
subject, it appears that 8000 crowns 
laid out in agriculture in the Cam- 
pagna of Rome, at the prices of Romo, 
would bring in a })rotit of only liO 
crowns a-ycar; while the same sum 
laid out on pasturage of sheep on the 
same laud, would bring in 107iicro^>'ns, 
It is not suiprisiug, in these circum¬ 
stances, that the Campagua remains in 
grass/ 

Tlie cause of this cxti’aordinary slate 
of things is to be found, not in any 
peculiar adaptation of the Campagua 
to grass cultivation; for the laud is, 
generally, of the most extraordinary 
fertility, and in former times, in the 
infancy of Rome,* litcj’ally speaking 

every rood had its man.’’ The cause, 
and the sole cause, is to be found in 
the constant low price of grain in the 
capital, and the purchase of the whole 
its supphj from foreign states. The 
Papal Government inherited from its 
Imperial predecessor the habit, and 
the necessity, of making ])criodical 
distributions of grain, at a cheap rate, 
to the people.' Tlie people inherited, 
from the lazy successors of the con¬ 
querors of the world, the habit of 
looking to the public stores for cheap 
distributions of food, as those of Paris 
did during the Revolution. Goveni- 
ment, elective, weak, without any 
armed force, and in the hands of 
priests, had not courage to incur the 
present hazard consequent on a de¬ 
parture from this ruinous system ; and 
they bought their grain, of course, 
where they could get it cheapest—in 
Egypt, Odessa, and the Levant. The 
banks of the Volga are to modern, 
what those of the Nile were to ancient 
Rome. The Campagua has been chained 
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to sterility and desolation by tlie sam« 
cause in moderti as in ancient times— 
under the Popes as the Emperors. So 
far has this evil gone, that in 1797, 
when the Papal Government was 
overturned by the French, the Cam 
A nmnaria of the Apostolic Chamber, 
or Boai d of Public Subsistence, ex¬ 
hibited a deficit of 8,293,000 crowns, 
(£045,000,) incuiTcd in retailing bread 
to the people clioapcr than they could 
purchase it even in the cheapest 
foreign markets.t 

The Campagua of Rome is the gi*eat 
type of tlie state to which tlie doctrine 
of file Chreirfatists would reduce the 
states of modem Europe. Agi'icul- 
ture, ruined by the perpetual curse of 
foreign importation; urban industry 
alone flourishing by the stimulus of 
foreign export; vast fortunes accti- 
mulatcd in tlio hands of a few mer¬ 
chants and great proprietors; con¬ 
stant distress among the labouring 
poor ; all the symptoms of prosperity 
in tlie cities—all the marks of decay 
in the country; luxury the most un¬ 
bounded, side by side with penury the 
most lunching; an overflow of wealth 
Avhich cannot find employment, in one 
class of society ; a mass of destitution 
that seeks in vain for work, in another; 
a middle class daily diminishing in 
mimber and declining in importance, 
between the two extremes; and go¬ 
vernment, under the influence of 
popular institutions, yielding to all 
the demands of the ojiulcnt class, be¬ 
cause it gives money : and deaf to all 
the cries of the impoverished, because 
they can only ask for bread. The 
name of slaveiy is indeed abolished in 
WesternEuropc, but is its reality, are 
its evils, not present ? Have we not 
retained its fetters, its restraints, its 
degradations, -vfitbout its obligation to- 
support ? Arc not tlu' English factory 
children often practically in a worse 
servitude than in the Eastern harem? 
If the men are not “ ascripti glebse,’' 
are they not “ ascripti 7nolinis ac mr- 
honariis AVhat trade can a factory 
girl or coal-mine child take to, if thrown 
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out of employment? The master 
cannot flog them, or bring them back 
by force to hia workshop. Miglity 
difference! lie can starve them if 
they leave it: ho chains them to their 
i«iulls by the invincible bond of neccs- 
;^ity. They have the evils of slavery 
without its advantages. Can, or ought, 
■such a state of things long continue? 
Whether this is descriptive of the 
state of society in France and Eng¬ 
land, let those determine who are 
familiar with the people of eitlier of 
these countries. 

Such arc Sismondi’s political views, 
which arc enforced in tlie volumes 
before us by a vast array of histo¬ 
rical and statistical facts, which, as 
w'ell as the deservedly acknowledged 
talent and character of the ■writer, 
entitle them to the highest respect, 
und render them of the deepest inte¬ 
rest. 'J'hut they arc “ important il‘ 
true,” as the Americans say, no one 
■^vill deny : that they arc of immediate 
and pressing application to the state 
of society in the Eritish islands, none 
acquainted with it, cs])CciaUy in the 
manufacturing districts, will be so bold 
as to dispute. We have deemed it 
best to give an abstract of his opinions 
and principles in a condensed form, in 
preference to <iiioting individual pas¬ 
sages, because he expands his ideas 
so much, that the latter course wouhl 
liavc enabled us to give only a limited 
number of hia views. Thos(5 w^ho ■will 
take the trouble to turn to the ori¬ 
ginal volumes, w'lll find every sentence 
in the preceding abstract enforced and 
illustrated at lea^t a dozen times in 
this most able and original w’ork. 
That we consider his ideas as in the 
main just, and his anticipations too 
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likely to prove well-founded, may be 
inferred from the pains we have taken 
to form a digesi of them in the pre¬ 
ceding pages. We only hope that, 
thougli he possibly has not much ex¬ 
aggerated the social evils which now 
threaten society, he has not given 
their due weight to the many alleviat¬ 
ing or corrective causes which, in a 
free, religious, and moral community, 
are constantly called into activity 
w'hen society has come to require their 
operation. Sisinohdi says, thougli 
he lias been enlbrcing these principles 
for twenty years, he has found few 
converts to his opinion in France ; and 
that he docs not think he would have 
found one, if the English Parliament¬ 
ary Rejiorts had not aflbrded decisive 
ovideucc of the existence of many of 
these social evils amidst unbounded 
commercial prosperity and tlie high¬ 
est political poiver in Great Eritain. 
'flic social evils which destroyed Rome, 
he reminds us, were in full activity du¬ 
ring tlie eigiity years of tiie splendid, 
])acific, and wise rule of the Aiitoniiies ; 
the niosthappy, toextcrnal appearance, 
which the work! ever knew. Their bane¬ 
ful inllnenoe app(*arcd at once, w'hen 
political dangers commenced with the 
accession of Commodus. These doc¬ 
trines iw. not the less likely to be 
true that tiiey are contrary to general 
opinion, that they run counter to many 
important interests, that they are in¬ 
capable of present ajqdieation, that 
they arc adverse to the policy of the 
rulers of the state. Government rules 
men, but J^rovideucc rules govern¬ 
ment, and will in the end assert its 
supremacy, and right the moral evils 
of mankind, or juinish the sins of 
nations. 
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My First ^pec in the Biggleswades. 


MY FIRST SPEC IN THE BIGGLESWADES. 


My nnclc, Scipio Dodger, was one 
of the most extraordinary men of the 
age- Figure to yourself a short, stout, 
and rather pot-bellied individual, with 
keen eyes moving in a perpetual 
twinkle, a mouth marked at the cor¬ 
ners with innumerable tiny wrinkles, 
hair of the shortest and most fiirzy 
white, scant at the front, but gathered 
behind into a pig-tail about the size 
of a cigar ; and you have a fair full- 
length portrait of my avuncular rela¬ 
tive. My father, in early years, had 
married an American lady—I must 
own it—a. Pennsylvanian, and uncle 
Scipio W'as her brother. I w^as the 
only fruit of that union, and at an 
early age was left an oq)ltan in cir¬ 
cumstances of sudicient embarrass- 
ment, A mere accident saved me 
from being shipped off to America 
like a parcel of cotton goods. Uncle 
Sdp, who was left my guardian, 
had some transaction -wlach required 
his personal attendance at Liverpool. 
He set foot for tlie first time on the 
old country—calculated that it was 
an almighty fine location—guessed 
that a spry hand might do a good 
streak of business there ; and, in 
short, finally repudiated America, as 
coolly as America has since repudiated 
her engagements. He ivould settle 
down to no fixed trade or profession ; 
but, as he possessed a considerable 
capital, he entered into the field of 
speculation. Never, perhaps, was 
there a man better qualified by na¬ 
ture for success in that usually dan¬ 
gerous game. Ills powers and readi¬ 
ness of calculation were unequalled— 
liis information quite startling, from 
its extent and accuracy—Ins fore¬ 
sight, a gift like prophecy. I verily 
believe he never lost a single shilling 
in any one of the numerous schemes 
in which he was engaged; what he 
made, I have private reasons for 
keeping to myself. If the apostolic 
order against taking scrip is to be 
considered in a literal sense, Scipio 
was a frightful defaulter. He scam¬ 
pered out of one railway into another 
like a rabbit perambulating a w^aiTeu, 
and was the wonder of the brokers 
and the glory of the Stock Exchange. 


Men perverted his Roynan prefix, and 
knew him solely by the endearing ap¬ 
pellation of old Scripio. 

To me, who was his only living 
relative, Mr Dodger supplied the 
place of a parent. Ho placed me at 
school and college, gave me as good 
an education and liberal allowance as 
I n^qnired, and came down regularly 
once a-year to Scotland, to see how 1 
^vas getting on. Scripio, though he 
never failed to taunt the Scotch with 
their i>overty, wa.s, in reality, very 
partial to that nation ; ho had a high 
opinion of their ’cutencss and reputa¬ 
tion for driving a good bargain, and— 
somewhat incongniousl}’, for he w'as 
a thorough democrat—piqued himself 
on his connexion with my family, 
which >vas old enough in all con¬ 
science, but as poor, in my particular 
case, as if I had been the lineal de¬ 
scendant of Lazarus. In fact, all my 
Iiatriinony Avas the sum of a thousand 
pounds, firmly secured over land, and 
not available until I came of age—a 
circumstance which frequently elicited 
tornadoes of wrath from uncle Dodger, 
Avho swore that, if he had got the 
management of it, he could have mul¬ 
tiplied it tenfold. Subsequent events 
have convinced me that lie was per¬ 
fectly right. 

Be that as it may, I was ultimately 
called to the Scottish bar, and entered 
upon my profession wdth the same 
zeal, promptitude, and success, which 
arc exhibited by, and attend three- 
fourths of the unhappy young gen¬ 
tlemen w'ho select that school of juris- 
pnideiice. I appeared punctually in 
the Parliament House at nine, cra- 
vatted, wigged, and gowned, to a 
nicety ; took iny prescribed exorcise, 
of at least ten miles per diem^ on the 
boards; talked scandal with my 
brethren, (when we could get it,) and 
invented execrable jokes ; loun^d at 
stove and library; WTotc lampoons 
against the seniors ; and, in short, 
went through the whole curriculum 
expected from a rising votary of 
Themis. I followed tho law dili¬ 
gently, but, somehow or other, I 
coiiUl never overtake it. Tlie agents 
ill Edinburgh must be a remarkably 
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slow set, for they never would appre¬ 
ciate my merits. At the close of two 
years, a decree in absence, and a 
Claim in a multiplepoinding, remained 
the sole trophio%of my legal renown. 

One day I was surprised in my 
study by a visit from uncle Scripio, 
who had just arrived from Liveipooi. 
I was reading a novel (none of Jus- 
tinian’s) at the moment, and hastily 
shoved it into my desk. After the 
usual congratulations were over, the 
aged file took a rapid survey of the 
apartment, which fortunately was in 
tolerable order, glanced curiously at 
a pile of legal papers, procured—shall 
I confess it ?—^firom my friend Cotton, 
the eminent tobacconist of Prince’s 
Street, uttered a hem, in which incre¬ 
dulity seemed mingled with satisfac¬ 
tion, and then, having been supplied 
with a tumbler of sherry and ginger- 
beer—a compound which he particu¬ 
larly affected—he commenced the 
work of inquisition. 

** Well, Fred, my boy, how goes it ? 
Slick, eh ? Lots of clients coming in, 
I suppose ? You must be driving a 
pretty smart trade to judge by them 
’ere bundles.” 

‘\Pretty well; ” I replied, “ when 
my standing at the bar is considered, 
I have no great reason to complain.” 

The old fellow looked at me with 
so quizzical an expression, that I 
could hardly play the hypocrite 
longer. 

“ I’ll trouble yon for that packet,” 
he said ; and, remorselessly clutching 
a bundle made up with red tape to 
resemble a process, ho took out a 
written pleading, to which the sig¬ 
nature of a counsel, now ten years in 
the grave, was appended. 

“ What a devil of a time these 
lawsuits last I ” remarked Mr Dodger, 
unfolding another document. Worse 
and worse I It was the juvenile pro¬ 
duction of a judge in the Inner-House. 
I had notliing for it but to make a 
clean breast. 

“ The fact is, my dear itnclc,” said 
I, these papers are just part of the 
furniture of a lawyer’s room. It would 
uevei- do, you know, to have an empty 
if an agent should happen to 
come in \ but the real truth of the 
matter is, that the only agents I know 
are lads with as little business as my- 
sdf, who sometimes look in of an 
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evening to solace themselves with a 
cigar.” 

“ I know it, Fred—I knew it I ” 
said Scripio, rubbing his hands, as if 
he thought it a remarkably good joke; 
“ there are tricks in all trades, my 
boy, and the American blood will 
break out. But you can’t do for mo, 
though, you cunning young villain. 
Oh no! though you wanted to try it 
on.” And he chuckled as heartUy as 
any of Mr Dickens’ characters in the 
Christinas Carol. 

“ So you ar’n’t making a farthing, 
Freddy ?” ho resumed; “ I’m glad of 
it. You’ll never grease your coach- 
wheels here. Where’s the thousand 
pounds that were lent over the Inver- 
tumblcrs estate?” 

“ Mr Constat, the agent of old 
M*Alcohol, paid it to me about three 
months ago,” replied I, rather aston¬ 
ished at the question, which seemed to 
have no connexion with the former 
subject, “ I have put it into the Na¬ 
tional Bank.” 

“ Two per cent ? Pshaw—trash! ” 
said my uncle. “ Here, look at this; ” 
and he shoved a printed paper into 
my hands. 

It was headed, “ Prospectus of the 
Grand Union Biggleswade, Puddock- 
field, and Pcdlington Railway, in 
60,000 shares of £20 each. Deposit 
£l on each share.” If the lino had run 
through the garden of Eden, suppos¬ 
ing that place to have furnished a 
large passenger traflSc besides agri¬ 
cultural produce, with London at 
one terminus and Pekin at the 
other, the description could not have 
been more flattering than that which 
I perused. Nature seemed to have 
lavished all her blessings upon Big¬ 
gleswade, Puddoekfleld, and the coun¬ 
try thereunto adjacent; in short, I 
never recollect so flattering a picture, 
with one solitary exception drawn by 
ray friend Frizzle, who had stuck 
twenty pounds into some railway in a 
mineral district. “When wo recol¬ 
lect,said Bob in a burst of poetical 
frenzy, “ the enormous population of 
the district, the softness and genial¬ 
ity of the climate, and the fairy aspect 
of its scenery—when we think of the 
varied ti-affic which now chokes up 
the ordinary avenues of industry— 
when we estimate the inexhaustible 
beds of ore and minerals, absolutely 
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heaving themselves from the ground, 
as though to entreat the aid of man in 
adapting them to their proper desti¬ 
nation;—when we consider all these 
things, 1 say, and finally combine 
them together, fancy closes her aston¬ 
ished eyes, and even imagination 
swoons!” I will not say that the 
writer of the Biggleswade prospectus 
was as soaring a genius as Bob ; but 
he was quite enough of a Claude to 
seduce the investing public, I forget 
what amount of return he promised, 
but it was something hitherto unheai’d 
of, and my mouth watered as I read. 

“That’s the spec!” said my uncle 
Dodger. “ Sit down and write me an 
order for your thousand,” 

“ Eh, uncle—for the whole?” said 
I somewhat aghast. 

“Every sixpence. There—that will 
do,” and Mr Dodger disappeared with 
the cheque. 

To say the truth, I was not quite 
pleased with this proceeding; for 
although I had confidence in my 
uncle’s sagacity, it wa*i decidedly a 
serious thing to hazard one’s whole 
patrimony on a speculation which 
might, so far as I knew, be as vision¬ 
ary as the Aerial Machine. How¬ 
ever, my constitutional carelessness 
very speedily relieved me of ail 
anxiety. I went out to balls and 
steeple-chases as foimerl)’^, attended 
thellouse pro formdm the momings, 
and messed three times a-wcek with 
the cavalry at riershill. Tiie pace, 
indeed, was rather rapid, but then I 
had a strong constitution. 

For three or four weeks I saw little 
of my respected uncle. He liad— 
heaven knows how—got himself 
affiliated to one of the clubs, and sat 
half the day in the I'cading-room, por¬ 
ing over the Railway Journals and 
the Money-market article in the 
Times. He played whist of an even¬ 
ing on a system peculiar to himself, 
and levied a very fair contribution 
from the pockets of certain country 
gentlemen, who piqued themselves on 
understanding the antiquated tactics 
of Major A.; but never had the for¬ 
tune before to measiu'c trumps with 
an Ameri(^. On the whole, he ap¬ 
peared remai'kably comfortable and 
contented. 

One morning I was honom'ed with 
an early domiciliary visit. “Fred,” 


said my uncle, “ put up half-a-dozen 
shirts and a tooth-brush. We start for 
Liverpool this evening.” 

“ This evening!” said I in amaze¬ 
ment. “Impossible, my dear sirl 
Only reflect—the Session is not over 
3 "et, and what would become of my 
business if I were to levant without 
notice ? ” 

“I’ll insure all your losses for a 
pound-note. Tell them you’ve got 
business elsewhere: I daresay a good 
many of tlie old hands ai’o up to that 
trick already.” 

“ But my engagements”—persisted 
I. “There’s Mrs M‘Crinolino*s ball 
on Tuesday, aud Lady M‘Loup’s the 
week after—really, uncle, I don’t see 
how I can possibly get away.” 

“ Do you wish to make your for¬ 
tune, sir?” 

“ Undoubtedly.” 

“Then do as I bid you. Get up 
and shave, and in the mean time I’U 
look after breakfast.” 

There was nothing for it but obe¬ 
dience, so I rose and polisliod my 
outer man. !Mj’S cripio was apparently 
in high feather and digestion. He 
put the finishing stroke to what had 
once been a prize mutton ham, and 
dug as diligently into a pot of marma¬ 
lade as though he expected to find a 
layer of doubloons at the bottom. To 
my amazement, he dedicated his last 
cup of collee as a special bumper to 
the health of the Noble President of 
the Board of Trade. 

“What’s in the wind now?” 
thought 1. “ Uncle, have you any 
thing dependent before Pariiament ? 
Perhaps you want a junior counsel 
for a bill,” 

“Confound Parliament!” said the 
iiTCvcrcnt Columbian; “I don’t care 
a cent move fifr it than I do for Con, 
gress. Tlio Board of Trade’s the 
thing for my money! That’s your 
constitutional tribunal—close-fitting 
boxes and Bramah locks—no humbug 
there! ’Zooks, won’t we smash old 
Jobson after all!” and Scripio 
neighed like a Shetland pony at its 
first introduction to oats—all the 
while helping himself to t caulker gf 
genuine Glenlivat, 

We set oft’ in the afternoon accord¬ 
ingly, and next moi-ning arrived at 
Liverpool. Our stay there was very 
short. I was led captive to the Ex- 



553* . My First Spec in Hkt BiggUewades: 


change, and hurried into a stock- 
brokw’s office in an obscure alley 
behind. The Plutus of this den, nu 
old bald-pated gentleman, in a blue 
coat and drab terminations, staited 
ttp from his seat as we entered, with 
more manifestations of respect than 
would have welcomed the avatar of 
the Cham of Tartary, Two con¬ 
sumptive clerks looked up with awe 
as they heard their master pronounce 
the venerated name of Dodger. It 
was clear that my uncle was well- 
known and appreciated here—his 
mere patronymic acted as a species of 
talisman. 

We were conducted into an inner 


bold for the bill, and you'll make a 
good thing of it.” 

“ Weil, then,” said my uncle, 
“ that’s all, and we’re off. I’il write 
you from London about other matters. 
Good-day,”—and we sallied into the 
street,- 

“ Fred, you dog I ” said Mr Dod¬ 
ger in high glee, “ you’ve put your 
teeth into it this time,” 

“ Into what, sir?” asked I, very 
innocently. “ If you mean luncheon, 
I’m sure I should have no objec¬ 
tions.” 

“ Oh come! none of that humbug. 
I mean the Bigglcswades. There 
hasn’t been such a catch in Britain 


sanctum, where, having nothing else 
to do, I betook myself to the study of 
a map of England, where lines of 
railway already laid down in black, 
and projected ones in red, intci'sected 
the surface as^ closely as veins and 
arteries in an anatomical preparation. 
Mean time, the two seniors entered 
into a deep, and apparently interest¬ 
ing conversation, the purport of 
which I did not very clearly under¬ 
stand. 

* How’s Dgvers ? ” asked my uncle. 

Up. Forftj' to forty-two ex div,,” 
replied the broktjr. 

‘ Sell sixty. Bumpton Watfords ? ” 

‘ Rather better this morning,” 
‘Good!” said Scripio, evidently 
giatified by the amendment of the 
interesting convalescent. “What’s 
doing in the Slushpool Docks?” 

“ Heavy,” replied the broker. 
“There’s been a forced sale or two, 
but they won’t go up.” 

“ I should think not,” said Scripio. 
“Have you bought me these forty 
Jamaicas?” 

I started at the prodigality of the 
order. “ Heaven andeaVth!” thought 
I, “ can this undo of mine be a kind 
of occidental Aladdin? After this, I 
should not be surprised to hear him 
bid for Texas and the Oregon terri¬ 
tory ! ” 

“ I've got them,” said the broker 
quietly ; “ they are going up without 
steam. Have you got any Biggles¬ 
wade®? ” 

“ Yes,” said my uncle, “ what 
about them? No screw loose, eh? 
Sure to the standing orders, I 
hope?” 

“ All right,” said the broker, 


since the opening of the Coal-hill 
Junction.” 

“ I’m devilish glad to hear it," said 
I, with a vague kind of general impres¬ 
sion that I was going to make money, 
though I could not well tell how, and 
a fixed determination, since 1 liad got 
my teeth in, to take ns largo a bite as 
possible, though, with regard to the 
process of mastication, I was just as 
ignorant as a baby. That afternoon 
we set off for Wales, and next day 
arrived at one of the most extraordi¬ 
nary households, in the southern ex¬ 
tremity of tlie principality, which it 
ever was my fortune to visit. 

The house was large and spacious, 
indeed a masterpiece of architecture, 
and probably had been built in the 
lime of Charles the Second. It stood 
upon the slope of a hill, and immedi¬ 
ately below were a succession of ter¬ 
races, wdth walks of smooth green 
turf, and exotic shrubs, which in sum¬ 
mer must be most luxuriant. It was 
winter when I visited at Mervyn Hall, 
but, even then, the terraces were 
beantiful. Every tree and^pray wms 
coated with armour of clear crystalline 
ice, except the thick old yew-hedge at 
the bottom, which kept its coat of 
dark perennial green. The Hall com¬ 
manded the prospect of a large and 
fertile valley, diversified by wood and 
domain, tower and village spire; and 
in more than one place, a pillar of 
smoke, curling lazily upwards, marked 
the situation of a famous forge, or 
foundery. It was, in fact,i®ne of the 
groat iron districts, though you 
scarcely conld have believed so by 
day; but at night, fire after fire seemed 
to burst out all down the reach of tlio 



Talley; and probably years had gone 
by sinco the smallest of these was 
quenched. It is not often that nature 
lavishes her beauty and her wealth 
so prodigally upon the selfsame 

Uncle Scripio strode into the house 
with the air of a proprietor. I am 
not sure that he had not some inte^ 
rest in the concern,. for Mervyn Hall 
was a kind of mystery to the neigh¬ 
bours. Wo were shown into a hand¬ 
some apartment lined with black oak, 
where a regiment of cavaliers might 
have dined with both credit and satis¬ 
faction ; but times had altered, and 
the banqueting-hall was now put to 
dilfierent uses. On two sofas and a 
table lay a pile of maps and plans, 
sufiicient, according to my limited 
comprehension, for a survey of the 
whole world. Tlien there was an in¬ 
genious model of a suspension bridge, 
where a railway of white-painted cord 
spanned a valley of undulating putty, 
with a stream in the centre, which 
bore evident marks of being ravish¬ 
ed from a fractured looking-glass. 
Bundles of thick clumsy sticks—they 
might be instruments—with brass 
knobs at the top, like the morgen- 
stern of a Nonvegian watchman, were 
huddled into the comers. Tliere was 
a grievous hole in the centre of the 
carpet; and several but-ends of cigars 
scattered on the mantelpiece, showed 
mo very clearly that female domina¬ 
tion was not acknowledged by the in¬ 
habitants of Mervjm Hall. 

Our host, Mr Ginger, received us 
with great cordiality, and a flagon of 
superior ale: There are worse things 
under the skirts of riinlimmon than 
the ancient cwrw of the Cymry. In 
five minutes the two gentlemen were 
deep in the discussion of certain dis¬ 
puted gradients, and my jaws were 
on the very verge of dislocation, when 
uncle Scripio good-naturedly suggested 
that I might retire to another apart¬ 
ment. 

“ How many of the lads have you 
here just now, Ginger? I think 
Freddy had better step in and make 
their acquaintance.” 

Mr Ginger looked rather sour. 
“ There’s Gordon and Mackinnon 
working at the estimates, and William 
Cntts writing out the notices. I’m 
afraid they’ll bo distuibed.” 
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No fear of that,” stud I, too glad 
to make my escape on any terms; 
and accordingly, without further cere¬ 
mony, I entered the adjoining study. 

Mr Gordon, the senior engineer, 
was a sinewy-limbed fellow of some 
three-and-thirty, whose countenance 
and complexion bore satisfactory evi¬ 
dence of a pum Caledonian extrac¬ 
tion. He was considered by his 
scientific brethren as a kind of engi¬ 
neering Robert the Devil, having per¬ 
formed various feats With the theodo¬ 
lite which were the marvel of the 
whole fraternity. If any old gentle¬ 
man was foolish enough to object to 
a proposed line on account of its tra¬ 
versing his garden or preserve, or in¬ 
vading the sanctity of his pig-stys, 
Gordon was instantly sent for. No 
sooner were the stars out, as also the 
lights in the mansion-house, than, on 
the verge of the disputed territory, 
an accurate observer might have de¬ 
scried something like the glimmer of a 
glow-worm, advancing stealthily for¬ 
wards. That was Master Gordon, 
with his lantern, stall*, and chain; 
and before the grey dawn of morning, 
the whole gi'adients were booked and 
ready for the most searching inspec¬ 
tion of a committee of the House of 
Commons, It is even alleged that, 
despite tlie enmity of a northern 
thane, this Protean Archimedes sur¬ 
veyed a IJighlaud lino with nothing 
but his leister, or salmon-spcar, and 
actually killed three fish whilst ascer¬ 
taining tlie practicability of a cutting 
through a tremendous Pass. Be this 
as it may, he was certainly a clever 
fellow, and as ugly a customer as a 
keeper could cope withal before the 
dew had vanished from the clover. 
Mackinnon was a quiet-looking lad, 
with a latent dash of the dare-devil; 
proud of his name and of his genea¬ 
logy, and maintaining some show of a 
Highland gentleman’s dignity, in a 
following of three ragged Skye ter¬ 
riers, who yelped incessantly at his 
heels. Cutts was a grand specimen of 
the Londoner, redolent of the Fives’ 
Court and Evans’s; one of those fel¬ 
lows whom it is very desirable to 
have on your side in a row, and very 
unpleasant to encounter if you hap¬ 
pen to be particular about the colour 
and symmetiy of your eyes. With 
these gentlemen I speedily became 
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band in glo^e^ and the afternoon 
passed rapidij away. It may be 
questionable, however, whether the 
accuracy of the estimates was im* 
proved by the introduction of cigars, 
and a pitcher of the Welsh home¬ 
brewed. 

After dinner, we all got remarkably 
merry. Mr Dodger related, in his 
happiest manner, several anecdotes of 
the way in which he had “flummox’d" 
old Jobson, bis arch-enemy and rail¬ 
way rival; Mr Ginger favoured us 
with an imitation of a locomotive train, 
perfect even to the painful intensity of 
the whistle; and Gordon told, with 
great gusto, various miraculous ad¬ 
ventures, which might have done 
honour to a Borderer in the good old 
days of “ lifting." Somehow or other, 
83 the evening got on, we became 
confoundedly national. The Scotch, 
of course, being the majority, had 
decidedly the best of it; and the 
American Scripio and Cambrian Gin¬ 
ger having joined our ranks, we all 
fell foul of the unfortunate Cutts, and 
abusedevery tiling Anglican as heartily 
as O’Connell upon the lull of Tara. 
We soon succeeded in extorting an 
admission, that the Scots, upon the 
whole, had rather the best of it at 
Flodden; and thereupon, and ever 
thereafter, Mr Cutts was accosted by 
the endearing epithet of Saxon, pre¬ 
sently abbreviated, for the sake of 
euphony, into Sacks. I don’t exactly 
recollect at what hour wo retired to 
bed. 

“ Freddy,” said my uncle next 
morning, “ I am going off to London 
with Mr Ginger; and I don’t think 
you could do better than remain where 
you arc. You’d bo sure to get into 
no end of scrapes in town; and I 
haven’t time to be contihually bailing 
you out of Bow Street.” 

“ Very well, sir; just as you please. 
I dare say, I shall manage to make 
myself quite comfortable here.” 

“ I say, thou^,” remonstrated Mr 
Ginger, “ he’ll keep the whole of the 
lads from their work, Gordon is too 
fond of fun at any tiine; and the mo¬ 
ment our backs are turned, they’ll be 
after sorme devilry or other. Couldn’t 
yodr nephew cany a theodolite, and 
take a few practical lessons in survey¬ 
ing?” 

help you!” said my uncle, 


“ he's as innocent of mensuration as 
an infant. Can’t yon spare Cutts?’’ 

“ Better than the other two, cer¬ 
tainly.” 

“ Well, then, we’ll hand over Fred¬ 
dy to him; and let them amuse them¬ 
selves the best way they can. Cutts, 
you may do what you like for the next 
ten days; but, remember, Gordon and 
Mackinnon are not to bo disturbed on 
any account. Now, good-by, and 
take care of yourselves.” 

The Saxon and 1 made ample use 
of the permission. We established 
our headquarters at the Saracen in 
Shrewsbury, and went the pace for 
some days at a hand-gallop, I can’t 
help laughing, even now, at the con¬ 
sternation into which South AVales 
was thrown by the re-appearance of 
Bebecca and her daughters, who cai'- 
ried off, in one night, seven turnpike- 
gates. It was a pity that the London 
jouiiials should have been at the ex¬ 
pense of sending down special corre¬ 
spondents on that occasion ; for I can 
bear personal testimony to the fact, 
that no country could possibly bo 
quieter. Even the tollkcepers ap¬ 
peared to slumber with a tenfold tor¬ 
pedo power. A little incident, how¬ 
ever, soon occurred, wliich completely 
changed the nature of my occupations. 

I went, one day, to call upon a fa¬ 
mily who resided some miles from 
Shrewsbury. It was a visit of cere¬ 
mony; and I therefore considered it 
a bore. Cutts, who was no lady’s 
man, preferred waiting for me at a 
neighbouring public-house; so I effect¬ 
ed my entree alone. I w^ent in a free¬ 
man ; and came out, two haul's after¬ 
wards, as complete a bond-slave as 
ever hoed the sugar-canes of Cupid. 
A pair of laughing blue eyes, and the 
prettiest lips in the universe, had un¬ 
done me. Sweet Mary Morgan I yours 
was a rapid conquest! and—you need 
not pinch my ears. 

I went down to the inn in that state 
of pleasing bewilderment which char¬ 
acterises the flrst stage of the amatory 
complaint. Cutts had got tired in my 
absence; and, being rathei' in a pen¬ 
sive mood, had gone to the church¬ 
yard with a quart of beer, where I 
found him copying the inscriptions on 
the tombstones. 

“ What the devil kept yon so long? ” 
said the Saxon. 
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“ Hold your tongue, Sacks-! I have 
just seen the prettiest angel! Who 
on earth can she be ? No relation, I 
dare bo sworn, of that fat old rascal 
Owenson.” 

“WhewI that’s the sort of thing, 
is it ?” quoth Cutts. “ What may be 
the name of the divinity ? ” 

“ Mary Morgan,” ' 

“What? little Mary! Oh yes I I 
know her very well,” said the Saxon. 
“ She’s the daughter of the principal 
medical man in Shrewsbury; a pomp¬ 
ous old blockhead, with twenty thou¬ 
sand pounds and a pigtail. Mary is 
a sweet little creature ; and, between 
you and me, I rather flatter myself I 
have made an impression in that 
quarter. You have no idea how she 
laughed when I danced the fetter 
hornpipe at the Jones’s.” 

“Sacks,” said I quietly, “ifyoudare 
to mention that young lady’s name in 
connexion with yourself again, I shall 
knock out your brains on the nearest 
monument. I am perfectly serious. 
Now listen—how can I get an intro¬ 
duction to the doctor?” 

“ It won’t do, old fellow, if you 
have a complaint of the chest.” 

“ How so ?” 

“ The phlebotomizing Jew swears 
he won’t marry his daughter to any 
man who is not as rich as himsetf. 
But I’ll tell you what it is, Fred.—You 
are a confoundedly good fellow, 
though you are a descendant of Wil¬ 
liam the Lion, which I consider to be 
utter gammon, and I don’t care if I 
lend you a helping hand. Miss Mor¬ 
gan is very intimate with Letty Jones, 
who is a nice larking girl, and under¬ 
stands how to manage her mamma, 
m arrange a quiet tea-party there 
to-morrow evening, and you maymake 
love as long as you like, provided you 
don’t interfere with supper.” 

No aiTangement could possibly have 
pleased me better. The Saxon was 
us good as his word; and after an 
early dinner, at which I tyrannously 
curtailed my friend of his usual allow¬ 
ance of liquor, we made our way to 
the Jonesian habitation. 

Cutts, very good-naturedly, took the 
whole task of amusing the company 
upon himself. He gave pantomimic 
representations of T. P. Cooke and 
Toglioni, san g half- a-dozen son gs 
that are nightly encored at the Sur¬ 


rey side, and finally perfonnod a 
series of antique statues in his shirt¬ 
sleeves. For myself, I was far too 
agreeably occupied to pay much at¬ 
tention to his masterpiece of “Ajax 
defyirig the Lightning.” Mary Mor¬ 
gan was prettier and more fascinat¬ 
ing than ever, and before supper was 
announced, I had made considerable 
progress. I saw her home, and made 
an appointment for next day to visit 
a i*mn in the neighbourhood. Cutts 
was rewarded for his‘good behaviour 
by three extra tumblers of brandy 
and water at the Saracen, and became 
so afiectionate that I had much diffi¬ 
culty in making my escape to bed. 

I sliall pass over, without conde¬ 
scending upon minute particulars, the 
history of the ensuing week. Love- 
making is always pleasant; certainly 
more so in summer than in wintei’, 
but there is a strange alchemy in the 
tender passion, which, despite of frost 
and snoww can endow all nature with 
the hues and odours of spring. So, at 
least, it was with me. I met my 
charmer every day, and at length 
succeeded in extorting from her lips 
the only confession, to obtain which 
the labour of years is but a trifling 
sacrifice. What a pleasant thing it 
would be, if, in those matters, there 
was nothing more to consult than the 
inclinations of the parties who arc 
j)rincipally concerned I What, in the 
name of cross-purposes, have parents 
to do with controlling the aflcctious 
of their children ? Thirty years ago, 
there is not one of them who would 
have submitted patiently to the dic¬ 
tation which they now exercise with¬ 
out sci’uplo. 1 sometimes wonder 
whether, twenty years after this, I 
shall continue of the same opinion ; 
but, thank heaven, there is ample 
time for consideration—Poor dear 
little Jemima is only cutting her 
teeth. 

iftary was quite alive to the diffi- 
culties which stood in her way. Old 
Morgan loved her, it is true; but it 
was that sort of love which anti¬ 
quarians and coin-collectors have for 
their rai'est specimens—they cannot 
bear to see them for a moment in the 
hands of others. Wealth alone could 
bribe the doctor to part with bis 
child, and, alas 1 of that I had littleor 
nothing. True, I might be 
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as uticlo Dodger’s prospective heir; 
but that esteemed gentleman was as 
tough as India-rubber, and very nearly 
as good a life as my own. Profes¬ 
sional prospects—ahem!—they might 
do to talk about in Wales; cerfaiuly 
not in Edinburgh, where few" lawyers 
are accounted prophets. 

In this dilemma, I resolved to take 
sweet counsel with the Saxon, having 
no one else to apply to. As I had 
neglected him horribly for the last f^w 
days, he was rather sulky, until I 
gave him to understand that I was in 
downright earnest. Then you may be 
sure he brightened up amazingly. 
There was mischief evidently in the 
wind. 

“ That comes of your confounded 
Scotch education,” said Cutts, inter- 
nipting a very pretty speech of mine 
about honourable conduct and disin¬ 
terested motives. “ Who doubts that 
you arc perfectly disinterested? Of 
course it’s tlic girl, and not the money 
you want. She does happen to have 
twenty thousand, but you don’t care 
about that — you would marry her 
without a shilling, w’onldn’t yon V” 

“ By the bones of King David 
the First”- 

“ That’s enough. Don’t disturb 
the repose of the respectable old gen¬ 
tleman—he, might not be over happy 
if he saw his descendant in breeches. 
The case seems clear enough ; I won¬ 
der you have a doubt about it. Old 
Morgan won’t give his consent, so there 
is absolute necessity for a bolt. Leave 
it all to me. I’i! ju'ovide a chaise and 
four, and if the lady has no objection, 
we can start to-morrow evening. I’ll 
sit behind on the rumble, and shoot 
the leader if there should be any pur¬ 
suit. Only mind this, I don’t go un¬ 
less there is a lady’s niaid. Every 
thing must be done with strict regard 
to decorum.” 

“ Is the lady’s maid also to occupy 
the rumble?” 

“ Of course. You wouldn’t have 
her inside, would you ? Come now, 
set about it, like a good fellow. It 
will be a first-rate lark, and you may 
command me at an hour’s notice.” 

.1 oonf^ that I felt very much in¬ 
clined tO’ adojA the suggestion of the 
Saxon. Most men, 1 believe, are 
averw to elopements as a general 
FPiaeiple ^ but there are always ex¬ 


ceptions; as every one discovers when 
his own wishes are thwarted. I was 
not destined, however, to offer m}” 
liymeneal sacrifice at the shrine of tho 
Gretna Pluto. A letter of mine to 
Mary, rather amorously worded, found 
its way into the hands of Doctor Mor¬ 
gan. The usual consequences follow¬ 
ed—an explosion of patcmal wrath, 
filial incarceration, and the polite mes¬ 
sage to myself, that if I ventured to 
ap])roach the house, it would be at 
the risk of appropriating the contents 
of a blunderbuss. My feelings may 
be easily imagined. 

“ If you amuse yourself that way 
with your hair,” said my friend and 
consoler Cutts, “you’ll have to buy 
a wig, and that costs money. Hang 
it, man, cheer up! We’ll do tho old 
boy yet. ^lackinnon will be here to¬ 
night, and the deuce is in it if three 
clever fellows like us can’t outwit a 
Welsh apothecary.” 

I assisted at that evening’s confer¬ 
ence, which was conducted with due 
solemnity. We smoked a great deal, 
after the manner of an Indian war- 
council, and circulated “ the fire-water 
of the pale-face” rather rapidly. Both 
my friends were clearly of opinion that 
our honour was at stake. They vowed 
that, having gone so far, it was impera¬ 
tive to carry off the lady, and pledged 
their professional reputation upon a 
successful issue. Cutts had learned 
that on the following Friday there was 
to be a great ball in Shrcwsbuiy; and, 
through the medium of Letty Jones, 
ho iindcretood that Mary Morgan and 
her father were to be there. This 
seemed a golden opportunity. It was 
finally arranged that I should with¬ 
draw myself from the neiglibourhood 
in the mean time, but return on the 
evening of tho ball, and conceal my¬ 
self in a private apartment of the Sa¬ 
racen, where the ball was to be held. 
Mackinnon was to attend the ball, and 
lead Mary to the supper-room, from 
which the retreat could be easily ef¬ 
fected. Cutts was to remain below, 
look after the horses, and act as gene¬ 
ral spy. Nothing more seemed neces¬ 
sary than to make Miss Morgan aware 
of our plans; which the Saxon under¬ 
took to do by agency of his fair and 
larking friend, who was in perfect ec¬ 
stasies at the prospect of this coming 
elopement. 
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The eventful Friday arrived; and 
from a solitary bed-room in the third 
lioor of the Saracen, I heard the catcr- 
vrauling of hddlcs announco tiio open¬ 
ing of the ball. I had asked Cutts to 
take a quiet chop with mo up-stairs, 
but that mercurial gentleman posi¬ 
tively refused, upun the ground of 
expediency. Nothing on earth could 
induce him to leave liis post, lie was 
to act the spy, and therefore it was 
absolutely necessary that he should 
remain below. All my remonstrances 
could not prevent him from dining 
witli Mackiiiuoii in the coffee-room; 
so I was compelled to give him his own 
way, merely extracting a pledge that 
for this once he would abstain from 
unbounded potations. Down went 
the two gentlemen, and I was left 
alone to my solitary meditations. 

1 have read Victor Hugo’s J>einier 
Jour (I'un CoJidamnc^ but I do not 
recollect, in the course of my literary 
rescarclies, having met with any accu¬ 
rate journal of a gentleman’s sensa¬ 
tions before pcrpctraling an elope¬ 
ment. It is a thing that could easily 
be done at a moment’s notice, but 
the case seems very-diflerent after the 
calm contemplation of a week. You 
begin, then, to calculate the results. 
Fancy takes a leap beyond the honey¬ 
moon, and dim apparitions of bakers’ 
bills, and the skeletons of cficap furni¬ 
ture, obtrude themselves involmUarily 
on your view. I lay down on the bed, 
and tried to sleep until I should re¬ 
ceive the appointed signal. For some 
time it would not do. The nightmare, 
in tlic form of a nurse with ponderous 
twins, sat deliberately down upon iny 
chest, and requested one of them, a 
hideous red-haired little imp, to kiss 
its dear Papa! At last, however, I 
succeeded. 

In the mean time Messrs Cutts and 
Mackiunon sat down to their frugal 
banquet in the coffee-room. A glass 
of sherry after soup is allowed to the 
merest anchorite, tlicrefore my friends 
opined that they could not do less 
than order a bottle. After fish, 
Mackinnou discovered that he was in 
very low spirits—a dismal foreboding 
had haunted him pll forenoon ; and as 
it clearly would not do to betray any 
depression in the ball-room, he rather 
thought that a fiask of champagne 
would alleviate his melancholy symp¬ 


toms. The Saxpn loved his ally too 
much to interpose any objections, so 
tlie cork of tlie^Sillciy was started. 

A jug of ale during dinner, and a pint 
of port after cheese, were fair and 
legitimate indulgences; and these being 
discussed, Cutts proceeded to the 
stable to look after the horses. All 
was right; and after an affecting ex¬ 
hortation to the postilions to keep 
themselves rigidly sober, the Saxon 
rejoined his friend. 

“ It is a great relief to my mind, 
Mackinnon,” saidCutts, tbrowinghim- 
self back in his chair, and exposing 
his feet to the comfortable radiance of 
the fire, “ to think that matters are 
likely to go on swimmingly. It’s a 
fine frosty starlight night—just the 
sort of weatiier you would select for q. 
bolt; and Frcdd 3 ^and his dove will be 
as comfortable inside the chaise atS if 
they were in cotton.” 

“ Ilathcr cold, though, on the 
rumble,” replied Mackinnon. 

“ (iad, you’re right,” said the 
Saxon. “ 1 say, don’t you think, 
&ince Pm good-natured enough to ex¬ 
pose myself in that way, wc might 
have a bottle of mulled port just by 
way of fortifier?” 

“ You’re a devilish sensible fellow, 
Cutts,” said Mackinnou; and he rang 
tlie bell. 

“ Won't it be rare fun! ” said Sacks, 
helping himself to a rummer of tlie 
recking fluid. “'I’hink what a jolly 
scamper w'e shall have. The horses’ 
feet ringing like metal as tliey tear 
full gallop along the road, and old 
^Morgan in a buggy behind, swearing 
like an incarnate demon ! Mac, 
here’s your good health ; 3 ^ou’re a 
capital fellow. Give us a^ong, old 
chap ! I won’t see you again for 
three weeks at the soonest. My eyes! 
what a rage Ginger will be in!” 

Mackinnon was of a Jacobite family 
who had rather burned their fingers in 
the Forty-five, and being also some¬ 
what of a sentimental turn, he inva¬ 
riably became lachrymose over bis 
liquor, and poiu’cd out the passion of 
his soul in lamentations over the fall 
of the Stuarts. Instead, therefore, of 
favouring Cutts with any congenial 
ditty from the Coal-hole or Cider-cel¬ 
lar, he struck up “ Drumiilossie muir, 
Drununossie day,” in a style that 
would have drawn te*ara from an £diUi- 
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bio'gh tidcet-^porter.^ Sacks, without 
having any distinct Idea of the period 
of history to which the ballad referred, 
fffonounced it to be deuced touching; 
whereupon Maddauon commenced a 
eulogy on the clans in general, and 
his own sept in particular. 

Ay, that must have been a plea¬ 
sant feliow,” said Cutts, in response 
to a legend of Mackinnon’s, concerning 
a remote progenitor known by the 
sobriquet of Angus with the bloody 
whiskers; “ a little too ready witli 
his knife perhaps, but a lively com¬ 
panion, I daresay, over a joint of his 
neighbour’s beef. Ton my soul, it’s 
quite delightful to hear you talk, 
Macldnnon; as good as reading one 
of Burns’s novels. Just ring the bell, 
will you, for another jug; and then 
tell me the story of your great ances¬ 
tor wlio killed the Earl of N^orthum- 
berlaud,” 

Tills adroit stroke of the Saxon, 
whose thirst in reality was for liquor, 
not for lore, proved perfectly irresis¬ 
tible. Mackinnon went on lying like a 
Scnnachio, and by the time thff second 
jug was emptied, both gentlemen were 
just tottering on the verge of inebria¬ 
tion. The sound of the music in the 
apartment above first recalled Mac¬ 
kinnon to the sense of his duties. 

“ I say though, Cutts, I must bo 
off now. I’ll bring the girl down to 
«upper, and Freddy will take her off 
my hands at the door; isn’t that the 
agreement? Faith, though, I’ll have 
a waltz with her fij’st. I hope there’s 
no smell of port-wine about me. It 
won’t do for a ball-room.” 

“Tiya glass of brandy,” said Cutts, 
and he administered the potation. 

Now you be off, and I’ll keep a sharp 
look-out below.” 

The Saxon’s ideas of a look-out 
were rather original. In the first 
place he paid a visit to the bar, whore 
the niece of the landlady—a perfect 
little Hebe—presided, and varied the 
charms of a flirtation with a modicum 
of brandy and water. He then re¬ 
turned to the coffee-room, in which 
were two gentlemen who had seceded 
for a moment from the ball. They 
were very accurately dressed, 
proud' polish, white cravats, 

and l^dNm-QOloared gloves, and alto¬ 
gether scefiied to consider themselves 
as the finished D’Orsays of Bhrews- 


buiy. A few supercilious looks, which 
they vouchsafed upon Cutts, who, to 
say the truth, was no beauty in Ills 
shooting-jacket, roused the Saxon 
lion, ^me complimentary expres¬ 
sions passed between the parties, 
which ended in an offer from Cutts to 
fight both gentlemen for a five-pound 
note; or, if they had not so much 
ready cash, to accommodate them 
with a throwing on credit. This pro¬ 
posal was magnanimously declined by 
the strangers, who edged gradually 
towards the door; however, nothing, 
but the arrival of several waiters, who 
recognised, from frequent practice, 
the incipient symptoms of a row, 
could have prevented some little dis¬ 
play of pugilistic science. The tem¬ 
per of Cutts was, of course, a little 
ruffled by the encounter, and, in order 
to restore his mind to its usual equi¬ 
librium, he treated himself to another 
soother, and then ascended the stairs 
to see what I was doing. By that 
time it was late in the evening. 

A tremendous slap on the shoulder 
roused me from* my dreams. I started 
up, and there, to my amazement, was 
Cutis sittingupon the bed with a fresh- 
lighted cigar in his mouth, puffing as 
vigorously as an engine. 

“Good heavens, Cutts!” cried I, 
“ what is the matter ? I lioi>e nothing 
has gone wrong? Where’s Mary ?” 

‘‘All right, old fellow,” said the 
Saxon with a mysterious smile. 
“ W^'e’ve plenty time yet for another 
glass of brandy and water.” 

“Surely, Cutts, you can’t have 
been making a beast of yourself!” 
and I seized a candle. There conld 
be no doubt of the fact: he was vwy 
fearfully disguised. 

“ That I should have trusted my¬ 
self in the hands of such a jackassl” 
was my first exclamation. “ Leave 
the room this moment, sir, or I shall 
knock you down with a chair; and 
never let me see your disgusting coun¬ 
tenance again.” 

“Did you apply those epi—epi¬ 
taphs to me, sir?” said the li^xon, 
with an abortive attempt to look dig¬ 
nified. “ You shall hear from me in 
the morning. This is an ungrateful 
world—very! I’ve been doing all I 
can for him, keeping all the liquor out 
of the postilions—and that is my re- 
*ward! 1 can’t help it,” continued 
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Cuttfi, lapsing into a melodramatic 
reminiscence of the Adelphi—“ so I’ll 
just belay my pipe. Bless my dear 
eyes—how came the salt-water here? 
Hold hard, old boy—no snivelling!” 
and he drew the back of his hand 
across his eyes, as if he was parting 
from a messmate upon the eve of 
execution. 

“ This is intolerable! ” I cried. 
“ Get out, sir, or I shall throw you 
over the window! ” • 

“ Like to see you it,” said Cutts 
with a Coriolanus air of defiance. 1 
had just enough command over my¬ 
self to see that a row with the Saxon 
was Avorsc than useless, its it would 
effectually destroy my last remaining 
chance. I therefore clianged my plans. 

“ Maiic me, sir. I am going to ring 
the bell for the waiters, and if you 
don’t choose to relieve me •of your 
presence at once, they shall have my 
orders to carry yon down stairs. Will 
you go, sir ? No! then take the conse¬ 
quences ; ” and I rang the bell like a 
demoniac. 

The music stopped in the room be¬ 
low. Cutts, drunk as he was, observed 
the cii'cumstance; and no sooner were 
steps heard upon the staii's, in obe¬ 
dience to the tocsin, than he took Ids 
departure with the candle. I lay 
down again till the tumult should 
subside, when I intended to apprise 
Mackinnon of the present state of 
matters. 

My appeal to the bell, which was a 
vigorous one, had produced a marked 
effect. Several of the company had 
come to the door of the ball-room, in 
order to learn the ti’ue nature of the 
alarm ; and Cutts on his descent was 
assailed by vehement enquiries. 

“ Oh, don’t ask me—don’t ask 
me! ” said the villain, wringing his 
hands like a male Antigone. “ My 
poor friend! he’s just going! Oh, gen¬ 
tlemen, is there no medical man here 
to save him ? ” 

“ Doctor Morgan! Doctor Mor¬ 
gan ! ” shouted twenty voices. 

“ Bless my soul, what’s the matter 
here ? ” said the doctor, emerging 
from the ball-room. “ Any body 
taken suddenly ill, eh ? ” 

“ Oh, my poor friend! ” groaned the 
traitor. 

“Mercy on me! is it so bad as 
that ? ” said the Doctor, “ I must see 


him immediately. My dear sir, what 
is the matter with your friend ? ” 

“ His head, sir—his head I ” said 
Cutts with a sob—“ he is quite mad 
at the present moment. If you go 
up-stairs to No. 3, you’ll find him 
bitiug the bed-posts! ” 

“ This must be looked to instantly,” 
said the Doctor, “ Gentlemen, if I 
want assistance I shall call for you; 
but we must use gentle means if pos¬ 
sible. Poor young man! No. 3 did 
you say, sir ? ” and the doctor ascend¬ 
ed tlie staircase. 

“This is an awful thing, Mr Cutts! ” 
said Mrs Hickson, the comely mistress 
of the iiouse; “ is there nothing that 
would do the poor gentleman any 
good ? ” 

“ I think lie’d be a great deal the 
better of a little brandy and water,” 
said Cutts—“ the doctor hinted as 
much just now; and, my dear madam, 
you had better make two glasses of it, 
rather stiff, and send them up-stairs 
by the Boots.” 

I was startled by the entry of a 
stranger with a light, who approached 
the bed with all the stealtlfiuess of a 
cat. 

“ ’Zounds, sir, what do you want 
here ? ” cried 1, springing up. 

“ Hush, my dear sh’, hush! we 
must be calm—really we must. It 
will never do to allow ourselves to be 
agitated in this way.” 

“ Confound you, sir! what do you 
mean ? ” 

“ Oh, my dear sir! merely a friendly 
visit, that’s all. I w^ould like to have 
a little quiet chat with you. How is 
our pulse ? Do we feel any pain about 
the temples ? ” 

“ I’ll very soon make yon feel pain 
enough somew'here,” cried I, in a 
towci'ing passion. “ If you don’t quit 
my room this moment, you old idiot, 
by the bones of the Bruce I’ll toss 
you over the stairs! ” 

“ Oh, if that be the case, the sooner 
we scud for a straight jacket the bet¬ 
ter!” said the doctor. “But, eh! 
what! by Jove, it’s the young ^tek 
rascal wdio was making love to my 
daughter!" 

“ Dr Morgan! ” I cried. “Upon my 
honour, sir, I am quite annoyed”-- 

“ Hallo ! what’s this ? We are 
calm enough now. Answer me direct¬ 
ly, sir; aie you deliiious or not ? " 
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crs. The Man of Law has not a few 
passages of exclamatory and apostro- 
phical moral and sentimental rlicto-. 
ric. They compel you to recollect his 
portrait— 

" Discret he was, and of*"gret rever¬ 
ence 

He seemed swiche, his wordcs were so 
wise* ” 

The Clerk has nothing of the kind. 
The largeness in his manner of relat¬ 
ing, is rather an explicit and lucid 
fulness in representing an interesting 
subject, than what is properly called 
diffuseness. Chaucer has said of 
him— 

Not a word spake ho more than was 
nede; ** 

and yon will see accordingly, that al¬ 
though he details his naiTative, every 
word, in its place, is pertinent and 
serviceable. He ends with a freak, 
which carries him, you are disposed 
to think, out of his character. He 
has related, after Petrarch, the story 
of patient Griscldis, with beautiful ear¬ 
nestness and simplicity. He has 
conducted her through all the trials 
wliich the high-born lord thought 
good to lay upon the loAv-born wife, 
has displayed and rewarded her ini¬ 
mitable willy ])aeionco,” and then 
confesses, that not being imitablc, 
neither is it iuteiuled that it should 
be imitated. In short, he stints of 
ernestful matcrc and to “ gliuicu” 
his audience, ends ’with “ saying them 
a song,” in six quaintl}'-rhymed stan¬ 
zas, in wdiich ho counsels the wives 
to stand upon the defensive against 
their husbands, and take all natural 
care of themselves— 

Bo ay of clierc as light as lofo on lindo, 
And let hhn care, and wepc, and wringe, 
and wail.” 

Thu ironical counsel docs not belie 
the moral of the story; but it comes 
unexpectedly from him whom the 
Hostc has called upon for liis tale, 
with remarking, that he rides as 
still and coy as a maid newly espous¬ 
ed sits at her bord.” 

The Franklin has at home a grace¬ 
less cub and heir of Ins own. If good 
living were one and the same thing 
with holy living, this should the less 
<‘iisily have happened. The FrankHii 
is wonderfully captivated with our 
young Bquu'c's breeding, grace, and 


eloquence. 'T'he contrast brings his 
own “burdano” painfully into his 
mind, and wrings fi'om him a morti¬ 
fied exclamation. The old man, ^^'ith 
his sanguine complexion, and his beard 
White as is the dayesie,” 

has—notwithstanding the sharp cen- 
sorshi]) which he exercises over Ids 
cook—a heart in his bosom. The 
pleasure with which lie has heard the 
Stpiire, vouches as much; and more 
decisively so does the story, which 
he himself tells from the old Breton 
lays; anotlier story of a virtuous wife, 
strangely tried, of all tlic three tlic 
most strangely. llcr husband, a 
kuiglit, is on a voyage, and she takes 
a horror of the ])erilous rocks that 
edge their own shore. Meanwhile, a 
youthful squire pursues her with love. 
One day, in a mockery, she promises 
to grant him Ids suit if he will remove 
all the rocks in a morning. After 
some perplexity of thought he re¬ 
sorts to an able magician at Orleans; 
who, for the consideration of a thou¬ 
sand pounds, undertakes, and accom¬ 
plishes tfie feat. Who is now hard 
bestead, but the ladyV SIic, in her 
strait, consults luu* husband, who 
lias returned; and the Jionourablo 
husband says—you must keej) your 
word. L'he s(]idrc conics for Ids 
guerdon. !My husband says that I 
must keep my word.” “Indeed!— 
and shall a squire not know how to 
do a ‘ gentil dede,’ as well as a 
kidghty I release you your promise.” 
—lie carries £b00—all of the agreed 
Slim that he can muster co the con¬ 
jurer, and prays of him time for the 
I'est. “ llaA^e 1 performed my un¬ 
dertaking?” “Ye.s!”—“And the 
lady hers?”—The squire is obliged 
to relate the sequence of events.— 
“ And is a clerk,” exclaims the mas¬ 
ter, “ less able to do a gentil dede, 
than squire and kidght? Keep thy 
money, 8ir Squire!” 

That is a creditable tale for a coun¬ 
try gentleman— 

“ Wliosc table dormant in the lialle 

alway 

Stood redy covered alle tholongo day.” 

There is much feeling in tlic detail 
of the story, and the magical shows, 
liy wliich the enchanter, before strik¬ 
ing his bargain, demonstrates his 
competency, and by which he after- 
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wards executes his engagement, are 
dressed out with vivid imagination. 

But now it is really high time that 
you should hear Dryden on Chaucer, 
For is not this Nninhcr IV. of our 
Specimens of the British Critics? 

With Ovid ended the golden age 
of the Roman tongue ; from Chaucer 
the purily of the English tongue begun. 
The manners of the poets were not un¬ 
like : both of them were well br('d, well 
natured^ amorous, and libertine, at least 
in their writings; it may be also in 
their lives. Their studies were the same 
—philosophy and philology. Both of 
them wore knowing in astronomy; of 
which Ovid’s Books of the Bvrnan 
FeastSi and Chaucer’s Treatise of the 
Astrolabe, are sufficient witnesses. 
But Chaucer was likewise an astrologer, 
as W’erc Virgil, Horace, Pershis, and 
Manilius. Both W'rit with wonderful 
facility and elearncs.s ; neither wore 
great inventors ; for Ovid only copied 
the Grecian fables, and most of (’hau- 
cer’s stories wore taken from bis Italian 
contemporaries, or their predecessors— 
Boccaco his ' Decameron ’ was first {pub¬ 
lished ; and from thence our English¬ 
man has borrowed many of his ' Canter¬ 
bury Tales.’ Yet that of Palamon ard 
Arcite was written, in all probability, 
by some Italian wit, in a former ago, as 
I shall prove hercafler. The tale of 
Grisilde w'as the invc'ntion of Petrarch; 
by him sent- to Boceace, from Avhom it 
came to Chaucer. Trothisand Crei^sida 
was also written by a Lombard author, 
but much amplified by our English 
translator, as well as bt^autified; tli<* 
genius of our countrymen, in gc'iieral, 
being rather to improve an invention 
than to invent thcm.sclvos, as is evident 
not only in our jpoetry but in many of 
our manufactures. 1 find I have anti¬ 
cipated already, and taken up frttm 
Boccace before 1 come to him; but 
there is so mucli less behind ; and I am 
of the temper of most kings, who love 
to be in debt, are all for present money, 
no matter how they pay it afterwards ; 
besides, the nature of a prefacie is ramb¬ 
ling, never wholly out of the way, nor 
in it. This I have learned from the 
practice of honest Montaigne, and re¬ 
turn at my pleasure to Ovid and Chau¬ 
cer, of whom I have little more to say. 
Both of them built on the inventions of 
other men; yet since Chaucer had 
something of lus own, as The Wife of 
Bailis Tale, The Cock and the Foar, 
which I have translated, and somo 


others, 1 may Justly give our rounfry- 
man the precedence in that part; since 
' 1 can rcmemltr nothing of Ovid which 
was wholly his. Both of them under¬ 
stood the manners; under which name 
1 comprehend the passions, and in a 
larger scn.so the descriptions of persons, 
and their very habits. For an example, 1 
see Baucis and Philemon as iierfoctly 
before me as if somo ancient painter bad 
draAvii llicm; and all the pilgrims in 
the Conta hury Tales, their hiimoure, 
their features, and their very dress, 
as distinctly as if 1 had supped with 
them at the Tabard, in Southwark. 
Yet even there, too, tlio figures of 
Chaucer are much more ‘lively, and set 
in a belter light; whieh, though I have 
not time to prove, yet I ap{)eal to the 
reader, and am sure he will (dear mo 
from partiality. The thoughts and words 
remain to be considered in the compa¬ 
rison of the two poets, and 1 have saved 
myself one-half of thatlaboiir by own¬ 
ing that Ovid lived when the Roman 
tongue was in its meridian ; (Jliaucer, 
in the dawning of our language ; thei‘c- 
forc, that pari of the coniparismi stands 
not on an ecjual foot, any more than 
the diction of Ennius and Ovid, or of 
Chaucer and our present English. The 
wtjrds are given up, as a post not to bo 
di'feiidcd in our poet, because ho want¬ 
ed th<‘ modern art of fortifying. The 
thoughts remain to be considered ; and 
they are to be nuasured only by their 
{)ropricty ; that is, as they flow more or 
less naturally from the persons de¬ 
scribed on such and such occasions. 
Th<' vulgar Judges, which are nine jiarl s 
in ten of all nations, who call crniceits 
and jingles wit, who see C)\id full of 
them, and Chancer altogether without 
them, v^ill think mo little loss than mad, 
for {U’clcrring the Englishman to the 
Roman. \ et, woth their leave, I must 
presume to say, that the thing.s they 
admire are (.nly glittering trifles, and 
so far from being witty, that in a seri¬ 
ous poem they are nauseous, because 
they are unnatural. Would any man 
w'ho is ready to die for love, describe 
his passions like >«’arci.^sus; would he 
think of inopevi rne copia fecit, and a 
dozen more of such expressions, poured 
on the neck of one another, and signify¬ 
ing all the same thing ? This is just 
John Littlewll, in * Bartholomew Fair,* 
who had a conceit (as be tells you) left 
him in his misery ; a miserable conceit. 
On those occasions, the poet should en¬ 
deavour to raise pity; but, instead of 
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this, Ovid is tickling you to laugh. 
Virgil never made use of such machines 
when ho was moving you to commise¬ 
rate the death of J->ido; he would not 
destroy what he was building. Chaucer 
makes Arcite violent in his lovo, and 
unjust in the pursuit of it; yet when 
ho came to die, he made him think more 
reasonably : ho repents not of his love, 
for that had altered his character; but 
acknowledges the injustice of his pro¬ 
ceedings, and resigns Emilia to Pala- 
mon. What would Ovid have done on 
this occasion ? He would certainly have 
made Arcite witty on his deathbed ;— 
he had complained lie was farther oif 
from possession by being so near, and 
a thousand sueli boyisms, which Chau¬ 
cer rejected as below the dignity of the 
subject. They who think otherwise, 
would by the same reason prefer Lucan 
and Ovid to Homer and Virgil, and 
Martial to all four of them. As for 
the turn of words, in wliich Ovkl 
particularly excels all poets, they are 
sometimes a fault, and sometimes a 
beauty, as tlicy arc used jiroperly or 
improperly; but in strong passions 
always to be shunned, because passions 
are serious, and will admit no playing. 
The French have a high value for tliein; 
and I confess they are often what they 
call delicate, when they arc introduced 
with judgment} but Chaucer writ with 
more simplicity, and followed nature 
more closolv, than to use them. I have 
thus far, to the best of my knowledge, 
been an upright judge betwixt the par¬ 
ties in competition, not mc<ldlin^ with 
the design nor the disposition of it; 
because the design was not their own ; 
and in the disposing of it they were 
equal. It remains that I say something 
of Chaucer in particular. 

“ In the first place, as ho is the fa¬ 
ther of I'higlish ])oetry, so I hold him iu 
the same degree of veneration as the 
Grecians held Homer, or'the Romans 
Virgil. He is a perpetual fountain of 
good sense; learned in all sciences, 
and therefore speaks properly on all 
subjects. As ho Imcw what to say, so 
he knows also when to leave off; a 
continence w'hich is practised by few 
writers, and scarcely by any of the an¬ 
cients excepting Virgil and Horace. 
One of our late great poets is sunk in 
his reputation because he could never 
forgive any conceit w’hlch came in his 
way; but swept like a drag-net great 
and small. There was plenty enough, but 
the dishes were ill sorted; whole pyra¬ 


mids of sweetmeats for boys and women, 
but little of solid meat for men. All 
this proceeded, not from any want of 
knowledge, but of judgment. Neither 
dill he want that in discerning the beau¬ 
ties and faults of other poets, but only 
indulged himself in the luxury of writ¬ 
ing ; and perhaps knew it was a fault, 
but hoped the reader would not find it. 
For this reason, though he must always 
bo thought a great poet, he is no longer 
esteemed a good writer; and for ten 
impressions which his works have had 
in so many successive years, yet at pre¬ 
sent a hundred books are scarcely pur¬ 
chased once a twelvemonth ; for as my 
last Ijord Rochester said, though some¬ 
what profanely, ‘ Not being of God, ho 
could not stand.’ 

Chaucer followed nature overv 
w’herc, but was never so bold to go 
beyond lier; and there is a groat dif¬ 
ference of being poeta and nimia poetOy 
if we may believe Catullus, as mucli as 
betwixt a modest beliaviour and aifee- 
talion. * * * 

“ He must have been a man of most 
wonderful coroprehensivo nature, be¬ 
cause, as it lias been truly observed of 
him, he has taken into the compass of 
his Canterbury Tales the various man¬ 
ners and humours (as wc may now call 
them) of the whole English nation, in 
liis age. Not a single character has 
escaped him. All his pilgrims are se¬ 
verally distinguished from each other; 
and not only in llieir inclinations, but in 
their very physiognomies and persons. 
Raptista Porta could not Iiave described 
their natures better, than by the marks 
which the poet gives them. The matter 
and manner of their tales, and of their 
telling, are so suited to their different 
educations, humours, and callings, tliat 
each of them would be improper in any 
other mouth. Even the grave and se¬ 
rious characters are di&tinguisL(‘d by 
their several sorts of gravity; their 
discourses are such as belong to their 
age, their calling, and their breeding; 
such as are becoming of them, and of 
them only. Some of lus persons are 
vicious, and some virtuous; some are 
unlearned, or (as Chaucer calls them) 
lewd, and some are learned. Even the 
ribaldry of the low characters is differ¬ 
ent; the Reeve, the Miller, and the Cook, 
are several men, and distinguished from 
each other as much as the mincing Lady 
Prioress, and the broad-speaking gaj)- 
toothed Wife of Bath. But enough of 
tliis; there is such a variety of game 
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springing up before me, tliat I am dis¬ 
tracted in my clioico, and know not 
^\}iich to follow. It is siifHciont to sav, 
iiccording to the proverb, tliat hero is 
Oi>d*s plenty. AVc have onr forefatliers 
and {Ti'eat-granddames all before us, as 
they ^^cre in Chaucer’s days; their ge¬ 
neral characters arc blill rcraainnig in 
mankind, and even in England, though 
they arc called by otht r names than 
those of monks, and friars, and canons, 
and lady-abbchses, and mins; for man¬ 
kind is ever the same, and nothing lost 
out of nature, though every thing is al¬ 
tered. May I have leave to do myself 
the justice, (since my enemies Avill do 
me none, and are so far from granting 
mo to be a good poet, that they will 
not allow me so much as to be a Chris¬ 
tian, or a moral man,) may 1 have 
leave, 1 say, to inform my reader, that 
I have contiuod my choice to mcli tales 
of rhaucer as savour nothing of im¬ 
modesty. If 1 had desired more to 
plcii^o tlian to instruct, the Ileeve, the 
Jlillor, ihe Shipman, the Merchr.iit, the 
Sumner, and, above^dl, the Wife of 
Bath, in llie prologue to her tale, would 
have procured me as many friends and 
readers as there an; beaux and ladies 
of pleasure ia the town. Hut I will no 
more ohciul against good manner?. I 
am bcnbilde, as 1 ought to be, (‘f the 
scandal 1 have given by luy loose writ¬ 
ings; and make Mhat repaiatieu I am 
able, by this public acknowledgment. 
If any thing of tliis nature, or of pro- 
fanoncss, bo crept into these poems, I 
am so far from defending it, th.at I dis¬ 
own it, tvtuju hoc ind'ictiun volo. Chau¬ 
cer makes another manner of apology 
for his broad speaking, and Eoccaeo 
makes the like; but I will follow neither 
of them. ’ 

An Englush ro.tidei* is likely to liavc 
held his yvay through the J^alamou 
and Areilc of Eryden, cve arriving at 
the Kniglit’s'J'alo of Clianccr. Jt uill 
not easily happen that he overleaps that 
Version, so full of the fire and \igor- 
ous grace which he delights in, and 
coiiclicd in the very choicest of that 
English on which his oars habitually 
feed, to introduce Jiimsolf all at once to 
the antique and to him obsolete Origi¬ 
nal. The pure impression, therefore, 
with which he wotild read the Talc hi 
its proper place, if he there lirst got 
acquainted with it, is liardly to be ob¬ 
tained. No matter! Forget Drydcn, 
and plunge, yourself into Chaucer. 

lie surprised, if you can, as you 


surely will be amused, at encountering 
tijc iuextj'icablc commixture of man- 
ners, usages, tones, tiiinkings, *ud 
speakings, uliicli time and space have 
done their best at keeping abunder— 
the chivalry of modern Europe, and of 
the middle ages, transplanted into the 
heroic age of old Greece, and to the 
Court of Theseus, I)uk of Athcucs.” 
Be snri)ri.sed and amused, but do not 
therefore lay the lumk out of j^onr 
hand, or laugh the old master to 
scorn, 01 ’ do him other than reverent 
and lionouruble justiee. 'J'ake rather 
the story to pieces, convince yourself 
stc]) by stc]) how slraygoly at every 
turn the old world and the new, the 
('liristhui and the Ileallien, arc coii- 
Ibiindcdtogellier, and feel at every step 
how the vitality wliich the good poet 
has infused into ids work, reconciles 
and atones tlibeordanci(‘S and di.scrc- 
j)am ies ; and in spite of tlie ])erplcx- 
ing jdiyhioguoiny, how that must 
needs be one body wbicli is informed 
and actuated, tliroiigh all its joints 
and members, by one sjiirit. 

T’ake in pieces the stoiy—untwist 
the iutertuined classical and romau- 
tic tlireads. Make sure of tlic fault, 
ami ilieu hasten to foigivi^ it. The 
fault! Are you quite sure that it is 
one? Ivecoilect that it is not (diauccr 
who relates the Knight’s 'I'ale. (’diau- 
eer is here a dramatic })oet, and his 
Knight relates his own tale. What!— 
Shall he, wlio lias “ full often time the 
bord begun,”— 

Abo\c‘n alio nationns in Prucc ;” 

■who has “ reysed in Lettowe, and in 
Jtuee,” has been— 

In fiornado at tlio sit'go 
Of Algcbir, ami ridden m llelmario;” ^ 

Avlio was— 

At Leyes and at SataU<', 

Al'hcii tlicy were wonne; and in the 

Crete See, 

At many a noble arinee;*’— 
he who has been at— 

“ !Moital baltailcs fiftone, 

And fougliteri for our faith at Tramiseno, 
In listes thrics, and ay slain his fo ”— 

shall he, upon the qualm of a queasy 
criticibin, not be allowed to transfer 
something .of the 

“ Chevalrie, 

Truth and honour, fredoui and cour- 

letie,” 
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which, “ from the time that be first 
began to riden out,” he has loved— 
across a gap of a few hundr<id leagues 
and years? To what end pise, it 
may be asked, has he approved him- 
sev, “ full worthy in his lordes 
werre,” and “ ridden thereto no man 
ferre,”— 

As well in Christendom as in Ho- 
thenesse. 

And ever honor’d for his worthincsse?” 

W!iy, the Knight would have been no 
knight at all if he had been llichard 
Bentley or John Milton, and not, as 
there is every reason to hope lie was, 
h noble et vaillant Chimler Matheu 
DE Gourney, whoso marble tells us 
that he had fought at Benamaryu 
and Algezirc, and been at abundance 
of battles and sieges, named and un¬ 
named, in Christendom and Hea¬ 
thenesse—“ en les quex il gaigna 
nohlcmeni graunt los et honour —and 
who “ died in 1406 at the age of 90.” 
It is therefore Sir Matheu de Gourncy 
who speaks, like a knight, of knight¬ 
hood—and let him speak— 

\V1jo never yet no vilainie ne sayde, 
In all his life unto no manere wight.”— 

Let him speak, justifying his eulogist, 
and showing us, as well as may be, 
by his wmrds, what his deeds showed 
the world, that— 

He was a veray parfit gentil knight!” 

The first transaction that is related 
with soraefull process, is the chivalrous 
enterprise of Theseus against Croon, 
King of Thebes. This dispiteous and 
abominable tyrant prohibits the bodies 
of the warriors fallen in the celebrated 
siege of that city from burial. The 
widows of the slain princes and nobles 
move Theseus for vengeance and re¬ 
dress, which he instantly undertakes, 
andforthwitli executes. Audiiowmark 
thd admixture of times and manners. 
In the firstplace, tliehcinousness of the 
crime, and even the imagination of 
such an impiety, are purely antique, as, 
in truth, the fact itself is on classical 
record in the‘‘Antigone” of Sophocles. 
Again, the suppliant, bereaved, and 
woebegone wives have awaited The¬ 
seus’s coming “in the temple of the 
goddess Clemency,” than which no¬ 
thing can be more classical; and the 
manner in which, at his retuni home 
from his victorious war upon the 


“ Amasones,” the sorrowful company 
receive him, kneeling by two and two, 
clothed in black, along the highway, 
might persuade you that Sir Matheu 
had read tlie CEdipus Tyrannus, and 
successfullyiraitatedCEdipus’sdolorous 
and picturesiiuc reception in thestreets 
of Thebes, % the kneeling, plague- 
smitten population of the city. 

On the other hand, the claim of 
redress at the hand of the wamor 
carries your imagination to tlie inter¬ 
esting volumes of St Palaye; and 
clearly refers to "the obligation by 
wiiich the knight, at his investiture, 
bound himself to redress all wrongs, 
especially those of the ladies. Ami 
Theseus is nothing slack in acknow¬ 
ledging the obligation. He dismounts, 
takes them each and all up in his arms, 

And swore his oth, as he ivas trewe 
krdghiy^ 

that he will do his endeavour that the 
M'orld shall apjtfaud the chastising of 
the “ hilse king.”—Again, whentheone 
day’s demolishingfight hasgiven Creon 
to death, and his land into Theseus’s 
hand, and the two right Heroes of the 
Tale, the Theban cousins, Palainon' 
and Arcitc, are dragged out, half-alive 
aud half-dead, from the heap of 
the slain, the “ hcrauds ” know them, 
by the “ cote-annourc,” to be of the 
blood-royal. Of course, they are 
designated “ knights.”—^Again; The¬ 
seus will take no ransom for them. 
Q’liut is perhaps, indifferently, ancient 
or modern ; but it sounds'^to our ears 
rather modciu, tljat he shuts them ii]* 
in a high tower, which overlooks the 
Garden of his Palace. 

But now we plunge into the bosom 
of our own Heroic times. To do ob¬ 
servance to the May is a rite that wc 
liiui continually occurring in the poetry 
of the middle ages. It is onMaymorn- 
iiig that Emelic, going into the garden 
to gather flowers, and wreathe for 
Jierself a coronal, is first seen by the 
two captive Theban kinsmen. Again, 
■wjicn Arcitc, liberated by the inter¬ 
vention of Pirithous, has returned, 
and is living unrecognized in the ser¬ 
vice of Theseus, it is precisely upon 
the same occasion of going into the 
wood to gather “grenes” for May 
morning, that he falls in with Pala- 
mon, who has the night before broken 
prison, and hides himself during the 
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day in the fprest—which encounter 
leads to their set encounter in arms 
tlie next day, and so to the iuternip- 
tion of their duel by Theseus himself, 
and so to all the consequent coui*sc of 
events. Whatever the true rites of 
returning May may have been, in clas¬ 
sical antiquity, the observance comes 
into tliis tale from the manners of me- 
diajval Europe, not of ancient Greece. 

With what glad and light ritual, 
the Athenians, in the first years 
after the war of the Seven (’hiefs 
against Thebes, did homage to their 
king and queen of the May, we do 
not remember to have seen distinctly 
described. At this day the young- 
folk of old Hellas parade the streets, 
shouting the classical or 

song of the swallow, on the 1st of 
March. The Romans held their Flora- 
lia from the 28th of April to the 1st 
of May, danced and sang, and had 
games, and crowned themselves wuth 
garlands and with flowers. Never¬ 
theless, you instinctively feel that the 
singularly graceful picture of Emclie, 
called up from slumber by the dawn¬ 
ing May morning, and proceeding to 
pluck in the royal garden thedew-fresh 
and bright materials of her own coro¬ 
nal, owes nothing to the lore of 
books, but is brcathingly imaged from 
some gracious original of our own 
good fourteenth century. You remain 
assured, that the trustworthy poet 
records his own proper love-cxpe- 
rience in adjusting the occasion that 
is to vivify with a now passion the 
dolorous prison of the two Ubebans, 
and turn tlie sworn brothers-iii-arms 
into rivals at deadly feud with each 
other. Tiiat rougher age of the world 
—rude the day was not that produced 
and cherislied Chaucer — had this 
virtue, that the grown-up men and 
women were still, by a part of their 
heart, children. The welcoming-in of 
the May is described by the old poets 
in different countries of Europe as a 
passion—seizing upon young and old, 
high and low. All were for the hour 
children—children of nature. When, 
therefore, that love at first sight, which 
immediately becomes a destiny to the 
. two kinsmen, governing their whole 
after-life, is in this manner attached 
by our poet to the visit made ui)on 
this occasion by Emelie to the garden 
which their tower overlooks, the read¬ 


er is entitled to understand that the 
poet does for him the very best thing 
any poet can do, that he infuses into 
his poetical dream his own pulsating 
life-blood. 

The immense joy and universal 
jubilee of nature, called out by the 
annual renewing of warmth, light, 
life, and beauty, and the share and 
the sympathy of man in the diffusive 
and exuberant benediction, fix them¬ 
selves and take form in stated and 
ordered celebrations all the world over. 
It seems luird to deny to any nation 
tlie rejoicing on the return of summer. 
All have it. Yet certainly Chaucer 
paints from his own experience, and 
not from erudition. Tlie poem of 
“The Cnckou and the Nightingale” 
is a mere extolling of love and the 
]\fay. Tlie exordium is a sort of 
incidental hymn to the Love-god, and 
runs into affirming and arguing at 
some length the peculiar energy of his 
dominion in this month. 

And most his might he shedeth ever 
in May.” 

The Complaint of the Black Knight 
—love is his complaint—falls in May, 
The unhappy lover has built himself 
a lodge or bower in the greenwood, 
whetlier with returning May he with¬ 
draws himself from all feasts, societies, 
and throngs of men, to dedicate him¬ 
self to love-mourning, and where, 
under the trees, whilst tlie month of 
love1asts,he remains abandoned to his 
love-inartyrdoMi. That ‘ Hremo of 
Chaucer,’ which has been supposed, 
although Tjrwhitt thinks fancifully, 
to refer to the marriage of John of 
Gaunt with the Lady Blanche, hap¬ 
pens as he lay alone on a night of 
May thinking of his lady. The open¬ 
ing of the I'lower and Leaf puts you in 
doubt whether you are not rather in 
April than in May; but by and by 
you find that the nightingale has been 
all the day long singing the service of 
May. All this amorous and poe¬ 
tical caressing of the May discovers, 
in the tAvicc resting the process of 
events in “The Knight’s Talc” upon 
the observance of May-day, a siguifi- 
cancy otherwise perhaps less evident. 
Shakspeare, in the verse— 

" As full of spirits as the month of 
May,” 

expresses the natural ground which 
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ceremony and eulo^, solemn or 
quaint, haw ai'tificialiy displayed iu 
the usages of old times,' and in the 
poetry of Chaucer, 

' But to return to our two knights. 
They are brvthcrs-in-arms —by the 
by, rather a romantic, than a classi¬ 
cal institution—and so pledged to Iielp 
one another in love; and the question 
arises, as the ground of a "long argu¬ 
ment, ■which is traitor to the other. 
Yet liere, too, is intiirmixed the clas¬ 
sical witli the romantic. For Pala- 
inon, who first sees Einelic, takes her 
for the goddess Venus ; on which 
Arbite ingeniously founds his own 
plea, that he first lovea'hcr as a 
''woman, and so is entitled to tlie help 
of the other. Their silent arming of 
one another, for mortal duel, in tlic 
forest, each 

As frendly as he were his owen bro¬ 
ther,** 


reminds you of chivalrous lo 3 \aUy and 
faith ; although it would be hard to 
deny that the antique warriors might 
liavc been as honest. But the truth 
is, that in Homer every hnight mans 
himself, and the two Thebans must 
have w'orn modorn armour to need 
this help. And yet here wiiat a clas¬ 
sical relief in the simile of the hunter! 
Of all transplantation from the mo¬ 
dern to the ancient, tempered never¬ 
theless with antiquity, their great 
listed Duel stands foremost. Take it, 
with all the circumstances that intro¬ 
duce it. Whilst the kinsmen are 
lighting, Theseus rides up, “ ])ulled 
out a s\voi‘d, and cried, Ho 1 ” Idiis is 
the language of the 14th century, and 
the western side of Europe. But he 
swears by “ mighty Mars,” that the 
first who strikes another stroke shall 
lose his head. Both arc liable to 
death. Balamon for Having broken 
prison, and Arcite, because his avoid¬ 
ing Atheriiau ground on pain of death 
was an original condition of his libe¬ 
ration. Theseus’ challenge to them, 
“ Tell me who ye arc that arc so bold 
as to fight here without judge or 
officer,” is tlio manner of the poet’s 
day. In the lime of Theseus, fighting 
ill a wood near Athens was free to ali 
tlie world. 

M'hat saves them? The inteiposi- 
tion of the ladies! Queen, princess, 
cotirt and all, who think it a pity 


two gallant young “gcntil men” of 
gret estat” shall die, and all for 
love. 'J’he duke is moved; for ]>ity 
soon melts in a “gentil herte.” And he 
appomts a regular Tournament—that 
at the year’s end they shall meet, 
each bringing a hundred knights, 
and fight it out. He pledges himself 
‘ upon liis troth, and as he is a 
knight,’ that he who shall slay his 
adversary, or * out of listes him 
di’ivc,’ shall have Emelie to wife. 

The lists are—from the hint of 
antiiputy—a regular Amphitheatre, a 
mile about—walled, and the seats in 
steps to the height of sixty paces. 
Art and w'calth have been lavished 
in making the field w'orthy of the 
fight. Over the Eastern gate is an 
altar and an “ Oratoric” to Venus— 
over the Western, to Mars—on the 
North side is one to Diana. The de¬ 
scription of the three Fanes is of sur¬ 
passing power. Among the portraitures 
in that of Mars is the Suicide, for 
whom the relator, poet or knight, for¬ 
gets himself in his vivid coiiccpliou, 
and sa^'s that he saw it. 

The allies of the two knights art' 
both classically and romanticnlly 
chosen. With i^ilanion comes “ la- 
curge, the gvetc king of Trace.” That 
is classical. With Arcite the grete 
Emetrius, the king of Inde.” That is 
romantic.. The persons of the two 
kings are described at large, wiih 
great strength and fecundity of luiiiit- 
iug. And here again, in tlie way of 
art, the contrast is admirably sustained 
ami efiectivc. Licurge is the older, 
more uncouth, and giant-like. 'J'he 
youthful Emetrius is more sjileiidid 
and knightly. Both are thorougliiy 
regal and formidable. Licurge is 
black-bearded, for the sake of more 
savage cfiect; wdicreforc the mon¬ 
arch ofludc, contrariwise to the actual 
distribution of races over the earth, 
or more properly speaking to the 
knowm influence of climate, is fair. 
His crisp and ringed locks are. 
yellow, and glitter like The sun. His 
complexion may trouble the pliy- 
siologists; but is not likely to dis¬ 
compose tlie poetical reader under the 
tuition of Cliristoidicr North. The 
“foure white holies” that draw the 
‘char of gold’ upon which the Thracian 
stands, are as antique as you can de¬ 
vise. The tamed caglo as any.lily 
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GERMAK-AMERICAN ROMANCES. 

The Viceroy and the Aristocracy^ or Mexico in 1812. 

Part the Third. 


In commencing a brief final notice 
of “ The Viceroy and the Aristocracy,” 
we regret much to inform our readers 
that it is, in a manner, a story with¬ 
out an end. One of the most striking 
peculiarities of this anonymous author, 
consists in his singular and unaccount¬ 
able habit of leaving every thing un¬ 
finished. Despising the rule generally 
observed by romance writers, of bring¬ 
ing their works to some sort of climax 
or denouement^ he in no one instance 
takes the trouble to dispose satisfac¬ 
torily of his characters; but, after 
strongly interesting the reader in their 
fate, abandons them in the middle of 
their career, as if he intended, some 
day or other, to complete their his¬ 
tory in another volume. The inven¬ 
tive and descriptive powers displayed 
ill his writings, render it impossible to 
attribute this peculiarity to lack of 
ability. A chapter or two would fre¬ 
quently be sufficient to terminate 
every thing in one way or the other; 
but these chapters, owing to some 
■whim of tlic author, are denied us. 
Manifold arc the eccentricities of ge¬ 
nius, and our unknown friend has evi¬ 
dently no small share of them. AVe 
are compelled, therefore, to look upon 
his books less as regular novels, than 
as a scries of sketches, scenes, and 
adventures, with slight connecting 
links; and resembling, by their vivid 
colouring, and graphic and cliaractcr- 
istic details, some admirably painted 
and gorgeous panorama, of which the 
materials exhibit infinite vai’iety and 
the most striking contrasts. 

We cannot liope, in our translation, 
to do full justice to so able an origi¬ 
nal ; and the less so as, in the extracts 
given, we arc compelled to take con- 
eidorablo liberties in the way of abridge¬ 
ment. We are, nevertheless, desiioiis 
of following the fortunes of J^on Ma¬ 
nuel as far as the author acquaints us 
with them; previously to which, how¬ 


ever, wo will lay before our readers 
one or two fragments^ having little 
connexion with the plot of the book, 
but highly illustrative of the singular 
state of Mexican society and manners 
at tlie period referred to. We com¬ 
mence with a striking sketch of the 
Wperos, as they appeared when as¬ 
sembled outside the city of Mexico, 
awaiting the arrival of Vicente Gue- 
YQvo and the patriot amy. 


The morning of the jiinth of Febru¬ 
ary 1812, had scarcely dawned, when 
the entire multitude of those wretched 
bcingSi known by the name of Lt'ipc- 
ros, left the city of Mexico, and ad¬ 
vanced along the Ajotia road as far 
as the chain of volcanic hills already 
alluded to. 

The road in question forms, with 
the laud adjacent to it, one of the 
most dreary portions of the rich valley 
of Mexico or Tcnochtitlan; and the 
swampy ground through vrbich it 
passes, and which is only exchanged, 
beyond the liillocks, for a stratum of 
lava, exhibited, even in the most 
palmy days of Mexican splendour, the 
same gloomy and desert character as 
at the period here referred to. AVrctch- 
ed huts, inhabited by half-naked In¬ 
dians, who either worked at the desa^ 
or gained a scanty existence by 
fishing, and here and there a spot of 
ground plant(!d witli vegetables, were 
the most agi'eeable objects to be met 
with; while the low grounds lay en¬ 
tirely waste, even the obtuse Indians 
being deterred by their poisonous ex¬ 
halations from attempting their cul¬ 
tivation. 

It was along this road, early upon 
the above-named morning, that hordes 
of brown, squalid, sullen-looking 
beings, equally debased in mind and 
body, were seen advancing; dragging 
themselves listlessly along, now slow¬ 
ly, then more rapidly, in the direction 


* The canal by which the waters of the river Guautitlan are carried through 
the mountains into the valley of Tula. 
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of the hills. It was a disgusting, and 
at the same time a lamentable sight, 
to behold this mass of filth, misery, 
and degradation, which came crawl¬ 
ing and limping along, scarcely human 
in aught except the form of those who 
composed it. The majority of the 
Leperos were completely naked, un¬ 
less the fragments of tattered blankets 
that hung in shreds over their shoul¬ 
ders could be reckoned as clothing. 
Here and there might be seen a thread¬ 
bare jacket or mangay or a pair of 
ragged calico trousers; while the soni- 
hrero de petatt:^ or straw-hat, was 
worn by neai-ly all of them. The 
women had their long lank hair hang¬ 
ing loose about their persons, forming 
their chief covering, with the excep¬ 
tion of some scanty rags fastened 
round their hips. In groups of twenty 
to a hundred, some of several hun¬ 
dreds, on they came, all wearing that 
vacant look which is the attribute of 
the degraded and cretiii-like Indian of 
the Tenochtitlan valley; but which 
was now modified by an uneasy rest¬ 
lessness that seemed to impel them 
in’esistibly. towards the Kio Frio 
mountains. There was something 
strange and mysterious in the deport¬ 
ment of this sombre-looking mob; 
no shout, no laugh—none of those 
boisterous outbreaks commonly wit¬ 
nessed amongst numerous assem¬ 
blages of the lower classes. On most 
of their callous, but naturally by no 
means stupid, physiognomies, the ex¬ 
pression was one of spite and cun¬ 
ning, combined with indications of a 
secret and anxious expectation. Over 
the whole column, which was at least 
a mile in extent, hung clouds of smoke, 
more or less thick according to tho 
greater or less density of the crowd. 
Destitute and wretchedly poor as the 
Leperos were, they had, nevertheless, 
managed to provide themselves, al¬ 
most without exception, with ono 
article of luxury; men, women, and 
chUdron, all had cigars, and the smoke 
of the tobacco was by far the most 
enduraUe of the odours emitted by 
this rank multitade. 

reacMug the rising ground, 
a^mdld throng distributed itsdf 
over tho road, or on and 
around the hillocks, as if Intending to 


take up its position there. In all 
imaginable postures, lying, standing, 
sitting, and squatting down, they 
waited; why, and for whom, it would 
have been hard to say, since they 
themselves had only an indistinct per¬ 
ception of tlieir object. Hours passed 
away, and there they still were, sunk 
in the lazy apathy which is a charac¬ 
teristic of the Mexican Indians, and 
of all much-oppressed nations—a na¬ 
tural consequence of the despotism 
that crushes them, and causes them at 
last to look upon the unseen power 
by which they arc oppressed as the 
decree of an iron fate which it would 
be impossible to resist or evade. For 
a long time profound silence reigned 
among these thousands and tens of 
thousands—a silence broken only by 
an occasional iudisiinct murmur or 
sigh, which found, however, neither 
reply nor echo. 

A group that had stationed itself 
on a projection of the hillock over 
which winds the road from Mexico to 
Ajotla, at last had its attention at¬ 
tracted by a party of horsemen ap¬ 
proaching from the direction of Buen 
Vista. This sight, although by no 
means unusual on that frequented road, 
appeared to interest the Leperos. They 
raised their heads, gazed a while 
at the riders, gave a kind of growl, 
like dogs who perceive something 
strange or suspicious, and then for 
the most part stretched themselves 
out again. Some, however, continued 
to mutter and grumble, and at last 
began to utter audible curses. 

“ Ahuitzote I ” exclaimed one of the 
Guachinaugos, rising to his feet, and 
fixing the oblique gaze of his eyes, 
which were set wide apart, upon tho 
distant horsemen. 

‘‘ Ahuitzote! ” repeated his compa¬ 
nions—^the last syllable of the word 
seeming to stick in their throats. 

“I was lying yesterday under tho 
"murmured an Indian, “ when 
Agostino Iturblde came by*’- 

He was too indolent to finish what 
ho would have said; but a glance at 
his legs and shoulders, which were 
bloody and scarred with sabre cuts, 
completed his meaning. 

“ The earth belongs to Tonantzin,'*’ 
tlmheavenstothoYirginof Guadalupe, 


* The Mexican Ceres; goddess of xnaize. 



1845 .] German-American Homanees. 5^3 


and die poTtales to the red men,” said 
another Indian. “ The day will come 
when no Gachupin shall drive us out 
of them.” 

“ And when the sons of Tenochtit- 
lan shall have pulque for their di’ink,” 
muttered a third. 

“And tortillas with fat chili for 
their food,” chimed in a fourth. “ Mai- 
dito Don Agostino! He is more the 
Ahuitzote of the children of Tenoch- 
titlan than theGachupins themselves.” 

During this dialogue, an old Indian 
of powerful frame ha(l ascended the 
hillock, and squatted himself down on 
one of the blocks of lava with which 
the ground was strewed. The other 
Leperos seemed to regard him with a 
certain degree of respect and attention, 
and, alter muttering the name of Tatli 
Ixtla,* they remained silent, as if 
expecting him to speak. As this, 
however, did not immediately follow, 
they let their heads sink again, and 
relapsed into their previous state of 
brooding ajiathy. 

The Indian gazed mysteriously 
around him, lit a cigar, and, after a 
few puffs, broke silence in the low 
murmuring tones peculiai* to the In¬ 
dian race. 

“ Ixthi has heard the discourse of 
the Cura Ilippolito of Tlascala. It 
was IK) ciiento dt frailed Ixtla has 
often heard the sam(? from the priests 
of his own race. Will my brothers 
hear the words of the Cina Ilippo¬ 
lito?” 

There was an unanimous sign of 
assent from the Indians. 

“ He who hath eai's to hear, let him 
hear! So said the Cura Hippolito, 
and so saith Ixtla. When Don Abra¬ 
ham, a most excellent caballcro, 
greatly esteemed both by the holy 
Virgin of Guadalupe and by Mexi- 
cotl”- 

The speaker paused, for his cigar 
was going out. We take advantage 
of the pause, to inform our readers 
that the Don Abraham who was thus 
strangely, and, according to the cus¬ 
tom of the Mexican Indian priests, 
brought into the society of Mexicotl 
and the Virgin of Guadalupe, was no 
other than the Jewish patriarch. 

“ When Don Abraham,” continued 


the Indian, “ felt his end approach¬ 
ing, he called his son, Don Isaac, and 
bequeathed to him all his possessions; 
after which he died in the Lord. This 
Don Isaac was, as the schores have 
perhaps heard, a God-feanng man, 
who had two sons, Don Esau and Don 
Jago. Of these, your worships must 
understand, Don Esau was the elder, 
or first-born, and Don Jago the 
younger. And when Don Jago was 
twenty years old, he had a dream, in 
which he was told to gn to the Madre 
Patria, whore great good fortune 
awaited him.” 

The man paused at the words Madre 
Patria, by which the reader will al¬ 
ways understand Spain. A number 
.of LLq>ci*os had ascended the hillock, 
and collectctl round the speaker. 

“As Sefior Don Jago,” resumed 
Tatli Ixtla, “ as younger son, had 
less claim upon the inheritance of his 
father than Don Esau, he did accord¬ 
ing to his dream, and betook himself 
to the Madre Patria, where, by his 
pleasant discourse, ho won the favour 
of the King of the Moors, who be¬ 
stowed on him his daughter, the Prin- 
cesa Doiia Lea, in marriage, and also, 
after tAVO years, his second daughter, 
the Princesa Doua Ttachel. By these 
two wives he had twelve sons and 
daughters, who were all kings and 
queens in the Madre Patria, as well 
as their father, to whom the Gachu- 
pins still pray, under the name of Sant 
Jago do Compostella.” 

The Indians and Metises, of wlmm 
the crowd of Leperos consisted, nodded 
with that air of quiet conviction which 
may bo frequently remarked amongst 
the lower classes in certain European 
countries, when they hear histories 
related which are supported by the 
authority of great names, and to doubt 
the truth of which might endanger 
both body and soul. 

“ When Don Jago had established 
his kingdom,” continued the old J3X^ 
dian, “ the wish came over him to 
visit his own land again; so he set out 
with hia servants, and, after many 
days, came to his father's house. And 
now listen, Sefiores,” said the Indian, 
raising his voice. “ Don Esau was, 
as yon know, the first-born, and as 


Tatli is an Aztec word; signifying father. 


f Monkish legend. 
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mch would have possessed his father’s 
land, had not the traitor, Don Jago, 
as the Gachupins call him, San 
Jago, cheated him out of it. Through 
this it was that the sons of Tenochtit- 
Ian became the slaves of the Gachu¬ 
pins, who are the sons of Jago.” 

The countenances of the Leperoa 
began to express increased interest in 
the nairation. 

“ It was in the esAb,”* resumed the 
Indian, “ that Jago returned to his 
father’s house, where a great enter¬ 
tainment was given to him, Don Esau 
was away at the hunting-grounds, 
while Don Jago was feasting on the 
best of tortillas and the finest Taco- 
titlan pulque, better uo Count could 
have,” 

At the mention of the pulque, there 
was a strong sensatiou amongst the 
listeners. 

“ Don Esau came home hungry 
from the chase, and found his brother 
with a dish of frijolos before him, the 
best that ever were grown upon the 
Chinampas of the Chalco-t Now, 
what think you the traitor Jago did ? ” 

“ lo / lo se! Wc know! ” cried 
several Indians eagerly. 

“ The scilores,” said the old man 
gravely, “ will hear that Ixtla speaks 
no lies. Jago drew back his dish of 
frijolos, as if from a dog; and when 
Don Esau begged for a mouthful, he 
promised him the whole dish if he 
would give up his birthright; but if he 
would not do so, then Jago swore that 
not a single frijolO should pass Don 
Esau’s lips.” 

“And Don Esau?” cried the Ld- 
peros. 

“ What would my brothers have 
done had they been thirsty and a-hun- 
gered, and had seen before them the 
skin of pulque, and tijie dish of tor¬ 
tillas and frijolos?” 

This argumentum ad hominem eli¬ 
cited sundry greedy looks from the 
surrounding crowd; and cries of “Ah, 
tortillas! ah, pulque! ” burst from the 
craving Ups of the Ldperos. 

“ In short,” continued the old In- 
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dian, “ Don Esau gave what his hun¬ 
ger forced him to give, and Don Jago 
gave in return the dish of frijolos and 
a fine large skin full of Tacotitlan 
pulque.” 

Maldito gavachoV' growled the 
Ldperos, who, in spite of their long¬ 
ings, could not help finding the ex¬ 
change an unfair one. 

“ Hush!” said the Indian. “ Don 
Esau, as you shall now hear, was the 
father of the sons of Tenochtitlan." 

At this new piece of intelligence, 
the crowd opened their eyes wider 
than before. 

“Well, seilorcs,” continued the 
Indian, “ Don Esau had his dish of 
frijolos, and Don Jago the inheritance* 
which he had long coveted. Then 
Jago went back to the Madrc Patria, 
and Esau, having lost his birthright, 
wandered out into the wide world. 
You all know, scfiorcs, that Mexico 
is the world, for Tenochtitlan is the 
capital of the world.” t 

The Ldperos nodded. 

“ To Tcnoclititlan, then, did Esau 
betake lamself, with his and 

his sons, and built the great city on 
the lake, aud made the Chinampas ; 
and soon the city became greater than 
any one in Mexico. For many hun¬ 
dred years did the sons of Don Esau 
rule in Tenochtitlan and Anahuac, 
aud his younger sous in Mechoacan 
and Cholula; and the children of hix 
concubines lived as freemen in Tlas- 
cala.” 

“ Es verdad,'' murmured one of the 
Ldperos, 

“ Es mrdad^'' they all repeated. 

“ Well,” continued the narrator, 
“ the sons of Don Esau throve and 
multiplied, and had dollars and tor¬ 
tillas in plenty, when of a sudden it 
came into the heads of Don Jago’s 
children’s children that their father 
had had the share of the first-bom, 
and that they, as his descendants, 
inherited the right over the whole 
world; that is to say, over Mexico, 
and that the sous of Esau owed them 
a tribute. Thereupon,, as they were 
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* The dry season. 

f Tlie beft pulque is that of Tacotitlan, Frijolos are a species of bean which 
grows in great periection in the Chinampas, or Bwimming gardens upon the lake 
of Chaleo. 

t Tenochtitlan is the ancient name of the valley of Mexico. It ia here used to 
designate the capital city. 
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a daring and knavish race, they got 
upon their ships and landed in Yuca¬ 
tan and Vera Cruz, and ascended the 
heights of Xalappa and Tlascala, and 
by sweet words enticed the men of 
Tlascala into their nets, and with 
their help got through the barrancas 
and over the mountains of Tenoch- 
titlan. Then they besieged and de¬ 
stroyed the city, put to death all those 
wJio bore spears and machetes, and 
made slaves of the rest.” 

Malditos hereges!''^ muttered the 
Leperos. 

“ And when they had taken Te- 
nochtitlan,” continued the Indian, 
“ they said, ‘ See, here it is good to 
dwell. Here let us build our ran¬ 
chos, and tlio sons of Esau shall plant 
our maize and sow oui' chili, dig our 
gardens, and tap our agave-trees; 
and their daughters shall spin our 
cotton, thcii' wives bake our tortillas, 
ilicir children seek for gold in the 
rivers, and then’ men, instead of war¬ 
riors, shall be caballitos and tena- 
tores.’ And so it came tO pass.” 

The Indian who had given this re- 
sume of Father llippolito’s sermon, 
now paused, either because he had 
nothing further to say, or because ho 
was reflecting what would be the best 
application he could make to his 
hearers of these various wanderings 
and sufferings of the children of Esau. 
The pause that ensued, how'ever, was 
sufficiently long for the Leperos en¬ 
tirely to forget all they had heard. 
Their look of stupid vacancy returned, 
and they relapsed, like so many swine, 
into their various postures of lazy 
repose, quite oblivious of the orator 
who had so skilfully transferred to 
Mexico the heroes of the Old Testa¬ 
ment. Some of them continued gaz¬ 
ing down the road at the liorsemen, 
who w’ere now drawing near. 

Ahuitzote P' grumbled an Indian. 
“ Son Gachupinos,''^ 
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Don Agostino, though a Creole, 
is a worse Ahuitzotc than the Gachu-' 
pins,” murmured another Lepero. 

“ The Creoles,” screamed a Zambo, 
“ are the piqued eggs,* the Gachu- 
pins the piques themselves. The 
Creoles are the sons of the Marquis, 
and of his conquistadores und came- 
rados, who made the Tlascalans help 
them against Anahuac, and when 
they had won it, made slaves of their 
allies. Larifari! Viva la Ubertad! 

“ Viva la lihertad! ”* cried another 
of the same ncgi*o-Indian race, who 
was standing with his arms a-kimbo, 
and looking down with sovereign 
contempt upon the mob of Leperos. 

Viva lalibertad! Viva! Viva! See 
there, the house of Condo San Jago, 
the riclicst caballero in Mexico, who 
made netto six million dollars out of 
a single hona^iza,^ Netto, seilorcs. 
Viva la lihertad! D’ye know, scuores, 
what liberty is ? We have been where 
it flourished, in Guanaxato, where 
we brought the dollars out of the Al- 
hondega by baskcts-full. Si^ s^torias^ 
the most beautiful, milkwhite, silver 
dollars, to be had for the taking; that 
is liberty.” 

“ Viva la lihertad!'''' exclaimed the 
knot of Leperos. The cry was re¬ 
peated by the next group, and by the 
next, till it was taken up by thou¬ 
sands of voices. 

“ Todos diahlos P' cried the Zambo, 
“ a huiTa for liberty, that Cassio may 
take what he likes, and wlierc he 
likes. 1 will have the condesa Ituhl’s 
donzclla to pour out my pulque, and 
the condesa herself—by the virgin of 
Guadalupe, she shall be our tortil- 

“ Santa Bf'igiday santa Agata^ santa 
Marta^ santa Ursula^ con todos sus. 
diez mil virgenes^ pray for the senses * 
of the sciior Chino! ” cried the Lepe - 
ros, beyond measure astonished and' 
angry at the presumption of the 
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* The pique or ntgua is a small but exceedingly noxious insect that abounds In 
some parts of Mexico, especially in the low grounds of Vera Cruz and Acapulco. 
It bores holes in the skin and lays its eggs there, causing a violent irritation 
and sometimes dangerous sores. 

f A term used in mining operations. A rich vein of silver, or, generally, suc¬ 
cess in mining. 

4 In Mexican houses of the more opulent class, a woman-servant is kept for 
the sole purpose of preparing and baJking tortillas or maize cakes. She ia 
called a tortUlera. 
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Zambo. “ Chino! ” screamed the 
negi’O-Indian furiously, “ do you take 
me for a Chino? Es posiblef Is it 
possible?” cried he, tearing open his 
jacket, and producing from a small 
silver caso a dirty bit of paper, which 
he held up in triumph. “ See, here, 
seiiorias, '‘Que se tengapor tZd«co/’”* 

“ Que se tenga- por bianco I ” yelled 
a hundred, and soon a thousand, 
Leperos, roaring with laughter. And 
tlteu dancing round him in a circle, 
they again vociferated, “ Que se tenga 
por bianco! ” 

The ragged Zambo, who, in his 
day-dream of ambition, had selected 
a countess for his cupbearer, did not 
seem disposed easily to give up his 
claims to a white skin. He gazed 
for a moment at the mad antics and 
grimaces of tlic filthy and ugly mob 
by w'hich he w'aS siuTOunded, and 
then again vociferated, “ Jo soy bian¬ 
co^ y todo bianco e$ cahallero ! ” 

“ A rascally thief from Vera Cruz, 
iJiat is what you arc,” was the retort; 

a sand-fly that Avould fain creep in 
and make its nest amongst ns.” 

“ I will show you wdio has the 
most power, your Vicente Gucrcro, 
or Cassio Isidro,” cried the Zambo. 
“ I will let you know it,” added he, 
his hands stuck iu his sides as if in 
defiance, “ and before ten months 
are past, I w'iil have Vicente Guerero 
for iny muleteer.” 

The Zambo’s cup w^as filled to over¬ 
flowing by this la,st piece of presump¬ 
tion^ and a tliousand Indians, forget¬ 
ting their sloth and a.])athy, sprang 
forward to seize and punish the man 
who had dared to speak lightly of one 
of the greatest licroes of the Revolu¬ 
tion, the representative of the inte¬ 
rests of the coloui'cd races. But the 
Zambo was far more nipible than the 
sluggish L^peros, and his speed of 
foot, and active bounds over the 
heaps of lav^ enabled him to laugh 
at the pursuit and menaces of those 
zealous partisans of the illustrious 
Viednte Guerdro. 


This kind of familiar, not to say 
profane, adaptation of the Scriptures 
to the comprehension of the lowest 
and most ignorant classes, for the 
furtherance of a political or other 
temporal object, is not altogether 
without example amongst the priest¬ 
hood of some European countries. 

Wo pass on to a midday scene iu 
the city of Mexico. There had been 
a distiubance, followed by some me¬ 
nacing demonstrations on the pai’t of 
the authorities; and the streets, in¬ 
stead of being silent and entirely de¬ 
serted, as is usually the case in 
Mexico during the first three hours of 
the afternoon, were traversed by nu¬ 
merous passengers. The following 
picture of a Spanish-American inte¬ 
rior, is peculiai'ly chai'acteristic. 


It was one of those delightful Feb¬ 
ruary afternoons, when the freshness 
of the Mexican winter blends with 
the approaching summer heat which 
is so soon to succeed it, when the 
sun begins to resume its power, and 
the heavens ajipear so pure and deep, 
and so transpai’cnt in the brilliancy 
of their golden-tinted azure, that tho 
cj'e seems to pcncUatc bejond them 
into infinite space. From the »nVa- 
dor^ or balcony, of the house of St 
Simon Stilitta, whence tliey com¬ 
manded a view of the cathedral, of 
several palaces, and for nearly a milo 
down the long Tacuba street, tliree 
pairs of dark eyes were flashing 
bright glances .through the gilt trellis- 
work. It was a stately and right 
Catholic-looking mansion, that Casa 
de San Simon—^which was so called 
because its front was adorned witli 
the image of the aforesaid patron. 
An image of St Francisco w as his 
companion, and between the two was 
the balcony, occupied by three young 
girls, whose blooming beauty con¬ 
trasted strongly with the harsh-fea¬ 
tured and indifTerently carved and 
painted effigies of the two holy men. 
Although none of the three damsds 
wore more than half through their 


^ bianco. Let Mm consider himself white. The usual form 

of certificates which the Mexican Audiencia was accustomed to 

at to the coloured races. These certificates were originally con¬ 

fined to the ooadroons and quinteroonsi and oflwr dhstes that had iwy a small 
admixture of Indian blood. 
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teens, they had not the less attained 
the full perfection and ripeness of 
Mexican womanhood. First, there 
was the Seflorita Doha Cclestina, 
daughter of the intendant of Vallado¬ 
lid, a little round-faced beauty, with 
some tendency to embonpoint^ lips 
rather too full, eyes black and bril¬ 
liant, although somewhat prominent, 
a well-turned waist, and a healthy 
Spanish complexion—that is to say, 
bordering on the yellow—of which 
hue her teeth, thanks to the filthy 
cigar, also participated. Doha Xi- 
menc, daughter of Sefior Vivar, one 
of the oidores of the Audiencia, was 
of more slender form than her above- 
named companion, her lips also rather 
too thick—a defect modified, how¬ 
ever, by the grace with which they 
occasionally parted, and disclosed a 
symmetrical row of teeth. Her eyes, 
although not sufficiently deep-set, 
sparkled like diamonds, and she 
smoked her pnjita with an elegance 
that W'as quite enchanting. Laura, 
ft round-chinned, plump-cheeked dam- 
std, youngest daughter of the vice- 
president of the Hacienda Real, 
made up the trio. All three had the 
smallest possible feet, the most fairy¬ 
like hands, the blackest eyes, and the 
best Wooclvillo cigars; and all three 
were suffering from a most extrava¬ 
gant fit of ennui. It ys as to get rid of 
this last, that the poor girls, who lived 
in the Callo de Aguila, the fashion¬ 
able Spanish street, and had been 
awakened from their siesta by the 
prito and disturbance, had come, at¬ 
tended by their negro waiting-maids, 
to pay a visit to their friend Isidra, 
whom they had found giving herself 
up to all the delights of Mexican yar- 
niente. 

The mirador on which the three 
girls were lounging and smoking, was 
connected wdth the sala^ or drawing¬ 
room, by lofty folding-doors, which 
stood open. At the further end of 
this sala was the estrada^ a kind of 
raised platform; on the estrada a 
loi'ge low ottoman, and on the otto¬ 
man two figures, of which the one 
sat upright, and the other was in a 
reclining posture. The ^rdle of the 
latter was loosened, and the upper 
part of the body bare of all covering, 
except a profusiofn of glossy black 
hair, whick was spread out over the 


bosom and shoulders; answering, 
however, less the puipose of a veil, 
than that of making more evident the 
whiteness of the owner’s skin. The 
lady thus unceremoniously disappa- 
rellcd was apparently very young; 
but no inference could be drawn-from 
her face, which was concealed in the 
lap of her companion, a mulatto girl, 
whose fingers and eyes were alike 
busy in an investigation of her mis¬ 
tress’s head; a search so eager, active, 
and absorbing, that she resembled a 
huntress, forgetting, in the ardour of 
tlie cliase, all surrounding objects. 

The saloon occupied by these two 
damsels was furnished in the usual 
manner of Spanish houses of the bet¬ 
ter class; the floor spread with esteras^ 
or mats, a large table in tlio centre, 
and two smaller ones at tlio sides, 
the latter supporting images of the 
Virgen de los Kemedios, and of San 
Jago de Compostella. A dozen or 
two high-backed chairs, dating pro¬ 
bably from the time of Philip the 
Fourth, made up the furniture. The 
walls were covered with square tiles 
of .blue eaithenware, the hangings 
were of green Cordovan leather, and 
instead of the chandelier, which hung 
in one corner of the extensive apart¬ 
ment, six silken cords were suspended 
from the large gilt hook in the centre 
of the ceiling. On the tabic in the 
middle of the room lay several musi¬ 
cal instruments, amongst them a 
Spanish guitar and a Mexican tepou’- 
atzli or lute—tlio latter a hollow 
wooden cylinder, with two parallel 
holes cut in the centre, and played 
upon by means of sticks tipped with, 
caoutchouc. 

A cloister-like stillness reigned in. 
the saloon as well as on the balcony, 
and not a syllable was uttered, aU 
though fully a quarter of an hour had 
elapsed since the arrival of the young 
ladies and their donzellas. Nor was 
there more vivacity of movement than 
of tongue. From time to time, one 
or other of the three girls would push 
aside her mantilla, and dart a fiash-^ 
ing glance into the street, and then, 
meeting no return, relapse into het 
former languor. 

“A ello&i a tUos! Go onl” at 
length cried a voice out of the lap of 
the mulatto girL 

Whatdoyouivitof? 
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replied the latter, as she discontinued 
her diligent search amongst the raven 
locks, and raising the head from her 
knees, exposed to view a youthful 
and charming countenance. “ Betsta! 
enough!” added she, in a decided 
tone. The lady gave her an angry 
look. 

PorqueV'' she asked '•'‘Torque 
ncabarf Why leave olf V” 

“ Que quiere vmdP'' returned the 
waiting-maid; '•'•matarlos todosi x\. 
nlnguna seriora dt calidad se los maia 
todos. No lady of quality has them 
aU killed." 

Mentira! Tis a lie!” screamed 
her mistress peevishly. 

“ Es verdad! *Tis true! ” interposed 
Hofias Ximene, Celestina, and Laura, 
putting their hands into their hair, 
and after a sliort search producing 
manifest proofs of the trutli of the 
waiting-maid’s assertion, and of tlicir 
own powers of endurance. There¬ 
upon the head sank once more into 
the lap of the mulatto maiden, who 
began to disentangle and arrange the 
hair. 

Again all was still. The tlircc 
seiloritas gazed out into the street, 
and smoked and yawned; the at¬ 
tendant twisted and plaited her mis¬ 
tress’s abundant tresses; all was 
apathy leaden, Mexican apathy. 

In a side chamber, of winch the 
door stood half open, a voice was 
suddenly heard, uttering sundry Oh’s! 
and All’s! in such a strange, half- 
groaning, half-screaming tone, that 
the four young ladies burst into a 
loud lit of laughter. The chamber 
was much smaller than the saloon, 
but yet far larger and higher than an 
ordinary European bedroom, and, like 
the sala, was lined with blue china 
tiles. In one part of it there hung a 
hammock, the occupant of which, 
judging from his or her loud and re¬ 
gular snore, was soundly sleeping. 
On the right hand stood a sort of 
hybrid machine, between a bed and 
an ottoman, which might have been 
dernier, and on which, besides other 
m^cies of dress, lay a blue cloak, 
embnddened gold. Hats 
emsfiod of shape, dusty trowsers, 
didy implements of the 

isibttered about the apart¬ 
ment, side by ^de with costly articles 
of ai^i^trel, the value of one of which 


would have sufficed to cleanse 
whole house, and keep it clean for 
half a year to come. Below the ham¬ 
mock sat an Indian girl, with a fan of 
feathers upon her lap; her head was 
inclined upon her breast, and sleep 
had overtaken her in the midst of the 
monotonous occupation of fanning tho 
inmate of the hammock. Near tho 
bed or sofa stood a mulatto, holding a 
box of cigars and a light. 

“Oh! Ah! Ill!” again groaned 
the occupant of tho bed, from which 
a nightcap now emerged. A meagre 
grimy hand next appeared, pulled off 
the nightcap, and disclosed a dry, 
brown physiognomy, of which the 
cheeks, temples, and hollows round 
the eyes, were puckered into innume¬ 
rable dark olive-gi’ccii wrinkles. 

This lamentable interjection, which 
was somewhat louder than the pre¬ 
ceding one, caused a commotion in 
the hammock, from which there now 
appeared another tawny countenance, 
ornamented with a few warts as large 
as peas, and with a beard which 
would have been a fitting decoration 
for a gi’enadier. Au efibrt was made 
to raise the body as well as tho head, 
but the weight of the former made tho 
attempt abortive, and the whole figure 
again disappeared in the hollow of its 
hanging couch. A second and more 
vigorous trial was successful, and 
there came into view the head, neck, 
shoulders, and other component parts 
of a female bust, tho more minato 
description of which we will spare our 
readers. The lady of the house, for 
it M^as no less a person, did not seem 
in the least emban'assed by the pre¬ 
sence of the mulatto, but sat upright 
in her hammock. 

“Manca!” cried she, in a voice 
like an ill-conditioned trumpet, and 
gazing around her as she spoke. 
“Manca!” she repeated in a yet 
harsher tone; and then throwing her 
right foot and leg over the side of the 
hammock, she, by a tremendous Mck, 
knocked the drowsy Manca off her 
perch. By this exertion there was 
communicated to the hammock a 
swinging motion which seemed highly 
pleasing to the Spanish lady, who 
allowed her left foot to follow her 
right, neither of them being protect¬ 
ed by stockings or any other cover¬ 
ing; and then, holding on with both 
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bands to the cords of the hammock, 
she rocked herself to and fro with in¬ 
finite satisfaction, her sole garment 
being her chemise. 

For the third time did the Spaniard 
utter his lamentable Oh ! Ah ! 

“Don Matanzas!” screamed the 
sefiora, “ it is impossible to shut 
one’s eyes for your groans. Can one 
have no quiet; not even for the 
siesta? 

And again she jerked herself into 
her hammock, which Manca now kept 
in a state of vibration, creating a 
cool breeze in the room, but at the 
same time raising clouds of dust. 
About two minutes elapsed, during 
which not a word was spoken; the 
Spaniard had lighted a cigar, and was 
puffing forth volumes of smoke. On 
a sudden he took the cigar from his 
month, apparently in a great rage. 

“ Muertey infiernos! ” he exclaimed, 
A twinge interrupted him, and he re¬ 
lapsed into his groanings, while his 
greenish - brown physiognomy was 
horribly distorted. “ Mmrtc y infier¬ 
nos ! ” he resumed, as the pangs dimi¬ 
nished in violence. “No quiet, say 
you ? And whose fault is it ? Who 
brought us up here from Acapulco ? ” 

“ Would you have stopped there to 
be made minced meat of by the re¬ 
bels ? ” retorted his wife. 

Maldito mal paisfi growled the 
Spaniard. “Would that I had re¬ 
mained in the Madrc Patria! " 

The lady cast a glance of the most 
supreme contempt upon her shadow 
of a husband, took a cigar from tlie 
Indian girl, and beckoned the mulatto 
to bring her a light. It was only 
when her cigar was in full puff that 
she vouchsafed a reply. 

“ Remain in the Madrc Patria, say 
you? To dine with St Antonio,* 1 
suppose. To feast upon garlic soup, 
with six-and-thirty garbanzos in it, 
and as many drops of oil swimming 
on the hot water. Porqmrias! No 
hablas como CVis/iano.” 

“Not speak like a Christian, say 
you?” cried the Spaniard with a 
sort of comical shudder. “ Jesus, 
Maria, y Jose! Nosotros! We, who 
descend from the oldest Christians of 
whom Castile con boast—we, whoso 


ancestors were at the fight by Ron- 
cesvalles”- 

“ Pshaw! the man talks nonsense. 
Did we not come all the way from 
Acapulco to get him cured of his con¬ 
sumption? And now we are here, 
the fool will not see the doctor, be¬ 
cause he wQuld be obliged to call the 
Zambo Don, or Seiior. Cursed folly! ” 

“Folly!” returned her better half 
furiously—“ Folly, do you say? You 
maycallitso; youwhohavcnotadrop 
of the blood of the Matanzas in your 
veins. Folly, quotha I ” continued 
he with a fresh outburst of indigna¬ 
tion ; “ the heroism of a Matauzas, 
whose three hundred forefathers must 
look down on him from heaven with 
pride and exultation, especially the 
great Matanzas who in the fight by 
Roncesvallcs ”- 

“ Roncesvallcs or no Ronces- 
valles! ” inteiTupted his spouse, “ my 
ancestors were members of the Seville 
Consulado, ScHor! remember that 
and it was through them that you got 
your present place, and became what 
you now arc, a richer man than all 
your three hundred ancestors put to¬ 
gether; three hundred beggars, indeed, 
who had only three cloaks amongst 
them all, and as many soup-dishes, in 
which they begged their o//a.” 

The Spaniard throw a scornful 
glance at his wife. 

“ We have,” said he, in mighty 

dudgeon-“ Oh ! ah !” groaned the 

poor devil, his features twisted up 
with pain. “ We have,” he continued 
aftci' a moment, “ a pedigree as long 
as the Tacuba Street, Soiiora, while 
yours—pshaw! it would not make a 
mat for this room.” ^ 

The man had raised himself up, 
and spoke in a sharp screaming voice, 
but the last words he uttered were 
half stifled by pain. 

“Folly!” continued he, after a 
pause—“ folly, do you call it! because 
we refuse to indulge an insolent Zam¬ 
bo, who dares to expect that a descen¬ 
dant of the great Matanzas, a vi^o^ 
Cristiano^ should style him Sefior— 
a Matanzas, whose nobility is older 
than that of the king himself 1” 

And so saying, tbs sbi'ivelled affa- 
tomy of a creature placed upon hia 


^ To dine with St Antonio—on bread and water* 
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head an enormous three-comored 
cocked hat, with a red cockade and 
a waving plume of feathers. 

“ Folly! d’ye call it ? ” he repeated. 

*‘Yes, folly,” laughed his wife; 
“I would style the Zambo ‘your 
majesty,’ if I wanted him.” And she 
went on with her smoking and swing¬ 
ing. The Spaniard took a fresh cigar 
out of the mulatto’s box, lit it, and 
soon enveloped himself and his cocked 
hat in a cloud of vapour. 

The truce between the contending 
parties lasted several minutes, during 
which the Spaniard sat up in his bed 
without any other clothing than a 
flannel shirt and the cocked hat afore¬ 
said, and his lady lay quiescent in her 
hammock. She was the first to break 
sHencc. 

“Matanzas, you arc an old fool,” 
cried she, “ and if I were Don Toro” 


“Don him no Dons!” interrupted 
her husband. “ He has no right to 
them. Ah! oh!” gi’oaned the suffer¬ 
ing >Tretch. “ No, never will we give 
to a miserable Zambo the title df Se- 
ilor; we, whose ancestors were at 
the fight of Roncesvalles. And the 
dog expects that wo should stand up 
on his entrance, as before a vieJo 
CrUtiano^ and greet him as Seilor I ” 

“ The standing up might bo dis¬ 
pensed with,” rejoined the lady, “ see¬ 
ing that you are not able to do it.” 

“ We call the Zambo Don I” reiter¬ 
ated the Spaniard, “ and stand up on 
his entrance! Madre de Dios, what 
insolence! No, Seilora, that sliall 
never be,” continued he with much 
solemnity. “By the Yirgen do los 
llcmedios, and the most excellent 
Sant Jago, that shall never be I Were 
we a thousand times as ill, and this 
Zambo could cure us* by the mere 
touch of his staff, as Sefior Don Moses 
did the Israelites—Dofia Anna,” said 
the man, with an assumption of im¬ 
mense dignity, we would rather die 
a thousand deaths than call the Zam¬ 
bo SeRor, or stand up before him. We 
m^i^v^<:^rMtmoyybasta! EnoughI 

I have spoken.*' 

D^iug thfei de(^aration of his prin- 
Bpaniard's cigar had gone 
0 #^ ne lit. another, pressed down his 
hdge cocked hat deeper upon his fore¬ 
head, took a long cross-hilted dagger 
from the wall, with the words, 
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mi querida Virgen!'^ and kissing the 
sacred emblem, laid it before him. 
Husband and wife had quarrelled 
themselves weary, and now remained 
silent. 

The dispute seemed to have excited 
no interest in the saloon and mirador, 
where the young ladies were still 
lounging, yawning, and smoking; their 
features wearing that disagrceablo 
relaxed expression which is frequently 
to be observed in the countenances of 
Mexican women. A moment, how¬ 
ever, .was sufficient to change the 
scene. The SeRorita Ximene had 
gazed awhile, with the drooping 
underlip and cai'cless glance of indif¬ 
ference, upon a number of persona 
who were coming up the Tacuba 
Street, and wlio, to judge from their 
garb, wore for the most part members 
of the cinco gremios^ the five guilds or 
handicrafts. On a sudden, however, 
her eyes lost their vague and languid 
look, and became fixed and sparkling; 
her lips were protruded as if inviting 
a kiss; her hand was extended, her 
mantilla fell, as of itself, into graceful 
folds—it was but an instant, and the 
damsel was completely transformed. 
Her two companions liad scarcely re¬ 
marked this change, when they in 
their turn underwent a like metamor¬ 
phosis ; their countenance became all 
animation, tltcir manner fascination 
itself; they were no longer the same 
beings. 

JJon Pinto y tin superho liomhrcP'* 
whispered Ximene. 

“ ilukn €s? Who is it?” asked 
Celestinc. 

“ No 5e,” replied the other two. 

The whispering and commotion in 
the balcony had roused Dona Isidra 
from her state of indolent apathy. 
Her hair was already tressed and 
knotted; she now hastily slipped on 
a gown, darted through the folding- 
doors out upon the mirador, and clap¬ 
ped her hands together, uttering the 
words, “ Venid^ venid, quer^P^ 
Then tripping back into the saloon 
with her three companions, they all 
four seized the cords of variegated 
silk that hung down, as already men« 
tioned, firom the centre of the ceiling, 
which was full fifteen feet high. Tim 
waiting-maid had just had time to 
slip on DoRa Isidra’s basquina, and 
fasten her mantilla on the crown of 
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her head, ■when the door opened, and 
Don Pinto, accompanied hy another 
cavalier, entered the room. 

The damsels were nowpicturesquely 
beautiful. No trace was visible of 
the dull apathy which, but two min¬ 
utes before, had seemed to weigh 
them doAvn. Tlie yellow tint of their 
cheeks liad become a glowing carna¬ 
tion ; the thick-lipped, half-open 
mouth was closed with an arch ex- 
p'ession, the eyes flashed fire ; all was 
grace and seduction. The fascinat¬ 
ing basquina, embellishing the full 
round form, and reaching dovm to the 
knees; beneath it the petticoat of 
light blue silk; the elegant folds of 
both garments, and the indescribable 
play of tbc mantilla, now half veiling, 
then revealing, the speaking, love- 
glancing eyes. It was an enchanting 
group, which acquired additional grace 
when joined by the two cavaliers, in 
their characteristic Mexican costume, 
embroidered jackets, and short cloaks. 
The girls bounded forward to welcome 
Don Pinto and his companion, a 
handsome youngCrcolc; and with a 
“ Venid^ venid, senores! " oflercd them 
the two remaining cords. A hasty 
pressure of the hand, an ardent glance, 
and the dancers stood ready to begin, 

“ The Chica of Yucatan,” whisper¬ 
ed Don Pinto. 

The maidens were all fire, glowing 
with eagerness. An Indian girl took 
np the guitar, and began to play the 
dance that had been asked for, ac¬ 
companied by another on the Mexican 
instrument already described, which 
yielded tones hollow and tremulous, 
but yet melodious, somewhat resemb¬ 
ling those of an harmonica. The 
dance commenced with a slow gliding 
step, the dancers holding the ropes 
with one hand, while with the other 
the ladies coquetted their mantillas. 
It was impossible to behold any thing 
more fascinating than their move¬ 
ments, as they glided past each other, 
their eyes flashing, mantillas waving, 
their full and graceful forms exhibit¬ 
ing the most enchanting contours. 
Presently the step changed, the move¬ 
ments became quicker, ladies and 
cavaliers more animated, crossing, 
circling, winding, qnite unembarrassed 
by the cords, which they still held, 
and whic^ as they trode the compli¬ 
cated mazes of the dance, gradually 


formed themselves into a sort of net¬ 
work. As the ropes grew shorter, 
the movements of the dancers became 
necessarily more circumscribed, until 
at length the completion of the net 
brought them together into one pant¬ 
ing, glowing, voluptuous group. For 
an instant they remained motionless, 
and the music ceased; but then again 
commencing, they reti’aced their steps 
through the complicated mazes ot 
this most singular of dances, until 
the network they had sb skilfully in¬ 
terwoven, was as skilfully and grace¬ 
fully disentwined, 

Y basta! as Don Matanzas says; 
for wo cannot allow ourselves to fol- 
bw our author any further in his 
somewhat glowing description of 
Mexican dances, the license of which 
appears to be in accordance with the 
unrestrained morals and manners of 
tlie people. We return then to Don 
IVlanuel, who cannot get over his re¬ 
morse at having, under the influence 
of a generous but fleeting impulse, 
assisted the rebels against the troops 
of his rightful sovereign; and as his 
frcc-agcucy is in no ^vay restrained by 
Guercro, he leaves the patriot aimy 
and repairs to IMcxico. Whilst en¬ 
deavouring to obtain an iiiterricw 
with the viceroy’s sister, Doha Isa¬ 
bella, he is discovered, apprehended, 
and thrown into one of the subter¬ 
ranean dungeons which extend under 
a considerable portion of the viceregal 
palace. On discovering the name of 
the prisoner, tlie viceroy, in pursuance 
of his designs on the immense wealth 
of the Conde de San- Jago, resolves to 
make away with this, his nephew and 
heir. The great power and influence 
of the count, his popularity in Mexico, 
a popularity Which is in some degree 
shared by his nephew, compel the 
vberoy to proceed with extreme cau¬ 
tion in carrybig out his design. 
While deliberating as to the b^t 
means to be employed, one of Don 
Manuel’s servants, named Cosmo 
Blanco, is brought in a prisoner, and 
this circumstance sugge^s a plan to 
the plotting viceroy and Ms secre¬ 
tary and creature, Don Buy Gomear* 
The servant is put out of the way in 
a dungeon, and his arrest not regis¬ 
tered, while Don Manuel, und^ tho 
name of Cosmo .Blanco, is brought 
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before a sort of arbitrary tribunal, 
which sits in the vaults adjoining the 
prison. Despairing and half frantic, 
thenufortunate young nobleman takes 
no note of the name imder which he 
is arraigned, confesses all the charges 
brought against him, and implores 
that the punishment, which he ac¬ 
knowledges himself to have merited, 
may bo immediate. Ho is condemned 
to death; but, before the sentence can 
be ex-ccuted, his real name gets wind, 
and great alarm is excited even 
amongst the very judges and officials 
who have had to do with his capture 
and condemnation, as to what the 
consequences of his death may be. 
Already have two of the alguazils 
who apprehended him, been stabbed 
in the open street; there is a rumour 
and a miu'mur throughout the city of 
Mexico, which bodes no good. Never¬ 
theless the viceroy holds firm, trust- 
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ing to his Spanish bayonets to keep 
down rebellious demonstrations, and 
to his assumed ignorance of Don 
ManueUs identity to beai* him harm¬ 
less with Count San Jago. It is a 
critical time; the hour appointed for 
Manners death draws near; the 
Count, apparently unaware of his 
nephew’s peril, has made no visible 
effort to rescue him ; when, by a 
boldly devised and rapidly executed 
scheme, which several Spanish officials 
are induced by their fears either to aid 
or connive at, the viceroy’s secretary, 
who has been commissioned to witness 
the secret execution of Don Manuel, 
is deceived, and the young Creole’s life 
saved. We will extract the chapter 
in which this occurs, and the one that 
precedes it. The action of them both 
passes in the prisons beneath the vice¬ 
regal palace. 
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CHArXER THE FORTT-FlRST. 

** rn soo if his head stand steadier on a polo or no'Take him awa^, and behead him/’— 
King Henry VI, 


Don Penafil, alcalde of the right 
worshipful cahildo or town-council of 
Mexico, was in the act of raising a 
glass of sangarco to his lips, when 
the chief alguazil entered the vault 
and informed him that his excellency 
the Oidor of the Audiencia wished to 
speak with him. Setting down his 
glass, he looked searchingly at the 
messenger. 

“ His excellency wishes to speak 
with us ? Shall be at his service as 
soon as we have finished with this 
rabble. Will cut it short; Don Ferro,” 
added ho to his coadjutor, who was 
busily writing, “how*far have we 
got?” 

“ No. 4,” answered the cscribano. 

“ Bring up No. 4,” growled a 
voice at the further end of the vault, 
and a hoarse laugh was heard, al¬ 
though the person who uttered it still 
remained invisible. ^ The lower part 
of the vault vtUB gloomy, being only 
lights l^mering lamps that 

hnitf side of a pillar, and 

shea it imperfect gleam over 
sommniffiag objects. In various re-* 
cess^, dark figures might be seen 
lurking in the gloom, as if they shrank 


from observation. Some of them were 
lying stretched upon stone bcuclies, 
wrapped in sheep-skin garineuts, and 
snoring loudly. Here aud there, iron 
hooks protruded from the massive 
walls, over which the damp was 
ti'ickling in thick heavy drops. Tlie 
whole aspect of the place was dismal 
and terrible. On the upper portion 
of the vault, which was raised a 
couple of steps above the lower part, 
from which it was separated by a bar, 
more care had been expended. It 
was wainscoted, the floor was cover¬ 
ed with mats, and furnished with 
cushioned chairs. Its appearance, 
however, was still rude enough, but 
by no means out of keeping with that 
of the two hard-featured and surly 
officials by whom it was occupied. 

Daring the pause that ensued after 
No. 4 had been called out, the chief 
algoazil held a brief conversation 
with the alcalde, the effect of which 
seemed to be neatly to increase the 
impatience of latter. 

^*‘Muerte y exclaimed 

he violently. 

“ Vengo! vengoP^ replied a voice, 
accompanied by the rattle of chains, 
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and then, supported between two 
grim-looking executioner’s aids, an 
enfeebled and wretched object was 
dragged forward, and placed at the bar. 

“ Your name is Andres Pachuca? ” 
asked the alcalde shaiplj. 

The prisoner, a youth some twenty 
years of age, gave no answer. 

“ Is it so, or have you lost your 
tongue, perchance?” demanded the 
alcalde in an angry tone. 

“ He had tongue enough in the 
fonda of Trespana,” snarled a voice 
from the backgi*ound, “ wlicu he pro¬ 
posed the health of the accursed Mo- 
rcllos.” 

“ You hear the charge,” said the 
alcalde, too lazy to repeat it himself, 
and converting the words of the police 
spy into a formal accusation. 

“ Senor, for the sake of God’s mo¬ 
ther, have mercy!” cried the culprit 
beseechingly. “ I was misled.” 

“ So were eighty thousand others,” 
was the surly answer. “ Write down 
Ijis confession, and a>vay with him to 
tlic Acordada.” 

“ Above or under ground ? ” asked 
tlie cscribano. 

“ Wherever the maestro has room,” 
replied the alcalde. “ No. 5." 

The knees of the unfortunate youth 
smote together, and he fell down as 
if he had received a sudden and stun¬ 
ning blow. 
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“ Do not be a fool,” growled one of 
the executioner’s assistants with a 
horrid laugh, “You drank Morellos’ 
health in sheny and sangareo; yon 
can drink it now, for a change, in 
fresh Tczcuco water; it is a trifle salt¬ 
ish as you know, but there is soft 
lying in it, at least if the snakes and 
lizards will leave you alono. That is 
to say, if you get into one of the lower 
cells, where many people have lasted 
half a year. If you give the maestro 
fair words—gold and silver words, 
mind ye—he will only put you the 
fifty pound chains on, and it will bo 
nearly a fortnight before they begin to 
cut into your flesh,” 

With such consolations was the 
wretched prisoner dragged out of the 
vault, while another, designated as 
No. 5, took his place. He was also 
a young man, apparently not much 
over twenty. 

“Elmo Ileniandez,” resumed the 
alcalde, “ you are accused of having 
cursed his excellency the viceroy, and 
of having uttered cries of ^ Maldito 
GohiernOy and ‘ Maldito Gachupin^ 
and of ^ Mucran los Gachupinos^^ in 
the quai'tcr of the Trespana. You 
also shouted, ‘ Ahajo con la 1 Irgen de 
los Remedios,''* Crimes both against 
the state and the holy Catholic church. 
What can you say in reply to these 
accusations?” 
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* La Virgen de los Remedies was the especial patroness of the Spaniards in 
Mexico. Her picture was found by one of Cortes’ soldiers, and she proved her¬ 
self on various occasions a warm partisan of the Spaniards. During the fight of 
Otumba, she was seen to hover over the Spanish troops and scatter dust in the 
eyes of the Indians. In other battles she also fought against the Mexicans. The 
Spaniards, out of gratitude, built her a chapel. Suddenly, however, to their ex¬ 
ceeding sorrow, her portrait disappeared. Half a year elapsed, and then an In¬ 
dian, in stripping an aloe plant, found the picture between leaf and stem. It waa 
carried in triumph, and so grateful did the Virgin show herself for this attention, 
that she sent an abundant rain, which happened just th«an to be greatly needed. 
In consideration of the innumerable miracles she had wrought in their favour, the 
Spaniards chose her for their patroness, and gave her the command of their armies. 
She struggled valiantly against the Virgin of Guadalupe, whom the Mexicans had 
elected to be their leader. 

The original and miraculously discovered picture of the Virgin of Guadalupe is 
preserved in her magnificent church, two leagues from Mexico. It is on coarse 
bast, canvass made up of the fibres of the agave, but in a magnificent frame, and 
was found so(m after the conquest of Mexico on a barren hill, by an Indian whom 
strains of heavenly music attracted thither. The Indian related the cireumstaneb 
to the archbishop, who refused to credit it j whereupon the discoverer repaired to 
the hill a second time, and saw the harmonious picture lying amongst a heap of 
roses. It spoke to him, and commanded him to return to the archbishop, which 
ho did, and now found him as eager to believe as he had before been incredulous. 
The prelate greeted the picture with the title of Our Lady of Guadalupe i k 
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Sdilor,” replied the prisoner, who 
was violently agitated, “ I have seen 
my own sister forcibly compelled to 
wed the sub-lieutenant Garcia, my 
estate wrested from me, my sister’s 
health and happiness ruined by the 
ill-treatment and excesses of her hus¬ 
band.” 

“ Lieutenant Garcia is a Spaniard, 
a vipjo Cristiano ; and if your sister— 
but enough, you are a Creole and a 
malecontent.” 

The young man ground his teeth, 
but said nothing. 

You are a malecontent,” repeated 
the alcalde. “A malecontent has a dis¬ 
contented disposition, and a discon¬ 
tented disposition is a rebellious one, 
and he who has a rebellious disposi¬ 
tion is a rebel. Write it down, Don 
Perro.” 

After coming to this just and logi¬ 
cal conclusion, the alcalde took a 
draught of sangarec, and then again 
turned to the escribano. 

“ In the Cordelada—under ground 
—chains of the second class.” 

“You have thirty pounds more to 
carry,” whispered a jailer to this new 
victim. “ Eighty pounds at the least. 
You may say your prayers, for an 
infeniiello will be your portion.” 

The prisoner gnashed his teeth, 
and shook his fetters with impotent 
rage. He was instantly led away, 

“Cursed rebel!” growled the al¬ 
calde after him. 

“The rest are fAlgenteirracionale^" 
observed the escribano. 

“ So much the better—^Nos. 12 to 
21,” cried tho alcalde. 

Por about a minute tlierc was a 
deep silence, only broken by the 
scratch of Don Ferro’s pen, and th(> 
snoring of the sleepers; then a rattle 
of chains was heard approaching, ac¬ 
companied by a holloT^ murmur, that 
resounded strangely through the ex¬ 
tensive vault; and at last several dark 
figures emerged from the gloom, their 


coal-black and fiery eyes glltteiing 
out of the darkness like ignes Jutui, 
They were ten in number; desperate- 
looking men, who appeared neither 
bowed down by the sufibrings they ^ 
had already endured, nor concerned 
about their future fate. Some were 
of gigantic frame, and the form and 
materials of the rags which clothed 
them betokened Indians from tho 
Baxio. With indomitable resolution 
and defiance depicted on their coun¬ 
tenances, and an expression of des¬ 
perate cunning in tlieii' widely parted 
eyes, they approached the bar. 

“ Accused of causing disturbances, 
and exciting the Ldperos to rebellion,” 
said the escribano. “ One, also,*of 
having torn down the proclamation 
issued by the Audiencia.” 

“ Which is he ? ” enquired tho al¬ 
calde. 

“ That one,” replied a voice, and 
the Zambo called Cassio Isidro step¬ 
ped foiward, and pointed to the old 
Indian wiiose acquaintance we have 
already made under the name of Tatli 
Ixtla. 

“ So the Gachupiiis arc the piques 
that have laid their eggs in the flesh 
of Mexico?” asked the judge, reading 
from tlic police-spy’s report, which ho 
held in his hand. 

“ Ixtla did not say that,” replied 
the old Indian. “ This dog of a negro 
said that.” 

“ You lie,” screamed the Zambo 
furiously. 

“ Aud tho Gachupins, who are the 
sons of Jago, have despoiled the sons 
of Esau, that is to say, the gmte irra- 
cioncUe^ of their birthright?” continu¬ 
ed the alcalde. 

The Indian made no answer. The 
judge was silent for a moment, aud 
then uttered the word “ Verdugo.” 

A man of lofty stature and 
great strength, with a bushy beard 
of an iron-grey colour, and in a dress 
consisting entirely of white and blue 


chapel waa built, and this Virgin was finally promoted to be patroness of Mexico. 
Her comfdexion being of a brown colour, she was considered to watch more par- 
tltmlarly over aborigines. 

l^dateo, after raising the standard of revolt, was excommunicated by tho 
ai^ohbhdi^^ and in danger of being abandoned by his followers, he byd the fortu- 
of |dachig himself and to army under the guardianship of the Virgin of 
Onadi^^Dpe* An enormous banner was got ready, with a painting of that Virgin 
upon it i she was declared field-marshal and general-in-chief, pay allotted, and 
obedience sworn to her. She held her appointment for fourteen years—till 1824. 
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patchwork,* stepped forward, and 
gazed for a moment expectantly at 
the alcalde. On a nod from the lat¬ 
ter, he cast a noose round the Indian’s 
neck, and dragged him away, as the 
hunter does the buffalo he has caught 
in his lasso. 

“ Nos. 13 to 21,” cried the alcalde. 

Accused of gritos, and of stirring 
up the Lc^peros, and being in corre¬ 
spondence with the Gavecillas. They 
ai'o from Zitacuaco and Guanaxato, 
and therefore rebels.” 

The nine Indians, who were of 
various ages, were now standing in 
a row at the bar. The alcalde ad¬ 
dressed them. 

^ What if you were to say, just 
once, and for the joke’s sake, ‘ Death 
to the traitor Vicente Gucrero!’” 

The prisoners gazed at their inter¬ 
locutor with a fixed and stolid look. 

“ Are yc all tongue-tied y ” resumed 
the judge. “ We will put it in another 
shape. Cry ‘ Muera el traidor il/o- 
relLos!' Perhaps that will suit ye 
better.” 

None of the Indians made any re- 

ply- 

“ Would you object to cry, ‘ Vwa 
elRcyP asked the alcalde with a sneer. 
“ Tlicy will not answer,” ho added, 
shaking his head. “ Away with them 
all.” 

And at the word, half a dozen fa¬ 
miliars sprang from the stone benches 
and out of the recesses, passed hissos 
through the iron collars of the prison¬ 
ers’ fetters, and dragged them away, 
like calves to the slaughter. 

Cut it short, Don Ferro,” said 
the alcalde abruptly. “ The shorter 
the better; his excellency is waiting 


for us. You know -they do not pay 
much attention to the writing part of 
the business, and right enough too, 
seeing that the sentence is generally 
executed before it is signed.” 

The escribano took the hint, and 
handed the paper to the Alcalde, who 
signed it, as did also the chief algua- 
zil. 

“Caramba!” exclaimed the ma¬ 
gistrate, yawning and stretching him¬ 
self. “ Wo have done for to-night, 
but it is only to boglu again to-mor¬ 
row. AVell —oremoSy 5eiiwrcs/” 

And so saying, tlio man rose from 
his seat, api>roachcd a sideboard, on 
which was a basin and can of water; 
and after he and his two companions 
had washed their hands, .they took 
from the table the candles, a crucifix, 
and an image of the Virgin de los Re¬ 
medies, placed them ui)on a stool that 
stood against the wall, knelt down, 
and prayed audibly, “ Ave Maria, 
regiua cfcli, audi nos peccatorcs!” 
Those of the verdugos and jailers who 
still remained in the vaidt, joined in 
the supplication with that solemn 
fervour which Spaniards are wont to 
blend with them devotions. When, 
the prayer was ended, the alcalde 
rose, took up his papers, and left the 
vault, accompanied by the escribano 
and chief alguazil, and followed by 
the inferior officials, with the excep¬ 
tion of one, whose bine and white dross 
indicated an executioner. To this man 
the alguazil, in going out, had whis¬ 
pered something whicn made him start. 
Recovering, however, from his sur¬ 
prise, he extinguished the candles, 
wrapped himself in a sheep-skin, and 
lay down upon one of the benches. 


CUAPTEB THE FoRTT-SeCONI). 


** Per mo si va noUa citta dolente, 

Per mo si va nelV etenio dolore, 

Per me si va tra la perduta gente.*' 

Damte. 


AU was now still in the spacious 
vault, with the exception of a distant 
clank of chains and murmur of voices, 
which echoed dismally along the mas- 
flive walls and under the gloomy 


arches. Suddenly, rapid but cautious 
footsteps were heard, and three per¬ 
sons, the foremost of whom was the 
chief alguazil, entered, lookedoautious- 
ly around t]^m, and ^en be<^Oned to 


* White and blue were the colours of the ancient Mexicans and of the patriots* 
The Spaniards fiudopted them for the clothing of their execufionera. 
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the exccutionorj who rose from his 
hard couch, and preceded thorn into a 
narrow gloomy corridor. This led 
them into another vault, of dismal 
and dreary aspect. It was lighted by 
a single lamp, of which the light fell 
so pale and dim upon the grey and 
gloomy walls, that it seemed as if the 
intention had been to give those who 
entered pnly a gradual acquaintance 
with the hoiTors of the place. The 
roof was supported by pillars of enor¬ 
mous thickness; along the walls were 
fixed tables and benches of various 
construction, some resembling chests, 
others grates, and some like small 
carts ; but all of iron. Chains, thick 
as a man's arm, hung upon the walla 
and pillars, which were running with 
moisture, and in these fetters were 
figures, in sitting, standing, and kneel¬ 
ing postures, of which the outline was 
that of human beings, but, whether 
living or dead, the imperfect lamp¬ 
light rendered it impossible to distin¬ 
guish. They gave, however, no sign 
of vitality. There were also numer¬ 
ous low doors, or rather iron gratings, 
closing narrow holes in the wall. The 
aspect of the whole place was that of 
a subteiitfancan alauglitcr-house, with 
dens around it for wild beasts. 

Upon entering thia vault, two of 
the four persons, who were wrapped 
in ample cloaks, paused behind one 
of the pillars, while the other two 
hastened to a cell and crept into it. 
It was one of those dungeons devised 
bythe ingenious cruelty of Mexico's ty¬ 
rannical rulers, and which had received 
the appropriate name of infernieUos — 
five feet high, six feet long, and as 
many broad. No supei’fiuity of furni¬ 
ture—a stone bench, rings and chains. 
Upon the former a young man now 
sat, or rather hung, his neck encircled 
by a massive iron rihg, his hands 
stretched out and maintained by chains 
in the attitude of one upon the cross, 
his head drooping fonvard over the 
iron collar. A cap that covered his 
head was drawn down over eyes and 
face, allowing little more than the 
mouth and chin to be visible. From 
time to time the unfortunate captive 
uttered deep moans, like those of someT 
vauquii^ed and expiring lion, ** and 
whi^ for an instant startled his two 
visitors. Recovering himself, how-^ 
ever, the chief alguazil, for he was one 


of them, approached the prisoner, and. 
endeavoured to open the neck-iron. 
His companion, the executioner, has¬ 
tily seized his arm. 

“ Beware, Selior,” cried he; “ if you 
touch a wrong spring, his neck is 
snapped as though it were a maize 
stalk; and, by San Lorenzo! I think 
it would almost be a kindness to do 
it. The caballcro is the first whom I 
ever heard beg for death, and call 
upon God and devil to send it him. 
But, nevertheless, may the lowermost 
hell catch me, if I had not a notion 
that this manga would never see the 
inside of old Lorenzo’s wallet." 

While thus discoursing, this wild 
exccuter of the laws had uafettQ(|d 
the prisoner. 

“ SilencioP'* said the alguazil. “ You 
Avero mistaken. The manga shall be 
yours.” 

“ He is to change his clothes then? 
Will your worship be pleased to give 
a helping hand, for it will be a full 
lioiir before he gets the use of his 
limbs. A damnable shower-bath it 
is, this infcrniello; and for that matter, 
so are they all.” 

It was Avith no small difficulty that 
the alguazil accomplished his task of 
undressing the prisoner, Avho scorned 
more dead than alive, and lay pas¬ 
sive and motionless Avhilc he was 
stripped, first of his manga, then of 
his embroidered jacket, and finally of 
his hose. He seemed to have lost 
nearly all sensation; only at times an 
agonized sigh burst from his over¬ 
charged breast, and was accompanied 
by a convulsive quiveiing of the whole 
body. His sufferings bad CAudcntly 
been dreadful. 

“ We Avill leave him his under gar¬ 
ments,” said the alcalde, who had ex¬ 
perienced, on trying to remove them, 
that kind of unconscious resistance 
Avhich even 'persons in a swoon will 
sometimes make Avhen their instinc¬ 
tive sense of modesty is wounded. 
Then, throwing his cloak round the 
prisoner, he took him in his arms, 
and pai’tly bore, partly dragged him 
out of the infernicllo. 

“ Is it he?” asked one of the two 
figures who had remained near the pil- 
lai', raising the cap a little as he spoke. 

“ It is,” muttered the other. 

“ It is,” repeated the alguazil. 

“ De pregonero a verdugo^^\mVLi- 
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tered the executioner; “eosayathe 
proverb^ but here tnin^ are reversed. 
Follow me, Seflorias—will lead you 
to a place where he shall sleep 'safely; 
that is to say if the rats» whom ho will 
liave for companions, will allow him.” 

liie party now disappeared in tho 
windings of a corridor, whence, af¬ 
ter a short absence, the executioner 
and alguazil again emerged, bringing 
■with them a young ra'an whose sta¬ 
ture, hair, and general appearance, 
coincided strongly with those of the 
prisoner they had just can*ied away. 
Like the latter, the new-comcr had a 
cap di*awn over his face, but ho ap- 
pcm*ed much less exhausted and suf- 
fmng. 

“Jesus Maria I Where am I, Se- 
Tiores? For the mother of God’s sake, 
where am I ? ” 

“ /”# growled the hangman, 

placing hull against the wall, and be¬ 
ginning to undress him. The manga 
was soon stripped off, and the jacket 
followed. 

“ Lift your foot,” said the execu¬ 
tioner, pulling at liis trousers. “ Now 
tlic other 1 Tho shirt is not worth 
inuch-r-you can take that with you. 
The bothies and shoes tolerable. But 
don’t be frightened, Sehoria; it is only 
an exchange.” 

“Jesus Maria! Mercy, gracious 
Scilor!” st^mmei-ed tho unfortunate 
wretch. “ Ah! if my poor mother, who 
lives at the comer of the Plateria, 
could ”- 

“ We will tell her of it, Seiloria,” 
interrupted the hangman, in almost a 
feeling tone; “ and Slie will perhaps 
be able to get you an indtdgencia 
plenaria—iov we have no confessors 
iicre. It is short work with us, par- 
i icularly since the rack is done awa^ 
with. But fbr twenty dollars she can 
get the best of indulgencias. They 
are cheap since the rebellion.” 

The poor fellow listened to this 
speech, ItoA head bent towai'ds the 
speaker in an attitude of attention; 
hnt he ^d not seem to understand. 
He shivered like an aspen leaf; for 
he now stood nearly naked upon the 
cold, damp stones. 

“Jesus Maria 1” whimpered the 


lad, “ what, is it you want with me ? 

I only Tyent to accompany my young 
master. How could poor Cosmo help 
it ? We begged and prayed pf him--.- 
Maeatro Alonzo, Pedro, and I—that 
he would not interfere whei^ Major 
Ulloa charged the gente irracion^, 
Jesus! how cold it is I” • , ' 

“ You will soon bo warm, Seilor,” 
quoth the executioner. “ In our 
hands, the coldest grows warm. There 
—take that I ” 

And he handed him,-one after the 
other, the garments which tho alguazil 
had taken off the other prisoner. The 
unfortunate creature caught at them, 
and slipped them on with a haste that 
had something shocking in it; ^ On a 
sudden, he left off di*essing himself, 
passed his hands over the fm’Hrim- 
miugs and gold embroidery of the 
jacket, aud exclaimed, in a trembling 
voice—“ Holy Virgin! they are my 
master’s clothes 1” For a moment 
he stood shivering, with tho jacket in 
his hand. 

“ Quick, Sefior!” ciied the execu¬ 
tioner ; “ time is short.” 

The prisoner put his ai'm mechani¬ 
cally into the sleeve of tlm jacket,. 
The hangman helped him (♦with it, 
threw the short cloak over him, and 
placed him haSUly in tho cell which 
had been so recently vacated. He 
had scarcely done so, when the sound 
of a bell was heai*d*from the adjacent 
vault. Alguazil and executioner 
listened for a moment, and then hur¬ 
ried through a corridor, in the direction 
whence the summons proceeded. After 
a couple of minutes, they returned, 
accompanied by the alcalde, and by a 
person muffled in a blue cloak.* The 
two latter carried dark lanterns. 

“ Executioner, do your duty I” said 
the alcalde. “.No. 3,” 

The executioner disappeaved in tnc 
jnfemiello; the dank of chains wals 
heard, and he again emerged from 
tho den, bringing with him the unfor?;; 
tunate prisoner. ^ 

“ Poi' el amor de implosi^:: 

the latter. “ Cosmo will do any ttfiiiig;,. 
confess every thing— . , 

“He raves,” interrupt^ the alcalde. 
“Jesus Maria,” groaned Cosmo 


• The blue cloak was worn by the nobality, the brown by the lowei mid- 
^dliog Glasses in Spain and Mexico* 

VOI(. LVU. NO. CCCLV. " ^ 
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' ^ ** Wd ire ibllew bad left off sobbing, and was 

. k^dttdfireatS&^UJloa. ^iSTeVer now ideating Ave Marias in a low 
'ik my life will I agaui take a trabuco htirried voice, with all the agonized 
ho. toy band.” eagerness of, one who in his last mo- . 

That voice!”——exclaimed the mcnts wonld fain make up for former 
(JoakeidSgure— omissions. 

“Is altered,” hastily interposed the “ Would you, ScHoria, wish to have 
tUcaiae. “Tie poor fellow has lost the sentence read?” enquired the al- 
YOLce, reason, and courage. But it is calde of the man in the blue cloak, 
always so.” who stood observing the proceedings 

“ There,” muttered the hangman; in deep silence, and now made no 
“ these bracelets might have been answer to the question, 
made for your Excellency; they just “ Would Don Ruy Gomez bo pleas- 
fit on over the fur cuffs.” And so ed to hear the sentence read?” re¬ 
saying, lie pushed the prisoner against poated the alcalde in a hoiu*se whisper, 
the wall, and placed both his aims Still no reply, 
in rings. The alguazil made a sign to ihe 

SantmimaMadre, ora pro nobis executioner. The latter pressed the 

prayed poor Cosmo between his teeth, prisoner down upon the stone—the 
which chattered as he spoke. Then snap of a spring was heard—the stone 
suddenly he raised his voice, and broke fell out of the w all. 
out into the beautiful hymn, “ Madre “ Jesus Maria! Ilodos Santos 1" 
dolorosa,dulcissimayhermosa,”which shrieked Cosmo. “ Madre mi”— 
he sang, id this his moment of extreme The last syllable was not uttered; 

anguish, with such exiwession and in its place there was the noise of 
melody, that oven the executioner crushed and breaking bones ; and then 
suspended his proceedings, and listen- the tongue protruded from the mouth, 
ed for a moment, visibly moved. A and the eyes from their sockets, the 
sign from tlic alguazil recalled him to face became of a deep purple colour, 
his dut^ and the victim hung a coipse in hi^ 

“ A™ttle farther back, Sehoria. manacles. 

The legs asunder, on either side of El ultimo snspiro!" Bsdd the exe- 
this stone. Wo want you to sit com- cutioner, in an unusually solemn tone, 
fortably.” The viceroy’s secretary shuddered, 

“ It is cold, bitter cold!” whined and gazed fixedly and in silence upon 
the poor fellow. “ Oh, my poor mo- the corpse. 

ther! ” * “ The finest youth in Mexico! ” he 

“ The head higher,” resumed the murmured. And then, as if doviN 
hangman, “ or the springs might catch had been goading him, he hurried to 
your skull. So—that is right. Don’t the door. 

be afraid. We are not going to hurt “ Show his Sefioria a light,” crio<l 
you.” the alguazil gravely; “ and may his 

The prisoner pow stood with his dyinghourbe as easy as that of tlii^ 
legs straddled out, a large atone, that unfortunate. By my soul," continued 
piTyocted from the wall, between them, i-heto the alcalde, “ these gi'cat men 
his neck in a huM iron collar, his arms are delicate. They take us for tongs, 
spread out and hanging in the rings. made to pull their chestnuts out of the 
“ Remain standing, ScHoria, till we . fire.” 
have fastened your cravat. Don’t The alcalde nodded, 

tremble. We are doing nothing to “ Do not forget the prisoner,” said 

you. In two minutes you will be as ho. And with an abnipt “ Ac/ibs,” 
3 *ou should be.” he left the vault. 

While ottering these woi*ds of con- “Come, and that quickly,” cried 
solatloaf the executioner had fastened the alguazil anxiously; “ in a quar- 
h thinner miain, of which the end was ter of an hour it might be too late, 
aeouiod to the stone aboVe mentioned, An alcalde and an alguazil cannot be 
roimd the neck of the victim, who alwajrs blind.” 
stood shaking and trembling, and al- His summons, which had been 
lowing hteisifif to be- thus dealt with uttered in a loud tone, was replied to 
as um-esistiugly as a lamb. The poor by the appearance of the originjd oc- 
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cupant of the No. 3 coll, who n6w 
re-entered the vault, supported by 
the two strangers with whom he 
- quitted it a short time previotisly. 

“ Whci*e am I ?” he exclmmed. 

In a place which few ever leave 
alive, Don Manuel,” was the answer; 

but he that has the Pope for liis 
cousin, as the provei'b says, need not 
fear hell-fire. Nevertheless, let yom' 
Seiioria beware! Another time it might 
not be so easy to rob the tiger of his 
prey.” 

And with these woi'ds the chief al- 
guaail led the way out of the vault. 

AVith this rescue of Don Manuel, 
and sacrifice of his unfortunate ser¬ 
vant, the plot of the book may in 
great measure be said to teminate, 
although there are still several lively 
and interesting chapters. Count San 
Jago next comes upon the scene, and 
has an interview with the viceroy, 
who at fii’st is disposed to carry mat¬ 
ters with a high band; but the count 
exhibits such an accurate and dan¬ 
gerous knowledge of the viceroy’s 
secrets, and, amongst others, of some 
treasonable negotiations the latter had 
been carrying on with the EYench— 
proofs of which, the count assures him, 
are deposited out of the country in 
the hands of Mends of his own, ready 
to be used should aught happen to him 
—that the satrap is completely cowed. 
The count has no wish to have Vane- 
gas deposed, considering his continu¬ 
ance on the viceregal throne more 
favourable to the prospects of Mexican 
freedom, than would be his replace¬ 
ment by Calleja, who has a strong 
party in his favour amongst the Span¬ 
iards. Tiie matter is therefore com¬ 
promised ; Don Manuel receives a 
passport for England, or the Unitod 
States; the Condo Carlos is promoted 
to an important command in the army.; 
and in return Count San Jago gives 
the viceroy his support against the 
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complete, shb^daTcoi 
dated ten or twelve-ycjtfalafer, shoe¬ 
ing the succcssM of the struggle 
of which, these vbluhiea' narrate flie 
commencement, 'and terminating the 
various intrigues, both private and 
political,'which are here commenced, 
but not carried to a close. 

Our lijnits have prevented us fi'om 
giving more than brief glimpses of a 
work which, if translated as a whole, 
M'ould fill three or four comely posi 
octavos. We trust that it will be 
worthily done into English, without 
greater abridgement than may be ren¬ 
dered indispensable by tlie epithets 
and expletives so abundant in the 
German language; many of which 
are unnecessary, and some without 
equivalent in ours:—done, however, 
not as translations usually are, but in 
a manner worthy of the adinira^ 
original*. Out of the numerous trans¬ 
lations of clever German books tbit 
have recently appeared, it is lament¬ 
able to observe how few hayo been 
done, we will not say well^ but de- 
cdUitly, and how little justice has been 
rendered to the talent of the authors; 
the translators having been for the 
most part incompetent drudges, work¬ 
ing by the square foot, or persons of 
some ability, who apparently deemed 
it beneath them to bestow upon trans¬ 
lations even a small portion of the 
pains they devote to original produc¬ 
tions. We are aware of very few 
instances where this description of 
labour, which to do well is not alto¬ 
gether so easy as is usually supposed, 
has fallen into hands alike competent 
and conscientious. Wo trust that 
whenever the works of our Q-erman 
Unknown are transl&ted, they will be 
undertaken by persons, at once sensi¬ 
ble of theu' morits, and ablato do them 
justice. 
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THE rector’s OAOGnXER. 
Chafteb I. 


i*apid shade ^of an October 
evSing, bonowing deeper gloom fiom 
the wHuness of the adjacent Tipperary 
mountains, was falling over the lonely 
. town of Cloghcen, within whoso das- 
rfc precincts took place that import¬ 
ant meeting between Sergeant Snap 
and Paddy Carey, which has been 
recorded immortally in song. Forty 
yeara ago, (of which period we are 
about to write,) when roads were not 
SiS good, travcllei*s as adventurous, 
and markets as abundant as at pre¬ 
sent, Clogheen was a smart, or, as 
the Itinerary of that day has it, “ a 
4hriving place with a decent church,” 
boasting a comfortable inn and seve- 
sal hucksters’ shops, where every 
variety of merchandise, from brandy 
and bandle-linen to hand-saws and 
halfpenny whistles, was procurable. 

In a double-conutcred shop (for the 
appliances for the inward creature 
were sold at one side, and those for 
the outward man at another) in dne 
of the handsomest houses of the town 
—^where a doublo-stoiy, slated roof, 
and a sign-board with a red splash in 
the middle, and the characters, “ Ge¬ 
neral Hutchinson,” underneath, was 
the standard of excellence—on the 
evening in question stood Curly Ca¬ 
hill,* spu’it retailer, and, according 
to the signboard just quoted, “ dealer 
In soft goods, butter, leather, iron, 
eggs, Snd tobacco, busily engaged in 
serving a cust<fmer. 

“ Beautyful baffety, Miss,” said 
Guriy, a dapjper middle-aged worthy, 
4ii6 short black ^^air combed sle^ 
over his^ tow forehead, with a face 
half Sinootii, half smii-king, and—^for 
the little f^ow pretended to no small 
degiie of'sanctimony—his person 
dressed heatijr In as ^osdy as 
Me ^ Jhe f^hion just 

stow nrom 

Eater, 

lya yard. It’k 

... ‘ ..'‘if- 




“ It does not seem a very good 
colour,” said the purchaser in a musi¬ 
cal voice. 

Is it the colour! Take your 
hand ov it, take your hand ov it, 
astore,” cried the dextrous merchant; 
“ a bleachground would look yallow 
an’ that party hand to the fore. An’ 
hei’e, Padeen, bring a candle—an’ 
turn out them pigs, you sir, an’ boult 
the half-dure, till Miss Tyrrel sees the 

goods.-^Now, Miss,”, he said, when 

the light was brought and his behests 
obeyed, slapping his hand in fond 
emphabis on the bale as he unrolled 
it wider along the counter, “ there’s 
an article!—that I maybe happy if 
I’d wish finer for my windin’ sheet; 
only, to be sure, a body would like 
that to be linnen, an’ go to the grave 
decent. Yeh! what .need you be so 
very particular for servants?” 

“ I really do not like the calico, 
Mr Cahill,” hesitated the lady, “ and, 
papa”- 

“ Y5u don’t see it. Miss,” inter¬ 
rupted Curly ; “ push back them 
darlin’ locks o’ yours that’s sweepin’ 
the countlier, an’ I’ll be bound the 
goods *11 bo at the Glebe afore an 
hourand as he spoke he playfully, 
but with great respect and tender 
fingers, lifted aside some of the masses 
of golden hair that drooped above, 
and, as he truly insinuated, in some 
measura. overshadowed the good qua- 
Jities of his merchandise. * 

“ Curly, you are a sad old flat¬ 
terer,” said riic young lady, and she 
impatiently raised her head, and 
shaking back jts weight of ringlets, 
exposed a fair high forehead and 
beantiftilly oval face to view. “I 
find it always difficult to deal with 
you; however,” she added with h 
smile, ” the better way, perhaps, is 
to send up the whole piece to the 
’ Glebe to-morrow, and I shall then be 
able to judge pf U*” 

“Ahf that I may be'soon 
soilin’ the weddla’ sheeto, Miss 
Kateyf” said the successful shop¬ 
keeper as he rcdiedujp thebaic and 
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pashed it to the end of the counter; 
“ and,” he added, in a very different 
tone, modulated to the lowest key of 
suppleness and deference, shure that 
’ould bo to-morrow, if you take my 
advice, an’ were kind an’ thrue-hearted 
to the one you know" - 

“ Yes, indeed I” half ironically half 
regretfully murmured the young lady, 
as she drew down her veil and pre¬ 
pared to depart, but was stayed by 
a prognostication from Curly, who 
pledged nothing less than his “ hand 
an’ word to her," that she’d break the 
heart of the anonymous individual 
alluded to, “ afore long, if she didn’t 
take cai’e! ” 

“ ’Twas when the men wor goin’ 
to work at broad daylight this momin’, 
Miss, I hear him in the next room 
to mof stcalin’ to bed afiber sittin’ 
up the night readin’ them books, 
an’ songs, an’ things, that you’re de¬ 
ludin’ the poor fellow’s senses with— 
ach”- 

“ Oh! that reminds me,” said the 
listener, producing a small volume 
from the folds of her cloak; “ I will 
just leave this book with my compli¬ 
ments. He is, of course,” she care¬ 
lessly observed, “ not now at home? ” 
Jest took a short stick in his 
hand and went out for a solithary walk 
by himself, poor fellow, down by the 
Shuiro. ’Tis th^only time o’ the day 
he likes for wallun’.” 


the Reverend Edward. ^rrel, was 
rector of the parish in which our story 
lies. A man whose disposition, na¬ 
turally soft and affectionate, had, in 
the course of years, beconie sharp and 
irritable, from the long series of petty 
vexations he had been subjected to in 
his efforts to collect the unsatisfactoiy 
revenues of his incumbency, from as 
ingeuiously-obstinate a set of parish¬ 
ioners as were to be found in the most 
litigation-loving island in the world. 
The district of country'^ too, in which 
Mr Tyrrel’s lot had fallen, although 
sufficiently fertile and wealthy, was, of 
all others, from its situation at the 
foot of the high and sterile tract of 
the Kilworth mountains, (then the 
favourite resort of highwaymen and 
fugitives from the law,) with tlic^ 
gloomy range of the Gaultees to the 
north, and on its southern edge^ tho 
long and lonely Commeragh hills/that 
divided it from Waterford, the most 
unfavourable to passing a life of 
quiet plenty and secunty. When 
to this it is added, that fronT the 
scanty number of gentry the Govern¬ 
ment of the dOit deemed it prudent to 
entnist with cbmmission of the 
peace, in self-defence he was obliged 
to be a magistrate, an office which not 
unfrequeutly compelled him to be com¬ 
plainant, counsel, and convicting 
tice in his own cause, some idea may 
be formed of the difficulties and vex- 


“ The time of the night, you mean, 
Curly,” said the girl with a laugh, 
glad to shake off a certain air of em- 
baiTassment she felt, by effected 
gaiety. “Tell him he should keep 
better hours; though, upon my word,” 
as she prepared to face the darkening 
twilight, “I don’t set him a veiy' 
good example nnyself. Good even-' 
ing.” 

“ The best of evenin’s to you, a 
said Mr Cahill,, as he bolted 
Ine.shop-door after her. “ Thabloody 
tith#-devourin’ parson’s danghterf’’ 
he muttered, as he tnmed in and pre¬ 
pared to roU up his goods to be for¬ 
warded t6 the Glebe moniing; 
“An’ fbr all, she’s a darlin’ herself, 
an^ a btoin’ touveiy on^ that’s about 
hea^hbutbermurdheiin’:!^ Here, 
l-r^ad.6en« I aaM’< 


Katey lyrrfel was the^ 
qf an indigent parent: 


)dchad 

fstfaer, 


ations the Vicar of Clogheen had to 
encounter iu the collection of those 
tithes from which his income was 
principally derived. Notwithstand¬ 
ing, during the twenty or five-and- 
twonty years of his incumbency, if his 
temper did not progress towards im¬ 
provement, his fortune did. By an 
ample dowery received with his wife, 
kaa exact economy and prudence, he 
had been enabled, from time to tiine, 
to 'make considerable purchases to 
land; until at length Mr Tyri»l wa» 
accounted; if not the most populni:, ^ 
least one of the” most ^^perotoi 
dergymen from Dunmqi^Wto^^ Jp 
Devil’s Bit. He , had"ib§;%iC - 
widower early in ^ 

daughter Katey, ith$ df 

his marriage, ^ 

affections which 4wea 
every other gUiiieT, Were 
' tram in a lavish and inexhaustible 
fiood. A few E^ort years of a mpther’a 
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jsupei^teo4£tioe'--^flomc attempts at 
^hwac-education, (for ho tvouM not 
trttitt Ijcr ISrom hi% sight,) in the shapo 
■of a Uttle petticoated reM, who \yould 
: ie taught nothing, and a sjchly gover- 
.had nothing to teach—a 
^ Sromance-readmg, riding 
vtoug^ colis Mth her cotism Lysaght 
;^<^bdrii0, and rambling among .the 

li8,vo the result of 
\the dergyman’s fondness and in 
thjB liv^ Wne-oyed mhlden of 
rdneteeh^ now wending her way tdong 
the ditQ and eim-darkeried r^ad lead¬ 
ing from the town of Cloghc^h to her 
father’s mansion, neraiiy a mile aWay. 
■Eyen in the early part of an autumn 
evening few persons were desirous of 
traveBing aione in that neighhour- 
^hobd^ hut Katoy trod her path in 
porffect scci^fy. She Was known ta 
-every body* and by the surrounding 
peasantry (to whom she ever came. 
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:wkh W or phts 

of jam, want^ao^i^ fia&nei bed- 

gowns^^a Uv&g lOvdy Replevin 

m many or her^iraV estadions) she 
was treated with a fotid which 
can only be estimated by thbse who 
know how largely the smaUest loan of 
kindneS&r-of rem disintaisted kind- 
nesa-^is repiald by that people* Way¬ 
ward and innocent, however, as she 
waSiKatey, pn. the evening In question, 
bad not, without a motive, dispensed 
with the companionship of the staid 
female domestic who usually attends 
young ladies in Ireland, when they 
arc necessitated to go out sliopping 
after dinner by themselves. It might 
be for this reason, that she hastened 
homeward with more anxiety than 
usual, although her step was neither 
as elastic, nor her brow as unclouded, 
as they were wont to be. But she 
• did not pursue her way uninterrupted. 


Chaftee II. 


Half-way upon the road, where A 
siilc opened into the adjacent fields, 
a man .suddenly appeared, and, com¬ 
ing forward, walked for some paces in 
silence by her side, as though await¬ 
ing some recognition before he Ven¬ 
tured to address her. He was of 
middle stature—his figure was en¬ 
tirely concealed in the thick and ample 
wrappings of a long, dark riding-coat, 

^ (or hang-yp^ as it was called,) com¬ 
mon to that country; his step was 
firm, and its very sound, quick and 
decided, so different from the sham¬ 
bling pace of the peasant, told that, 
whatever he might be, he did not 
belong to that condition. A§ Miss 
Tyrrel showed no symptom of sur¬ 
prise or alarm, it is possible his ap¬ 
pearance was not entirely unlocked 
for. She likewise, however, forbore 
to Bpeak, and tlie stranger at length 
was obliged to commence the conver- 
fiation—turning back, at the* same 
time, the .hto Collar by which his 
face wa» mumed, and exhibiting fea¬ 
tures 80 estrCmdy dark that they 
WOTdd have been deemed repulsive, had 
tb)^ not twen finely formed, and enli- 
vined by Uie fall light of manhood, 
wbkh, however, some feeling of deep 
interest, or passion, seemed at tlie 
present to overcloud. 


“The hour is come that we have 
so often talked of,” be said, in a low 
tone. “I have no time to waste, 
Katcy— arc you ready V'' 

“ Then you were right in your con¬ 
jecture,” said Miss Tyrrell, with an 
unembarrassed air; “your retreat is 
discovered?” * 

“ At least it can no longer shelter 
me. News arrived to-day that the 
soul of this ill-staiTcd onterprize— 
Emmett—has perished by legal mur¬ 
der in Rnblin. The ^bbet awaits all 
those of his followers who may be 
arrested. Certain intelligence has 
reached me that my assumed name 
and character arc no longer of avail 
“the local aiithoritiefs are aware of 
my real offences. If I do not instantly 
escape, before the coming midnight I 
shall be a prisoner," 

“ I expected this,” said Katey, half 
musingly; “ it could not be otherwise; 
you yourself anticipated it. And yet 
I have been to Cahill’s,” she added, 
looking down, “to—to—leave a book, 
for I was anxious, and Ae seems to 
know nothing of your danger.” 

“ I have only just learned it myself, 
and have hastened to seek you; the 
mine at our feet is about to be sprung, 
and ”- 

“ So ends your life of ignoble dia- 



Qne of us at Hian'kful as mouths tu^re, apd toy memory will be 
the wrecked scs^aiuwhefl 'the plauk to as natiidejs gmvestonc, 
he clings to splits and sinks him within ' tcllmg alone that it |h& dead. , 
^ight of. shore. But time pi:esses; I but beloved, fareweflr* ftud-W 

baye coute to test the tnith of youv ipfeed to depart. " W . ! 

character. Once more —.ai'e you Yet stay,” said K'a^, Ijimledly. 
ready?” . , ‘‘Why not let mo tell my father,.of 

‘‘ I am indeed—ready to pai t this this business —1 mean of your sfory-^^/ 
instant. I. knew it should be so; *it that I know it all, and cptreat of Jilm, 
was a pMeufe to have known you, as I have often urged you to kt me* 
but I-am resigned—ready. Fly! O do, to intei-ost himself with Govern-* 
lose not a single moment; the moon merit and procure your pardon, which *; 
is rising. Farew^ell, and fly! ” he can readily obtain ? I will go this ‘ 

“ Not without yow / Girl, you af- instant.” , * 

feet to misunderstand me; or have you “And give me up to justice—for 
forgotten those promises of friendship such, I assure you, will bo the rei?iuH , 
and fi^th, even'to death, that you of an appeal to your father.” 
have made me so often and so lately?” • “ You wrong him, believe ihe. lie, 

‘ Promises—faith ? ” cried his start- is perhaps stern and vindictive in hk 
led companion; “even admitting those ^feelings towards those whom he con- 
playfu4 assurances of a wild, country siders instrumental in keeping alive a 
girl’s friendship, were a compact, could spirit of animosity arid disturbance 
yon bo cruel enough to insist upon my among the people; but you know 
fulfilling it in this desperate hour?” not,” she said with a smile, “how 
“ Then all the interest you have all-powerful is my influence witli him, 
expressed hitherto in my fate,” pur- Yes, even at the risk of his displea- 
sued the stranger; “tlie sympathy you sui'C—for he little dreams I am ac- 
havo led me to think you felt for one, quainted u itli you, I will tell him 
sntferiug as I have suffered in the your sad story—there is nothing in it 
cause of my unhappy country—the a brave or noble man should b<^ 
hopes excited in this heai't when, as I afraid of. I wdll go to him this mo- 
pictrifed a delighted life passed with meat,” and she moved on. 
you, and love, and freedom, beyond “ Impossible!—you are mad. The 

the Atlantic, j’ou listened on, with a very fact of your having known and. 
consenting smdc—all this was but pas- befriended me in tliis clandestine w;jy, 
time for your vacant hours ? ” will iucoiise your friends. I shall be 

“It -was wrong, I know,” replied arrested, and you will accuse yourself 
Katey yieldingly; “yet Heaven knows for life as my destroyer. No, dear 
it was no pastime. I found you in girl,” he coritiuucd, in a softer yet not 
concealment—a fugitive—limited, you less eager tone, as he placed his aim 
told me, by the laws for your cxer- roun#her, “why yield tq the 
tions in tlie cause of a country,! have impulses of ;four own high, disinter- 
beem taught bjR you to deem mis- ested spirit, and fly with me, as I have 
governed: I saw you superior to all so often implored you ? lie mine first 
those aro^d you; you complained of in the sight of man aud heaven, and 
cheerlessness and solitude, of ill healtli then plead for mo afterwards with 
—I brought you books,music, all that your father?” 

I could judge likely tO'dighten your “ I dare not—it would break Uk 
hours, aud dearly am I punished for heart—my own is breaking fast al- 
it.” ^ ready,” and she trembled i^om head 

“ But think ”- to loot in her attempts to subdue the 

“ Think cried*the girl, passion- sobbing of hei- bosom, 
ately iuterruptiug him, for the chord “ And this is the <mergy, the finn- 
had jarred, “I never thouglu —till now miudeducss, you have so often boasted 
—when all my giddy, imprudent con- of 1 You have it in your power this 
duct crowds on my mind as if to crush instant to raise me to happiness, 
me. A few months back, and we were wealth, and safety; and, forgetful it 
ignorant of each other’s existence,” was the charm you threw across my 
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guise" arid of duplicity. We “ Would that it had continued so,” 
should both be fhankfhl.” > he said, in a voice of sadness; “ a few 



584 The Rector's Daughter, ^ [May, 

ps^tli which iias kept me near you a’ 5 ***-said a voice, following 

until the bloodhounds have run me to up the lustration with a blessing, cut 
bay,- you doom me to despair and short, however, by the Stranger’s 
death. I see you have made your clutching tire throat of the pious in¬ 
decision—hear mine. Life since I truder, and dragging forward from 
knew you has no value in my eyes if beneath the trees which had hitherto 
unshared by you. Exile from you overshadowedtheirwayalittlcBundle 
would be worse than death. Here, of some dark coloured elefth, sur- 
then,l will await the pursuers. Never mounted by a straw bonnet, so bat- 
will I leave, with life, the mountains tered in its outlined that to fix it 
that surround you.” there it must have been flattened 

u Qh—lio—no I Heaven forbid your down with no ordinary emphasis, and 
blood should be shed on my account! from beneath which guttural shrieks 
Fly, I implore you, before it is too now arose, whose extent of volume 
late.” was out of all proportion to the dimi- 

“ Never! I will sell my life dearly, nutivo object from which they pro- 
but my gi'ave at least shall be where ceeded. 

you can sometimes visit it''and re- “Hold! let go, for goodness sake!” 

member”- - cried Miss Tyrrcl, “ it is only poor 

“Unkind, dark, inhuman manP*Sally-the-tin, the Holy-Water wo- 
was it all my fault ? My poor father, man.” 

what will he say? give me at least a» “ A—a—a! my windpipe!” cried 

day or two to think”- the Bundle, as soon as that inScrest- 

“ It is now of no use, the night has ing organ had been extricated. “A— 
half past, my doom is fixed.” a—Miss Katey, take the bushblunder 

“ No 1 aga^ no! you will drive me out ov his hand Yore he blows my 

mad I Oh dy, fly, but this once, and brains out,” and the shrieks were re- 

I will, at least I promise—I must see nowed with more vociferation than 
him—^my father—before—fly now and before. 

retuni, and I will do all you desire— “ She will raise the country. T 

only, only, save your life at once.” must stop her, were I to kill her,” said 
The man replied not for some mi- the stranger furiously, 
niites, he then resumed-:*-^ J have “ No, no, dear friend, She is a deaf 
here that copy of the GospelsJJ^ou harmless thing—hush! I hear stepw, 
gave mo—will you swear on that* gift Oh, in mercy fly 1 ” 

that when we next meet you will be “ Not without your promise,” he 

prepared to share life, be it happiness said doggedly, 
or horror, with me ? “ I am ready, I promise—next time 

“Yes, I do—I will—any thing; we meet; now farewell and away,” 
but fly and save yourself.” said Katey, while she waved one hand 

“Swear then,” he said, as with to the dopartiM fugitive as he dashed 
one arm around her he prepare^with through the Jhicket, and placed the 
the (tfher to place the sacred %ook other on the roaring mouth of the crea- 
^ upon her lips, when at tfiat very mor ture at side, whose terrors seemed 
ment an aspersion of cold watdr under corisiderable self-control,for 
was dashed with such ample profusion they at once subsided, 
in the impassioned^faces of the paflSi, “ Mother 0 ’ Grace, pray for us now 
as to cause them to spring asunder ‘ gn’ at the hour ov our death, amen! ” 
with a start that had very nearly as mumbled the Bundle, as it righted it- 
much the charactei* of discomfort as self, and assnmed the appearance of 
alarm. a withered and ancient little Woman, 

“ Hell and ”-^half-exclaimcd*the who, in flinging back her dark blue 
man, as, he tore open his coat and cloak td adjust herself, exhibited a 
grasped one of several pistols it now small scarecrow frtime, round which 
app^ed he was armed with, was hung, until its shape became 

“ Dhieuj a’tf Marudha^ a's Phaid- orbicular, every variety of feminine 


* The commenoemeut of a common Irish benediction, God and Mary and St 
Patrick be with (or bless) you ! 
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attire, from tficpetticoats, under, upper^ 
and quilted, through the higher grada¬ 
tions of go>vn, apron, spencer, jacket, 
pelerine, handkerchief, and shawl. 
A broad leathern strap was buckled 
round her waist, from which on one 
side hung a rosary or string of large 
beads, to the other was fastened a 
canteen or tin can without a cover, 
containing a largo supply of holy 
water, procured from the neighbour¬ 
ing chapels on Sundays. She bore in 
her hand literally nothing but (as they 
would say in Ireland) her^^r, which 
was of immense size, and of whose 
convenience for the purposes of as- 
pergation Katcy and her friend had 
just been afforded such convincing 
proof. 

Footsteps now approached rapidly, 
and Miss Tyrrcl, holding Sally-the- 
tin by the arm, turned towards home. 
She was shortly encountered by a 
lively-voiced gentlemanly young man, 
wlio saluted her in an affectionate tone 
with “ Katcy, pet, what on earth has 
kept you out so late. Hallo! Sally, 
I bar that! ” he exclaimed, adroitly 
slippingasido,ande3capingthesliowcry 
blessing which, despite tlio lesson just 
bestowed on her, this incorrigible lady 
of the Tin had (as was her wont with 
all she met) discharged at hu^r “ BuJ 
did I not hear some on^*^ continu¬ 


ed, ‘‘screeching violently as 1 came 

up ? " 

“ Yes, Lyseght,” said Miss Tyrrcl, 
“ this stupid, deaf, old creature here, 
who is a torment to all who meet her, 
with her benedictions and holy water, 
suddenly threw some of the contents 
of her tin (as she always does when 
saluting a person) on a Stranger, a 
man she happened to be passing close 
to, which so irritated him that he has 
given her a proper fright.’* 

“ I could chide you soundly, dear 
Katey, for such late scampers as these; 
but you take my hints—^well, don’t 
be cross, and have it all your own 
way if you like,” said the young man, 
interrupting himself, dejectedly. 

“ I am very cross to-night, Lysaght, 
sodon’ttalk, Buthereweare,andlam 
glad of it,” and Katcy knocked impa¬ 
tiently and loudly at the door of their 
home, “ Now don’t go away sulky, 
there’s a good boy,” she cried after her 
cousin, who turned towards the stables; 
“ and,Lysaght,! have done the rosettes 
for Lightfoot’s headstall, which you 
asked mo to make, though I said I 
would’nt—^ 3 "Ou shall have them in the 
morning. And now to give this silly 
old woman her supper and a night’s 
lodging,” and followed^by Sally-the-tin 
still gro/^nin^ heavily, she entered the 
house. 


Chapthb III. 


Sleepless and miserable to Katey 
Tyrrel was the night that followed 
her interview with the Stranger. The 
fearful and critical position in which 
she was placed caused her, for the 
first time in her life, to go through a 
rigid course of self-examination, the 
result of which but added to her 
alarm and anxiety. For some months* 
past the person she had just parted 
from had been a sojourner in lodgings 
at CafciU’s under circumstances of 
great privacy—rarely venturing out 
during the day, and in the evening 
only with secresy and caution. As that 
remote country, ill-supplied at the 
period with police, (and even those qf 
the most “ ancient and quiet” de¬ 


scription,) and wholly inaccessible^to 
bailiffs and all other functionaries 
attendant on c6unty, sherilfs, was 
deemed peculiarly favourable as quar¬ 
ters for that class of magnanimous 
mcq* whose expenditure happens to 
exceed their incomes, to the detriment 
of their tailors and their own personal 
inconvenience, it was soon whispered, 
and as quickly believed, that the 
resident at Cahill’s was one of that 
generoui? brotherhood, or in other 
words, was “ a gentleman on hia 
keeping.”* In her visits to the shop, 
which, from her idle though innocent 
life, were frequent, Katey had several 
times encountered him as he saun¬ 
tered in and out. An intimacy sprang 


* A man concealing himself from arrest for debt is, in Ireland, familiarly said 
to be on his keeping, probably from his keeping <m^onfimng himself to the house 
when there is danger of the writ being executed. 
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up. There was a frankness and a 
half-military air in bis deportment 
that interested her. He bad evidently 
seen much of the world and society, 
his conversation was lively and varied, 
his knowledge and accomplishments, 
to the secluded country girl, seemed 
extensive, and round all circled a halo 
of mystery, not the least of those 
attractions for Katcy, whose passion 
for riding to the Kilfane hounds had 
just been succeeded by a stronger ono 
for Mrs Radcliflfe and romances. Time 
flew on. Their daily interviews im¬ 
proved to evening rambles, the inter¬ 
change of notes, supplies of books and 
flowers upon ono side, an avowal of 
love and tale of lofty but luckless pa¬ 
triotism on the other. To the object 
of his passion alone did the stranger 
confide his story. Fascinated by the 
principles of freedom with which 
France had lately inoculated man¬ 
kind, and maddened (W the miseries 
of ill-government urtucr which his 
own green Island groaned, he had en- 
^%ed, full of hope and higb aspira¬ 
tions, in that enterprise for the reco¬ 
very of her national independence, 
which terminated in the mart}Tdom 
of noble and pure-spirited a 
being as sleeps buried and un- 
anhonoured in “the cross ways of 
A fame ” —Robkrt , The 

Stranger had been dispalfeflfed, lie 
fcaid, to the south to fonvard the 
movement of his party in that quar¬ 
ter, when their central Power in the 
capital prematurely exploded, cariy- 
ing dismay and deaifuction to every 
remoter organ of the confederacy. 
His name—thenameof FergusHewitt, 
citizen of the now Western Republic, 
and major of brigade—was one of the 
first upon the list of the proscribe ; 
a reward was offered for his head f 
and it was while lurking a hunted 
man, amid the fastnesses of Tippe¬ 
rary, that he wooed and ventured to 
win the heart and hand of th% heiress 
of Clogheen. 

Such was the tale along whose 
viefesitudes the fair giii to whom it 
was imparted now glanced with a 
bewildered mind. Hie interview just 
terminated wfll have giyen the reader 
some idea of the unsettled state of 
her feehhgs; bat it was in the soli¬ 
tude of her chamber, when found 
herself called on tq part for* er, or 
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for ever to be united with this inte¬ 
resting stranger, that she seemed to 
discover, not without consternation, 
how necessary to her happiness he 
had become. The waste vacancy of 
her time and thoughts before she had 
met him—broken only by dull and 
distant visits to duller and more dis¬ 
tant aunts, vapid rides through rude 
and solitary • scenes, and incessant 
feud and amnesty between her cousin 
Lysaght and herself—was this once 
more to be her portion ? or would she 
fly with Him who had relieved her 
from them all, and relinquish her 
father and her home? How, she 
continued to ask herself, would that 
beloved parent, so stem to all else, so 
blindly indulgent to her, endure licr 
loss? Would he proscribe her for 
ever? She felt not—assuredly not. 
No, her father would once more re¬ 
ceive her into his grace and ufl'cetion; 
but Lysaght, who had been reared 
with her, who loved her so well, so 
all the more deeply, she knew, that 
he had never told her so—what would 
he feel ? How would he look the first 
morning after her flight, when he came 
in to breakfast and found the room 
solitaiy, the uni cold, her little span- 
nicl, Lapwing, moaning about the 
liearth, and Katcy away over the 
mountains jn the dead of night with 
a namelcsSt and lawless man ? Yes, 
poor Lysaght*, slie felt, would then be 
to be pitied: her father might once 
more bd hers ; but her cousin—even 
her little quarrels with him Lad some¬ 
thing pleasant to her recollection, a7id 
on this portion of the picture, much 
as she ^ desired to banish it from her 
mind, she again and again returned 
to dwell; nor did she succeed in 
overlaying it by painting her recon¬ 
ciliation with Lysaght on her return, 
and her reparation in the shape of a 
large present of real and personal 
estate which her father should be in- 
induced to make to him, and thereby 
enable Lysaght to settle in life. And 
then his wife—which of all her sur¬ 
rounding country friends would she 
choose for him? The sketch was 
still nnflnished, when the bell an¬ 
nounced the morning's repast; and 
Katcy, sleepless, agitated, and unde¬ 
cided, descended to breakfast. 

There was nothing in that meal 
calculated to allay her anxiety. She 
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found her' father and cousin (the minutes, having helped himself to a 
latter having just come in from his cup of scalding water from the urn, 
matutinal tour through the farm, and was compelled to retreat upon the 
laden, of course, with the news of the outside. His uncle, who had 

neighbourhood) busily engaged with received so large a portion of the shell, 
cold beef and conjectures upon the necessarily, too, exhibited much suf^- 
sudden flight of the gentleman resi- fering, which his daughter at length 
dent at Curly Cahill's, which had attempted in vain to alleviate. But 
taken place durhig the night, half-an- the spoiled and petted Katey had for 
hour previous to a domiciliary visit once ovcrcountcd. There are in ocr- 
from three peace-officers who came tain minds bursts of passion, which, 
from Clonmel, and departed as they like the tempests of tropical islands, 
came, in profound silence regarding are all the more violent and unspar- 
the object of their expedition, upon ing from the halcyon seasons that 
discovering the stranger had left. As ^precede them. Such was the storm 
Mr Tyrrel had not been consulted by of wrath that now for the first time 
the authorities on this occasion, the descended from TyrreH’s lips upon his 
reverend magistrate testified no very daughter’s head. He raved and 
poignant regi'ct at the disappointment stamped at her like a maniac, terri- 
of the officers ; but as his curiosity fied her into an acknowledgment that 
was commensuratcly excited, he haz- she had listened even to amatory 
arded several ingenious solutions of communications from the nnfifappy 
the Problem that had been paying Ilewitt, commanded her from his 
eighteen - jjcnce a-’\i^ek for “dry- presence, then recalled her to be re¬ 
lodgings” at Cahiirs, the-last fojir primanded for retiring so hastily, and 
montlis. Lysaght was ■ loud* in his again expelling her, pursued her with 
decision that the fellow was “ some all but palpable fire and sword to her 
coiner or poaching blackguard; ” own territory, where, locking her in 
while his uncle rather inclined to the her bed-chamber, he deposited the 
arson and agrarian-outrage line. Poor key in his pocket, and set out on foot 
Katey sat behind the cbflfee-stand to finish the work of disaster by an- 
sttlling her feelings in the manner she nihilating the “dealer in soft goods,” 
best might, until she heard her father who had, he felt assured, been a 
propose “sheep-stealing” as an cm- proximate agent in nearly ridding 
endation of the probable offence of him of his child. His first intention 
her banished friend, when she could was to hold no terms whatever in his 
support it no longer. Little accus- approaches upon Curly’s forlalice, or, 
toiued at any time to hide her. cmo- in other words, “to make an open 
lions, tlic high-spirited girl burst into show of him but a mile'’s walk of a 
tears, upbraided her respectable pa- muddy day has a sedative effect, and 
rent and thick-headed cousin for then by tlie time he arrived at Cahill’s Mr 
liardlicartediicss and want of charity, Tyrcll had seen the impolicy of giving 
ventured at first to disbelieve every any publicity to what he considered 
sentence they had uttered, i)rocceded the folly of Lis daughter. His inter- 
to confess that she had had the pleasure view, therefore, with Curly took plaee 
of the stranger’s acquaintance, and in private, and for any sati^action 
ended by proudly intiK>ducing him (in that resulted from it he might as well 
an imaginary way) to lier astonished have placed himself in communicatioii 
friends as Major Fergus Hewitt of with the intelligent milestone, “ Clon- 
the Second l^publican Brigade of mel XII.,” which ho had passed as be 
Artillery, and Commissioner to Mo- entered the town. Cahill, on bis 
nonia from the Provisional Govern- part, received the first disdiarge of 
ment. the clergyman’s indignation with a 

Had a petard from the Major’s look of stolid surprise, to which one 
own brigade been projected into the Liston, a player, could alone have 
centre of the little breakfast table, it done justice. For some time he 
could not^ have played the mischief seemed at a loss to comprelicnd whe- 
more effectually than did this stun- ther the remarks had reference to his 
ning explosion, Lysaght Osborne, last gear’s arrear of tithes, or the pro- 
after remaining speechless for some jected*^invasion from Boulogne; and 
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when at length their real purport did 
overtake him, the shock wa's over¬ 
whelming, Well it was for tiie 
Fugitive that he was at the mo¬ 
ment out of reach of his estimable 
host’s indignation. To be “skivered,” 
to “ have every bone in his body 
smashed to smithers,” or “ to be tom 
asunder as one would tear a-lark," 
w'as tlie mildest of the horrible fates 
he had escaped for attempting to in¬ 
veigle the affections of “ the darlln’ 
young lady.” As to CahUi himself 
having ever perceived the remotest 
approach to any intimacy between the 
parties, he “ declared to his heart” 
he never saw them together in his 
life; if ho had^ his instant duty would 
have propelled him to inform the 
rector of it “in a shake;” so that as 
Mr Tyrrel saw his interview was 
hkely to bo a fruitless one, he cut it 
short and departed, while Curly was 
concluding a declaration, that “ if he 
could go on his hands an’ knees to 
Clo’mel for his rav’rence, he’d be 
proud to do it.” 

I)uring the rest of the day, the dis¬ 
comfited parent had full occupation 
in his own self-upbraidings. In his 
boundless indulgence, he had permit¬ 
ted his daughter to bo perfectly mis¬ 
tress of her time and actions; and the 
conviction now pressed upon him, that 
he had done so to a very culpable and 
unfortunate degree. In order to re-' 
mody one false step, however, ho now 
took another in a contrary direction; 
and Katey, so long the sole object of 
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his tenderness and love, was hence¬ 
forth to experience a . share of that 
hardness in his character, which the 
rest of the world had so largely felt. 
Although he did not persist in keep¬ 
ing her locked up in one apartment, 
he forbade her tor the present to ap¬ 
pear in his presence, and^strictly com¬ 
manded that she should not, on any 
account, stir from the house. 

This was the step to the opposite 
extreme, and it had the effect that 
might be expected. His daughtei‘’s 
sensibilities revolted at such severity 
—her prepossessions in favour of the 
hapless person on whose account she 
was subjected to it, became more con¬ 
firmed ; she was determined she would 
not bo thwarted, that, at least, she 
would attempt to learn some intelli¬ 
gence of Hewitt’s fate, and, if possi¬ 
ble, see him once more before they 
parted for ever. While, however, she 
awaited an opportunity of communi¬ 
cating with a faithful messenger, who 
had sometimes conveyed notes from 
him when accident prevented their 
meeting, she was attacked with ill¬ 
ness, a smart febrile indisposition—the 
result, no doubt, of the mental dis¬ 
quietude She had undergone—and 
several weeks elapsed before she wrts 
again able to reach the little conser- 
vatoiy, which, opening from the lower 
apartments of the mansion, constitut¬ 
ed the utmost limits of that domes^c 
boundary beyond which she was not 
permitted to proceed. 


Chapter IV. 


It was late in a dreary night of 
November. The wind blew a perfect 
hurricane, rushing np the thick avenue 
which led to the Glebe house of Clog- 
heen, driving before it in its fury vast 
clouds of withered leaves it had col¬ 
lected on its way^ and showering 
them in impotent wrath against the 
doors and windows of the house, 
which shook iwd clattered as if each 
had its own fii^rale assailant. Mid- 
night-«-black midnight had passed, 
and the; fatnt light of a -rising moon 
was beginning to mingle with the dis- 
turbed and dismal air. It was no 
mght for mortals to forsake quiet and 


comfortable beds, and, least of all, 
delicate female invalids; yet Katey 
Tyrrel, shadowy and wan as a ghost, 
was standing at this hour watching 
the roaring tempest from the windows 
of the conservatory, that looked upon 
the front lawn of the dwelling. She 
had not, however, been long station¬ 
ed there, when the darkness of the 
spot in which she stood (for there was 
no candle) was made still murkier 
by the shadow of a man whp appear¬ 
ed outside. Katey softly un^d the 
Venetian door, and Hewitt stood bc- 
foreAer. 

“ I)ear, dear girll how am I to 



1845.1 The Rectors^Vaughter, 589 


thank you?” he murmured as he 
pressed with impassioned eagerness 
the hand she extended to him. 

“Speak low—low—low!” whis¬ 
pered the coufused and trembling 
maiden. “ Oh, what a night—what 
an hour to meet in!" 

“ Any where—every whei’e—no 
where—no matter—^with you it is pa¬ 
radise to me!” ejaculated her lover 
with a random delight, “ How did 
you manage the dogs though?" 

“ Oh—I—locked Bufter in the 
stables, ever so far off—and Bang— 
indeed he is so savage I was obliged 
to take him a field away, to the po- 
tatoe-honse; ” and Katey felt her 
cheek blush, untfi she feared it w ould 
light the gloom. 

“ High-30uled„devoted behigl how 
am I rewarded for all I have gone 
through! You are indeed'Vorthy to 
shai'o the existence pf one like me, 
whose hopes have been ruined in the 

holiest cause that-but there is not a 

single minute to lose—I have horses 
ready beyond the avenue gate—oh, 
come, my Katey—‘ fly from a w'orld’ 
—etcetera. You know the song.” 

“ Ply!—dear frjgjul—you rave—do 
you not kijow^fiow ill I have been? 
Can you not sec what a wctclied thin 
fright I have become.” 

“ Nonsense, my love, you look— 
(for dark as it is I can see that)^a 
thousand times more interesting with 
that pale sweet face. My own life, 
this is no time to trifle—who couM 
suppose you were so lUKlecided, yfcu 
so lofty-spii'ited, so hcroine-lik^. —Oh, 
Katey”— 

“ Believe, mo, Hewitt, I have not 
strength even to mount, much less to 
sit a horse at present.” 

“ Tlien, why this meeting, my 
lovfi?" 

“ Why—why—I scarce can tell; 
surely it is a pleasure to meet for 
once, even in this way, after all wo 
have suffered.” 

“ Decidedly”—said her lover with 
abstracted air, “ I’ll tell you 
^vhat,” he added eagerly, as if struck 
by some sudden tliouglif, there is 
fearful danger of our being separated 
if we do not act quickly, and for ever. 


Suppose—suppose, my beloved one— 
yon now here, in this blest spot, ^vc 
me a legal claim to your hand, we 
may not again have such an opportu¬ 
nity?” 

“What — how do you mean?” 
asked Katey bewilderingly. 

. “ Why, yon sec the truth is this— 
1 did dread your health might have 
interfered with active flight—^might 
not have been such as seconded our 
w’ishes—and I came i^repared—the 
fact is, I have brongJit a Reverend 
Friend with me—^you understand ?— 
he is now not far away—indeed, he is 
just outside.” 

■-.“Hewitt!—are you mad!” ex¬ 
claimed the overwhelmed girl, ahrink- 
iug away. “ 1 cannot—indeed, 1 
cannot, think of such a thiug.” 

“ Folly—stuff! 1 see, my beloved 
one, I must act for you in this mat¬ 
ter”— 

To go to the window—give a gen¬ 
tle tap—summon a low corpulent 
little man before it—to seize him by- 
the neck and drag him softly into the 
room, as though the unwieldy indivi¬ 
dual were unable to accomplish the 
feat himself—was but the work of an 
instant; the next, Hewitt had caught 
the half-swooning Katey’s hand and 
led her forward. 

“ ‘ D-d-dom^domintisadimp-p-p-ha 
bened’d-dic (hie!) hencdictionem suam 
in V‘V-v-obis! (hie I)” stutteringly 
whispered the new-comer, while the 
powerful smell of whisky-punch, which 
began to pervade the apartment, bore 
fai- less testimony to his piety than to 
hir potations. 

“ Douce your lingo I ” muttered 
Hewitt. “ Keep it till ’tis called for. 

-Now, my own dear Katey,” he 

said ill his idost persuasive tone, 
i “let this ivoment make you mine 
, —mine indissolubly. Come, Fathet 
Lavr,* there is not an instant to spare 
—do your office ;" and supporting 
Katey, and lialf-forcibly, half-entreat- 
ingly, bringing her forward, he stood 
with her before the priest—if indeed 
it is right to profane that name by 
conferring it on the drunken and dis- 
goliite creature, who, long since ex- 
]^lled fi'om the altar, was forced to 


* Abhrev. for Larry or Laurence. 
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depend for a Iri’felihood on Iiia ser^'icea the same time, a voice that split the 

in such desperate hours of need as the very room like thunder saluted tho 

present. group with a blessing from the Virgin 

“ Oh, Hewitt, give me a moment and St Patrick, and Sally-the-tin 

—my father—Lysaglit—I did not stood beside them, who, however, no 

look for this”—mui'murcd the agitat- sooner recognised Hewitt, with whose 

cd bride. grasp she had before now been fami- 

“ Then such is your faith after all ?” liai’, than she set up a shriek in which 

whispered Hewitt; “ but as you entreaty, benediction, curse, com- 

plcaae—even here—at this moment I plaint, aud consternation, were so 

give you up for ever, since you desire vociferously blended that it would 

it.” have alarmed Erebus. The next in- 

“ No—it is God’s will—there is no staiit the whole house above aud 
use in struggling against my fate—I around them was heard4Q commotion; 
am ready,” she answered, endeavour- bells rung, and were instantly ail¬ 
ing to rouse her stupified faculties. swered by the noi9k.of heavy bodies 
“ Go on, then,” whispered her lover jumping out of bed; windows raising; 
to the priest, “ be quick! ” servant-women squalling; an^ffrooins 

“ Co — ca—€onjungo m?,” began rnsliing madly down-staii’s/^^Iiss 

Father Larr as he joined their hands, Tyrrel sank fainting en the spot; and 

in nom — nom — (hie!) — nomine Hewitt Imd treat Sally- 

P—p^patris (hie 1) et tlic-tiu toVfyjrting^ck, which con- 

—(hie 1)— voyed her in of collapse to a 

The rest of his articulation was cf- small bower pelafgoniums -at. the ■ ^ 

fectually stopped by his receiving, further end of the greeii-house, drhg 
full in the face, the contents of what his reverend friend througli the win- 
he felt to be a basin of cold water, dow, and disappear, when the whole 
conferred, it appeared to him, by the effective force of the household hursts 
iands of the timid bride; while, at into the aparmeut. 

Chapteb V. 

We have long been persuaded, not will be found sufficiently limited for 
less by the impartial assurances of present exigencies. Wc are now, 
respected friends than by our own however, about to take a liberl^ with 
internal convictions, that, if we pos- the second unity by transporting the 
sess any one excellence beyond reader (may we hope in more senses 
another—and our talents are varied than one ?) to a spot distant from our 
and extraordinary—it is a tendency former scene some six or eight miles, 
to dramatic perfection. And albeit on the high and solitary summit-of. 
the narrative Arimanes too often Kilworth mountain, ii^^at place 
mars the beneficent desires of the where the great soutUcraTimd from 
dramatic Oromasdes; yet at all times Dublin to Cork winds over the accl 
wo endeavour as mtfch as in us lies vity. 

to adhere to those venerable obser- The peculiar character of the lai^d- 
‘*vancGs the Unities, so long and no scape in question may best be con- 
doubt so justly objects of respect and veyed in the words of a friend ^honi 
admiration. In the present tale, al- we once, in an hour of juvenile arro- 
though compelled to violate tho unity gance and self-exaltation, induced to 
of Time, we have hitherto pretty accompany us thither in order to 

closely adhered to that of Place, our astonish Iiim with what we _ 

characters haring, for the coimsc of to' be the boundless impressiven 
some pages, hovered within and and glory of the scene. It happens 
around the precincts of the celebrated to be rather a breezy day towaj^ 
village where the scene opened, tho fall of the leaf, and after a pretty 
whidli (although a hall, or some spa- sharp and tedious journey, jyiliveucd, 
cions chamber, might be a little nearer however, by our friend’s various IW 
to those rules the classic stage so interesting converse-^r he had been 
strictly enforces) we flatter oui'selvcs a marvellous travellerj'ttid hatf^lMsafted 
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the globe from Spitzbergen to Caffra^ said one of tho men (who did not 
ria in one dii-cction, and circled it move) knocking the ashes out of his 
from Pekin to Peru, via Paris, in pipe, as the traveller entered, 
another—wc arrived at our point “ The baste thravelled badly,” re- 
dappuL Having allowed him time plied Curly; “besides, I waited for 
to recover from what we felt must be the fall of tlio cvenin,’ as I was loth to 
Jiis stiipendoua wonder and delight, be seen coinin’ the road.” 
wc ventured to enquire “what ho “Weil, aii’ what’s on?” fisked 
thought of Whereupon, sink- another. “Be (piick — we’re nffc 

ing Ids arms to the elbows in the easy here, so close to the road, ^and 
pockets of his Petersham, and doubling it ’ll be pitch-dark with us across the 
Idmself ill two, as if seized with a ‘bog.” 

cramp in the stomach, ho, after a “ Well, then,” said Cahill, “ the 
short altercation with himself, replied long an’ the short of it is this—they’re 
in a tone that made our vciy teeth to back from Dublin at the Glebe agin, 
chatter—“ No, I never—yes—now I , Tlic Capting has sure word from }mr 
think oii’t—there is—there « one slip ] tliat she’ll be ready to go away 'With 
of wilderness in Crim Tartary as had^‘ ] him to-morrow night at twelve. Let 
as to howl at least, but this beats it ye get three more good boys an’ 
out in the w/nnslone.^^ watch, an’ soon as ever ye hear them 

Over this howling desert, then, wo gallop from the gap where they’ll 

beg to present to our readers Mr mount—make a dash for the house, 

Curly Cahill travelling slowly, about she’ll be shyre to leave the windy 

dusk, a month or two after the occur- open, an’ then —ya have her murdher- 

rcDce Avhich took place in the pro- in’father— 17ieed sag no more,’'’' 

ceding chapter, lie AA^as AA'arinly “I’m agin the blood any how,” 
muflled ill his great-coat or loody^ said one of the men; “ he forgiv’my 

and mounted on a very high-boned brother Mick two years’ ’rear of tithe 

horse, whoso hoofs, with many inter- —an’ he giv’ Jug Shcedy an’ her two 

jeetions of stumble, made the only childhcr a cabin an’ half an acre o’ 

noise that broke tlio dismal stillness garden when Buck Rice turned her off 

around. The summit of the mountain the Clo’mel estate ”- 

passed, the traveller began to descend i “ Iss”- said another, “ an’ the 

the southern side, Avhen, after pro- wife, when she Avas alive, was good 
cceding a feAV hundred yards, his steed ' to the poor. As far as smashin’the 
toed^ and tumbled the rider over its place, an’ makin’ a fire upon the stairs, 
head as softly as if it were his favour- ' an’ bringiu’ aAvay the tithe-books 
ite mode of alighting. Mr Cahill,^, goes, I’m agi'eeable; but I vote agin 
having taken a few minutes’ time for blood unless "we can’t help it.” 
reflection, on his face and hands, “ Then yo’ll not get a rap 
quietly arose, tlircAv the bridle over me,” said their tempter, 
his arm, and proceeded to walk the “ Bloor-an-nagcrs ! what do you 
very short remnant of the journey, mean?” asked a third. “Will you . 
Turning aside to a miserable hovel be satisfied if we giv’him a beaten’?” 
on the road, ho unbolted the half- “No—I won’t,” answered Cahill, 

door, fastened his rein to the latch, “Nothin’^but blood? Well, Pll 

and with a Dhieu-a-uth^ or “ God save tell you Avhat, weil shplit the differ-, 
you,” entered the hut. It was in ence—^wc’ll cut the ears ov’ him—ho 

darkness, save where around* a large was always hard on us—^but h-to 

fire that was flickering half-smothered the one ov us will go further; he 
in its own ashes, sat three men, at a . never took a spade* ov ground over 
little table, sharing betAvecu them a a man’s head yet, an’he don’t desarvo 
mug of poteen whisky, the only ves- it. I won’t say but he hurt many a 
sel on the table, or probably in the poor boy by the processes—still thafs 
house. law—but the villyans that go to ^ect 

“How long you wov entirely!” creathuresont of house an'home”- 

* The length of a spade’^handle^of ground. Over a ma»'« head —i. e.—out¬ 
bidding the tenant in possession, by offering generally a larger rent for the land 
out of which he is about to be ejected. 



£»di2 Tite Daughter^ [May, 

WeU -«<- I’m satisfied with the the daughter. Til meet yon here again 
cars,” muttoed Cahill. “ It ’ll be afthe^ to-morrow night, this hour, an’ 
some sadsfaction for my hondhred- wo’il settle.” 

aii'*;foi:ty-5evin pounds eighteen-an’- And Mr Cahill, remounting his 
tenpencc, including costs, of the last steed, rode away, 
an*ear; besides he’ll suffei- in losin’ 


Caapteb VI. 


He did not jouimcy far. A mile 
further over the mountain, ho pulled 
up before a lonely public-house, the 
only abode deserving the name of 
habitable that then existed for many 
miles on that desolate range of hills. 
It was of a very suspicious appear¬ 
ance, and quite as questionable a cha-' 
racter; but the Shopkeeper seemed to 
entertain no scruple on those heads, 
for he alighted and entered with a 
pleasant ah', and met, from numerous 
stragglers who were loitenng in the 
kitchen, a cheerful reception. 

Curly, having cast a reconnoitring 
glance through the place, wiped his 
mouth softly with his right palm, and 
before he withdrew it managed to. 
whisper from behind it to mine host—. 

Is he within jest now?” 

“ You’ll find him in the back room 
he has been askin’ fbi^ you this half* 
hour,” was as gently I'cspondcd. t 
C urly carelessly, or, as ho would 
say himself, “ promiscuously,” wan¬ 
dered across the ample kitchen, and, 
stumbling heavily, slipped, as if by 
the merest accident, through a door 
close beside him, and,"closing it after • 
him, found himself alone with Major 
Hewitt, late of the 2d Brigade of Kc- 
publican Artillery. ^ 

That gentleman was siding with 
his back to a good fire, in a small 
apartment, lighted by a single candle, 
which stood on a rude mantelpiece, . 
lie exhibited soq^e slight symptoms 
of impatience at Curly’s entrance, 
and, like the desperado-gentlemen of 
the hut, enquired peevishly what had , 
delayed liim. 

“Pm proud to see you, Captlug,” 
said Cahill evasl^rely; *‘the job is near 
finished at last, I hope ? ” 

‘'Yes, tb^morrow night, I think. 
We twelve, provided you 

don’t Mgtetg the horses ready.” 

“ in that. WeU, 

’twfQ be :^at sport intirely—the ould 
mttfs tatteration when he finds his 
cbllsen gone,” And Curly was obliged 


to bend himself double with laughter. 
“ You’ll find Ned Burko^ at the gap 
in the avenue-wall witli two as good 
coults as there is in the barony. But, 
Capting, when it’s all right, an’ you 
settled in life, you’ll not forget the 
friend that stood by you an’ helped 
you to the fortun’ ? ” 

“ For the sake of his own revenge 
at being cast in a law-suit about ten 
shillings’ worth of potato-tithe ? Cer¬ 
tainly not, most uj)right Curly.” 

“ An’ where’ll you take the bridecii 
—Miss Katcy—the darlin’?” said 
Cahill with a jocose wink. 

“ Curse you, villain! you'll drive 
me to give you a token on that head 
of yours you’ll remember until—you 
sec me again, at all events,” cried 
Hewitt passionately. “ Thank God, 
Pm ’most done with you. Have you 
brought the money?” 

“ Sorrow a sixpence, jewel. I had 
the arrears an’ costs to pay this mor- 
nin’, a’n I’m run dhry teetotalJy; 
that’s the thruth,” 

“ Then all my plan’s gone for no¬ 
thing ! ” said Hewitt. “ In the fiend’s 
name, what brought you here^ then ?” 

** Jest a thrifie o’ business up the 
road,” answered Curly, “ an’ a gi*eat 
wish intirely for you, Capting.” 

“And she prepared and all!” 
continued Hewitt abstractedly. “ I 
thought I was done with it for ever. 

. . Go back, I implore you, Cahill, 
and raise me fifty pounds in any way. 
I am perfectly penniless." 

“ I couldn’t raise you fifty farthens 
—I could no/, ’pon my word and hon¬ 
our to you, Capting.” 

“Then I give up the business,” 
replied Hewitt. 

“An* the fair-haired girlecn, an’ 
her goold, an’ what’s betther, I know, 
to you, her goodwill; an’ the land, 

an’ the laugh at Lysaght”- and 

Cahill ran on rising towards his cli¬ 
max. • 

“I can’t stand this; d—you,” 
cried his hearei', “ Since you won’t 
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aid me, I must try the old treasury 
once more.” 

“ An’ you’ve the boy to have your 
dhrafts honoured, never fear, Cap- 
ling.” 

“Will 3^011 escort me to the bank?” 
asked Hewitt with a savage sneer. 

“ lie! he! lie!” laughed the wor- 
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thy Cahill. “ My road home lies 
partly that way; an’ if I don’t lend 
you my note-o’-hand, at all events 
d’ve no objection to witness the deed, 
Capting.” 

“ Go out and get your horse, then, 
and I shall be ready in a few minutes,” 
said Hewitt, with something like a sigh. 


The Rector'*s Daughter', 


CllAPTEU VII. 


A post-chaise with two stout horses, 
and as stout a man to drive them, 
was standing before the door of Jack¬ 
son’s lull, in the then little village of 
Fcnfioy, at the close of a diy and 
frosty February day. In the i>arlour 
of the inn, two or three gentlemen 
stood watching or eagerly conversing 
with a couple of tall and powerful- 
looking men, wlio were engagCAi with 
a bcef-stcak, which it seemed—from 
a watch being placed before them on 
the table—they had but a limited 
time to discuss. 

“ Then 3 'ou arc really determined 
on it, Mr Skelton?” said one of the 
standei’s-by to the elder and busier oi^ 
the banqueters. 

“ Quite,” answered the jiersou ad¬ 
dressed, speaking as vapidly as he fed. 
“ What’s to be done?—road stopp’d 
up—^business checked—six mouths 
gone—mails cut off—guard killed— 
alarm increasing”- 

“ If it continues much longer,” in¬ 
terrupted his slower companion, “ all 
coinmnnicatioii with the capital will 
be at an end, unless abfbw be struck,” 
he said, looldng round him loftil}’^** that 
will paralyze the enemy, gentlemen.” 

“ Now for it, Kiidd,” said Skelton 
lisiiig; “ our time’s up—twenty-tive 
minutes past live,” and he pocketed 
iho watch by which he counted. 

“ I’m your man,” answered lliidd, 
as he swallowed his last glass of 
sherry, and Jumped up: ‘Miuvcyou 
the blunderbuss ?” 

“ Ay have I.” 

“ 1 have the. dirk and pistols, 
then; so bolt at once. Good-by, 
gentlemen and without waiting for 
the “good-bys” and “successes” 
that were showered on llicm, Messrs 
Skelton and lludd hurricil into the 
attendant post-chaise, and, giving 


some earnest directions in a wliisp(‘r 
to the driver, dashed rapidly over the 
bridge which crossed the Hlaclovater, 
and took the road leading north, over 
Kihvorth mountain, to Dublin. 

Half an hourls travelling brought 
them to the foot of the. lull, where 
the road began to asc-end, and’ from 
this spot tlic driver -was instructed to 
proceed a‘t a 'slow' j)acc. The night 
had thoroughly set in, both dark and 
fhggy, and an hour ela])scd tediously 
ill winding uj) and attaining the vast 
level of the Wild. As they luid no 
lamps, though desirous now to ad¬ 
vance at a brisker rate, they v ere 
compelled to keep in a slow and cau¬ 
tious trot, the hearts of the travellers, 
intrepid as they seemed to be a short 
time ago, thumping violently owry 
step they proceeded. 

After various short pauses to avoid 
dcc(» ruts, and several descents b^ the 
driver to free Iiis horses’ lioofs from 
tlkc loose stones tliat ]iiy plentifully 
along the wi*etchcd road—during one, 
of which he seemed to hold colloquy 
with some benighted tra\clJor—tlu! 
carriage had nearly" crossed the long- 
summit of tlic desolate hills, when 
its occupants perceived it to stox> 
with a sudden and Ibrcible impulse, 
that betokened instant danger. Drop¬ 
ping the glasses at once, they called 
loudly to the .driver to enquire the 
cause. 

“ There’s a gentleman licre,” re¬ 
plied the man Iftpajdiuid sullen voice, 
“ liouldin’ the heads, that says 
I must stop here a'spell.”* 

“ How many of ’em V ” asked Skel¬ 
ton ill a low tone. 

“ Two,”w’as the answer, just as soft¬ 
ly; “one a-liorseback, t’other a-tbot.” 

“Here we are, theul” said Hndd 
to his companion in a feverish w hisper. 


^ Spell —a very short space of time, as Ion*; as it would l^e to spell a word. 
VOL. LYii. NO. cccLv. M 2n 
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“ Yea; I wish ’twas over,” was the 
reply, which was scarcely breathed 
when a mati appeared at the right- 
hand caiTiage-wiudow, and, present¬ 
ing a pistol, said iu a strong loud 
TOiCG— 

Tm sorry^ gentlemen, but I must 
have your money.” 

“ Or your lives,” added a man on 
horseback, blocking up the opposite 
side of tli^^ chaise.. 

‘‘ This is very hard, sir,” answered 
Kudd hesitatingly—“ very—hard— 
indeed; however, I suppose it must 
be so: perhaps you’ll be good enough 
to come round to the, other door of 
the <^aisc—my friend here is, I fear, 
seriously ill— 

“ Certainly,” said the robber, who 
was now heard walking round to the 
door already occupied by his mounted 
companion. 

“Are you steady?” whispered Rudd. 

“ As steel!” answered Skelton. 

“ Then slip the muzzle of the blun¬ 
derbuss across me, and the moment 
the door is well opened, when I raise 
my arm with the purse, shoot him 
dead on the spot.” 

Tlic click of a trigger was the sole 
reply:—the highwayman had come 
round to the door. He had his grasp 
ou the handle, when he was suddenly 
struok in the eyes with some icy liquid, 
that caused him to swerve violently 
aaiile, dragging open the door at tiic 
same moment. There was a temfic 
volley from the carriage, and Curly 
Cahill, receiving the greater portion 
of the contents of the blunderbuss in¬ 
tended for his friend, di’oi^ped heavily 
from his horse. 

Rudd and Skelton instantly sprang 
out. They found Hewitt (for our 
readers, no doubt, have anticipated it 
Wiis he) engaged with, thoir stalwart 
diiver, who iiad already grappled with 
him, having, before he could recover 
from his shock, as well as surprise, by 
a well-directed blow knocked the pis¬ 
tol from his hand, and clost^ with him. 
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The maji would have been no match 
for Hewitt; but before the latter could 
draw another pistol, he was struck 
down by Rudd, andj with the power¬ 
ful assistance of Skelton, handculfcd, 
'and secured ui the chaise. 

The ti'avcller3,-who had come de¬ 
termined and prepared for this cxj)e- 
dition,* now struck a light, and pro¬ 
ceeded to raise Caliill, who continued 
to groan heavily wliere he had fallen. 
He seemed to bleed inwardly, having 
been wounded chietly in the chest and 
stomach, and was lifted into the car¬ 
riage beside his captured companion, 
and where he almost instantly ex¬ 
pired, having squandered his last 
breath iu a feeble laugh, and the ex¬ 
pression of Ills couviction, that “ the 
Capting was casliicrcd at last.” 

The travellers now hurried ra¬ 
pidly onwards, conveying with them 
Sally-the-tin, whom, having' been 
benighted ou her return from some 
country-fair, the driver (an old ac¬ 
quaintance) had overtaken and giveu 
lift to on the bar beside him¬ 
self, and whose elemental piety, for 
once not ill-timed, was the means of 
saving Hewitt’s exit. Lerfviiig Ca¬ 
hill’s body at the very roadside-hut 
where he had so lately planned liis 
villanous revenge, they continued 
their course to Clogheen; and being 
informed that the nearest magistrate 
was the rector of the parish, about 
nine o’clock at night they entered Mr 
Tymil’s parlour, where, though still 
suffering under Iier father’s suspicions, 
Katejfcwas presiding at the tea-table 
to Lysaght and his uncle, and begged 
to introduce.to the Reverend Justice’s 
notice, the person who accompanied 
them—the dreaded and notorious 
freebooter, Roderick O’Hanlon, who 
had been so many months the teiToi* 
of all who travelled Kilwortli moun¬ 
tains—and who, on a previous oc¬ 
casion, had been ushered, in an ima¬ 
ginary way, to his acquaintance ns 
Major Fergus Hewitt, commissioner 


Tfie Eector'^ D&ujfkkr. 


* An acMevement similar to that here described actually took place about tlte 
same j^eriod nearly on the same spot.' It was planned and executed by two per- 
sousdiving at a town mentioned in the tale, and terminated in tlio instant death 
of unlut'ky highwayman, whose body they placed in their vehicle, and brought 
back with them in an houV or two from the time they set out. In the present day, 
'■■ueh a deed (thus premeditated) would be deservedly termed a rash and cruel a<it 
lawless and unprotected state of that country, however, at the time, led it 
to be considered—we believe-—a laudable one. ■ 
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to Moiionia from the Provisional 
Government. 

Hewitt (or O’llaiiffiu) was tried at 
the ensuing Tipperary Assizes, and, 
notwitlistanding the extreme severity 
of the law at tliat period, there were 
so many palliating circumstances 
pleaded in his favour at the trial— 
particularly a popular, and we believe 
a not altogether unfounded eulogium, 
(since grown into an apothegm in 
that country,) that “ Ho robbed 
the rich to give to the poor,” 
and so many persons of distinction, 
who had known him at one time as a 
performer on the Dublin stage, came 
foiward to interest tliomsclves in liis 
behalf—tliat he escaped Avith trans¬ 
portation for life. Ho ultimately con¬ 
ducted himself Avith such propriety at 
Sydney, that he obtained a free par¬ 
don—and lived to amjuss some pro¬ 
perty, and settle in tiiat colony. Pre¬ 
vious to bis quitting Ireland, he con¬ 
veyed to Miss Tyrrel, by the hands 
of her father, a few lines explanatory 
of portions of his conduct and career, 
and Avhich concluded with the assur¬ 
ance, that, next to one nameless and 
bitter regret, he most deei)ly lamented 
the injury he had, were it only in her 
estimation, inllictcd on the cause of 
brave and unfortunate men, by pass¬ 
ing himself as an adherent of Robert 
Emmett’s, and the affair of 1H03— 
with neither of Avhich, he declared, 
had he had any connexion. 


595 

Katey Tyrrel recovered so rapidly 
from the shock and illness that suc¬ 
ceeded the appearance of Hewitt as a 
prisoner in her father’s parlour, that 
it is more than i>robable her wounded 
pride and conAucted folly annihilated 
at once that affectiqn for a highway¬ 
man which she would have had no 
scruple of bestowing on a Major of 
the Republican Brigade. Her father, 
gi'ateful that, before it Avas ioo late, 
lie was afforded an opportunity of 
atoning for past severity, tio less than 
former indulgence, restored her speed¬ 
ily to favour. Katey profited largely 
by the lesson her giddiness and ob^ 
stinacy had received. She became a 
steady and domestic character, and in 
due time sa\'cd Iierself the trouble of 
looking out a wife for Lysaght Os¬ 
borne among her neighbours, by 
inanying him herself. They conti¬ 
nued to reside with her father, who 
sur\'ived to such an extreme old age 
as to see all feuds between himself 
and his parishioners extinguished by 
the Composition Act. 

Sally-thc-tin, as often as her va- 
gi'ant disposition admitted of it, had 
always a comer in Katey Osborne’s 
kitchen; and it would be an injustice 
to woman’s heart not to say, that this 
protection Avas afforded her not a Avhit 
the less Avannly and permanently, for 
having been instrumental (however 
unconsciously) in saAung the life of 
Hewitt. 


A Glance at the PenvieiHa, 


A GLANCE AT THE PENINStlLA. 


In England, Avhero politics* arc so 
generally and largely discussiHl, AAdierc 
in fact they foi'in the only subject up¬ 
on which most men appear disposed 
or competent to converse, it is not 
uncommon to meet Avith persons well 
informed concerning the social and 
political state of the principal Euro¬ 
pean countries. But we have fre¬ 
quently observed, that eA-^en amongst 
those Avho display the most varied 
knowledge of this kind, there are very 
few Avlio citlier possess or pretend to 
any thing like a thorough apprecia¬ 
tion of the affairs of the reninsula. 


Yet there are obvious reasons Athy 
Englishmen ought to be more con¬ 
versant with iSpanisli affairs thafl 
with those of any other European 
state—our nearest neighbours, per¬ 
haps, excepted. Here is a country 
about which wc have been fighting 
or diplomatizing, almost without in¬ 
termission, since the commencement 
of the present century; n. country to 
Avhich, by its intestine broils and fre¬ 
quent political changes, the aUcntiori 
of tlio English public has been eoii-j 
tinually directed, Avhllo that of tho^ 
monied ami commercial classes has 


JievQlaiions of Sixain, By an Enolisu Resident. 
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been specially attracted to it by the the peotdiarities of thcii* manners, 
frequent fluctuations and consequent fcelittgs, and institutions, with a 
speculation in ivhat are facetiously heeii and obsoi^ant eye. The result 
termed Spanish Securities^ and by the of his obsci'vations ho has committed 
oft-revived but liithcrto fallacious to- paper pretty much as they were 
expectation of a commercial treaty, made; so at least we infer from the 
When these sources of interest are 'style of his book, which, without be- 
considered, it does seem singular that iug on any regular plan, touches upon 
so few persons should have thought every sxibject -connected with Spain, 

, it worth while to investigate the real nearly, as it would appear, in the 
state.of Spain in all its various rcla- order in which they chanced to come 
tions ; and that of those who have 'uppermost in .the writer’s mood of the 
gone thither with,, that view, none moment. Th’o frequent change which 
should have produced ^la book fully this occasions, from grave subjects to 
elucidating Spanish alFairs to tlic mi- gay, audWc€*m‘.<a,^serves, perhaps as 
meroiis classes in England which arc well,as any more regularly precon- 
niore or less intercsted in them. The ceived plan could have done, to carry 
probable cause of thi^is, that no the general reader pleasantly through 
country, lias been so diraBultlo follow two rather copious volumes; in which, 
and jcomprehend througlSall its count- whatever may be their deficiencies, 
less changes; an indispensable key there i^ certainly no lack of variety; 
to which is n thorough knowledge of while the style in Mdiich tliey are 
tljlfe'national character. On the other written has about it a characteristic 
hand, that knowledge is doubly dilil- vigour and originairty, and at times 
cult to obtain at a perio't when, as a considerable degree of humour. We 
now, the people and the Institutions arc not informed,how long the author 
of Spain are in a state of transition. has lived in Spain; but wc suspect that 

It is a truism wliiHi, at first sight, his residence there has been of consi- 
]ookslikcaparadox,thatcoiitcmponiry clcrable duration,, and that he has be- 
history is the.most difficult to write, come in some degree EspaTtolismlo. 
Time,which, in its more extended lap.so, Wc infer this from an occasional 
. destroys and obliterates—])i'eviously, * foreign idiom ; from his iniimato 
by successive operations, purifies and knowledge of the habits of various 
enlightens; classes men and events; classes?, which only a long residence in 
elevates the important and the true; the country could have brought in his 
and gives praise and obloquy to whom way; and jVoin a familiarity with 
they arc severally due. And in the Spanish proverbial language, which 
Peninsula, more than in any other now and then breaks out in an amus- 
country, is this kind of classification iug and Sancho-like passage. In 
requisite. Amidst the various parties short, the whole book is characteristic 
and Actions, the strange contradic- both of the man who lias written it, 
tions of the national character, the and of the people whom it describes, 
interminable web of intrigue and po- Commencing with the fall of Es- 
litical nianamvrc, how arduous the jiarter#, tlie first twenty chapters of 
^task to unravel the truth, to throw a the first volume are chiefly political 
dear light upon the «tate and pros- in their nature;—containing cxplana- 
pects of Spain, and explain the hid- tions of the various circumstances 
den and complicated machinery by attending the above event; details of 
which many of tlie recent events in the state of parties, of the intrigues 
that country have been brought against ()h»zaga, and Lis final over- 
about! throw by the Camarilla of the day; 

Wo have now lying before us a the Iiistory of Camarillas generally, 
book in whirti this task has been at- and sketches of several of the most 
tempted, and, wc are disposed to prominent ^actors upon the Spanish 
thinkfbyno means without success, political stage. The figurative signi- 
It is the work of a man who has evi- fication of the word camarilla^ which, 
dontly piisscd a considerable time in i^^its literal sense, means a little 
he Peninsula; and, after becoming chamber, is almost too well known, 
.well acquainted with the ^angnage even out of Spain, for an explanation 
and habits of the people, has studied of it to be U'jccssary. Slfte the four- 
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tccnth century, the days of Aloflzo 
theEleventh, and thp beautiful Leonor 
de Gusman, it has been the wont 
of Spanish nionarchs, with rare ex¬ 
ceptions, to rule, and often to be ruled, 
by cabals or coteries compospd of an 
indeterminate number of couitiers, 
Wc find men of all ranks and classes 
of society taking in turn their share 
of this back-stairs influence; priests 
and soldiers, Jesuits, nobles, and law¬ 
yers, and not unfrequently women, 
composed tlio courtier-conclaves that 
governed the rulers of Spain, sent 
their own foes to the scaflfold-ov dun¬ 
geon, and raised their own friends to 
the highest dignities of the state. In 
conformity with this timc-honoul*ed 
tradition of the Spanish monaj*cli 3 % 
no sooner Tyas JCspartero expelled 
from Spain than Christina hastened 
to send creatures of her own to Mad- 
drid, to watch over her interests 
pending her own arrival, and to in¬ 
trigue against those who should ap¬ 
pear disposed to thwart her designs 
and line of policy; to form, in short, 
a Camarilla, This was soon done. 
“It was composed of Narvaez, the 
Marchioness of Santa Crnz, and VmI- 
verde, the Duka- of Ossuna, Jnafl 
Donoso Cortes, and a member of the 
Senate named Calvet—all faithful ad- 
lierents of Christina, Moderados in 
their politics, and strongly tinged W'ith 
absolutist principles, althougli most 
hostile to the claims of Don Carlos.” 
These half-dozen intriguing spirits 
soon carved out for themselves abim- 
datit and luischu'vous employment. 
The then minister, Lopez, the same 
whose famous amnesty project caused 
the downfall of Espartcro, alike averse 
to encounter their opposition or to 
truckle to them in his government, 
resigned his oflice although possess¬ 
ing a strong majority in the Cortes ; 
and Old^aga took his place, liavhig 
been himself designated by Lopez as 
the most fitting man. The n^w 
premier trusted to his energies and 
talents to make head against the Ca- 
Iharilla; but he had unj^errated the 
ingenuity and cunning of the latter ; 
and, still more, the hatred borne to 
him by Queen Christina. This hatred 
he had excited to a deadly extent, 
when ambassador at Paris in the time 
of Espartoro, by demanding the ex¬ 
pulsion of Ferdinand’s widow from 


the French capital, on the ground of 
her plottings and attempts to revo- 
Intionize Spain. As will be remem¬ 
bered, no attention was paid to these 
demands by Taouis Philippe, wh(^was 
far better afiected to Christina than 
to Espartcro ; and the cunning dow¬ 
ager remained snug at the Hotel de 
CourCelles, hatching plots against the 
existing government of Spain—plots 
in the carrying out of which she was 
largely aided by French gold and 
French counsels. But she neither 
forgot nor forgave .Olozaga’s inter¬ 
ference ^and no sooner did he assume 
the reins of government, than her ad¬ 
herents opened their batteries ^pon 
him with unusual vigour. So eflec- 
tiial was their fire, that Olozaga, who 
took office on the twenty-first of No¬ 
vember, was dismissed from it on the 
twenty-ninth ;—one week’s tenure. 
The absurd history of the violence 
employed by him to obtain the 
Queen’s signature to a decree for the 
dissolution of the Cortes is well 
known, as are also the efforts' that 
were made to^crush him, even after 
his expulsion from the ministry liad 
been obtained by this pitiful prctQxt 
—a pretext at once disgi*aceful to 
the artful and unprincipled framers, 
and injurious in the highest degree 
to Queen Isabel, one of whose first, 
acts, after her majority'll ad been ^de¬ 
clared, was thus made to be the at¬ 
testation of a gross and shameless 
falsehood. In the long and stormy 
debate that ensued in the Cortes, 
Olozaga amply confirmed all parties 
of the absurditj'’ of the charge brought * 
against him, and utterly confounded 
liis enemies. What they could not 
accomplish by public means, the lat¬ 
ter now attempted to bring about by 
undcriiand ones—namely, Olozaga’s 
destruction in a literal as well as a 
political sense; and after one or two 
narrow escapes from assassination, 
the ex-premier was advised by his 
friends to withdraw from Spain. 
“Portugal presented the readiest asy¬ 
lum; and following very nearly the 
course of the Tagus, the exile, escort¬ 
ed by twenty well-armed contra¬ 
bandists,'^ came by way of Talavera 
and Coria on the back of a mule, in 
the disguise of a trader, with copious 
saddle-bags, and crossing the little 
river Ilerjas into the Portuguese pro- 
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vince of Beira, was soon in Gastello 
Branco.” Olozaga was used to this 
sort of thing, liaviug already liad to 
fly for his life in the time of Ferdi¬ 
nand On that ocension ho drove oitt 
ofliflrdrid in the disguise of a Calc- 
sero, in company u'ith his friend Gar¬ 
cia, th(^ then intendant of police, who 
was also obliged to fly from the ven¬ 
geance of the Camarilla of the day. 
They reached Corunna in safety, 
and embarked for England; the facile 
versatility with which Olozaga had 
smoked, joked, and di'unk his way, 
adapting himself to the humours of 
all he met, and supporting admirably 
his assumed chai’acter, having in no 
small degree contributed to save them 
from detection. 

The account our author gives of 
Queen Isabel is any thing but a fa¬ 
vourable one; although wc have 
much reason to fear that it is sub¬ 
stantially correct. Wilful and pet¬ 
tish, at times obstinate, deficient in 
intelligence as well as temper, and 
above all, dmhnulada,^ a dissembler. 
Ugly words these; but if it be true 
that children inherit their parents’ 
virtues and vices, what better could 
be expected from the offspring of a 
Ferdinand and a Christina? Indeed 
it will be fortunate for herself and her 
people, if, at a later period of this 
child-queen’s life, there arc not a few 
moi'c failings to be added to the above 
list—already sufficiently long. At 
present, artfulness and insincerity 
seem her chief faults—no trifling ones, 
certainly; and to these may be added 
a want of heart, very unusual in a 
girl of such tender age, and wffiich is 
perhaps the worst symptom in her 
character. It has been frequently 
and strongly exemplified in her con¬ 
duct to those nearest her person. 
Previously to the anti-Christina revo¬ 
lution of 1840, the Marquesa de Santa 
Cruz was her governess, and to her 
the young Queen appeared much at¬ 
tached. But when the Marchionefes 
left Spain in the suite of the Queen- 
mother, Isabel never made an enquiry 
after lier,receivingMadameMina with 
just the same degree of apparent 
aflection that she had sliown to her 
preceding governess. Whilst Espar- 
tero was Regent, she professed un¬ 
bounded attachment to him, insisted 
on having the portrait of her “ caro 


amigo'^ hung in her room, and seem¬ 
ed proud of showing it to all her visi¬ 
tors. The wheel went round ; Nar¬ 
vaez was at Madrid, and the Duke of 
Victoria a refugee on board the M<ala- 
bai\ The Seiiora de Mina was dis¬ 
missed, and her royal pupil took leave 
of her with tlio same absence of feel¬ 
ing that she had shown when sepa¬ 
rated from the Marchioness of ISanta 
Cruz:— 

“ ‘ Since you arc leaving me,’ she 
said, ‘ 1 must make you a present.’ 
And away she ran to take down the 
portrait of her very ^ dear friend ’ Es- 
partcro, which precious relic she 
handed over to her outgoing ylya, 
saying ‘Keep this portrait, seiiora; 
it will be better in your possession 
than mine! ’ ” 

'Taken to a bull-fight, her youthful 
majesty of Spain was delighted be¬ 
yond measure, enjoying the suficrings 
of maddened bulls and gored horses 
with as much zest as could havq been 
shown by her illustrious and respect¬ 
able father. Unfortunately, auto-da^ 
fts are out of date, or they might 
serve to vaiy licr pastimes. As it is, 
she is obliged to fill up her leisure by 
the consumption of confectionery, of 
which she has a constant and abun¬ 
dant supply on hand. “ This pastry¬ 
cook museum, wdiicli extends over 
every apartment of the palace, cou- 
tains some moat interesting speci¬ 
mens—the torias^ or tarts, of Moron, 
the moat celebrated in Spain; the 
panes pintados^ or painted buns, of 
Salamanca; the Paschal q/'a/orca, or 
CarnivalandEasterdainties; the hard 
turrones of Alicant, compared of al¬ 
monds, nut-kernels, filberts, and 
roasted chestnuts, intermixed with 
honey and sugar; dtdees of cocoa-nut 
frosted with sugar; roasted almonds; 
aiwllaJiaSj a peculiarly nice sort of 
filbert, wliolc and in powder; alfajor^ 
or spiced bread; the delicious cheese 
called jijona; pomegranate jelly; 
hlando de huevos, or sweetened yolks 
of eggs,” &c. &c. &c. When in a 
good humour, she makes presents o# 
these delicacies to the persons about 
her; and the degree of favour in wffiich 
her courtiers stand, is to be estimated 
by the amount of cakes and sugar- 
sticks bestowed upon them. No place 
is secure from the invasion of theso 
sweets; even in the council-chamber, 
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while dispatching business with the 
ministers, she is surrounded by them, 
“ and the confection of decrees, and 
discussion of dainties, proceed pari 
passu.’'’' 

I’lie abundance of the coinfita and 
the badness of the counsellors by 
whicli the poor child is environed, 
menace grievous injury both to mind 
and body, Jicart and stomach. A 
pujjpct in the hands of factions, living 
from her earliest-childhood in an at¬ 
mosphere of intrigue and falsehood, 
—the usual atmosphere of Spanish 
courts and camjCrillas, how was she 
to escape the contagion? Her edu¬ 
cation seems also to have been gi'iev- 
ously neglected. When Argiicllcs 
w’as her govemor, she was indocile 
and refractory; under the care of 
Oldzaga she only remained three 
months. Her female instructors, wdth 
the exception of the Countess of 
Mina, have been women of etjuivocal 
reputation, seeking to advance them¬ 
selves and their friends, and teaching 
their j)ui>il few lessons but those of 
dissiuudution. To aggravate the evil, 
during the three years of Christina’s 
exile, that princess was allowed to be 
in constant correspondence with her 
daughter, and of course lost no oppor¬ 
tunity of inspiring her with a dislike 
of her own political enemies, the Pro- 
gresistas. These latter, however, be¬ 
ing in power, and about the person of 
the young Queen, she was obliged at 
least to appear iViendly with them, 
and was thus “ taught to be false and 
artful by the force of circumstances, 
and trained by events to deceit." 

Tlu‘ chapter headed “ Narvaez " is 
extremely interesting, giving graphic 
sketches of one of the most remark¬ 
able of living Spaniards. In N arvaez 
we find the faults and the virtues of 
the soldier of fortune; prompt deci¬ 
sion, great energy and determination, 
on the one hand—cruclt}’’, impolicy, 
and violence, on the other. Ilis cliu- 
ructer has made him popular with a 
portion of the army, and over the 
•officers, in particular, ho exercises 
gi’eat influence. His severities, how¬ 
ever, especially liis shooting eight 
men the autumn before last, for de¬ 
manding what had been solemnly 
promised them, permission to quit the 
service, have lost him many adhe¬ 
rents, and made him numerous cue- 
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mies in the ranks. But his deadly 
foes, and those from whom he has 
the most to fear, are the Ex-National 
Guards of Madrid. TJieir hatred of 
him is unlimited, and savage be 3 'oml 
concejition, founded upon various 
causes, any one of which is, with 
S})auiards, sutiicient to account for it. 
Their coiifideuct; b(itraycd, their aims 
taken from them, tliemseh'cs reck¬ 
lessly sabred and bayoneted when 
assenibJcd for the' most peaceable 
purposes—these and m.lny other in¬ 
juries will never be forgotten or for¬ 
given by the Madrilchos. We in 
EngLand arc now so accustomed to 
licju* of bloodshedding and outrage in 
the Peninsula, that wc have begun to 
consider it almost as a matter of 
course, and scarcely accord a mo¬ 
ment’s attention to the horrors of to¬ 
day, which arc no worse than those 
of yestei’day, and may probably be 
surpassed by those of to-morrow. 
Yet, if we except a portion of the 
period of Espartero’s rule, there arc 
no three mouths in the history of 
Spain for the last ten years, which 
would not, if transplanted into Urn an¬ 
nals of any other countr}", form an era 
of bloodshed. Since the advent of 
Narvaez to power, although the vigour 
of his government has prevented civil 
war and checked insurrection, that 
has only been accomplished by a sys¬ 
tem of des]>otic cruelty worthy of the 
days of Ferdinand tlie Well-beloved. 
Countless instances may be adduced 
in supi>ort of this as.sertion. Execu¬ 
tions, like that of Zurbano ajid his 
lamily, have been defended by the ar¬ 
gument, that the suirerors w’crc rebels 
against the established government of 
the country, and as such deserved 
the fate they met. Bather a flimsy 
argument, it • appears to us, in a 
country in wdiich revolution flourishes 
as an evergreen plant. How is it to 
be decided which is the rightful go¬ 
vernor, and which the usurper? who 
shall say whether those in power are 
there by right as well as might; or 
wlictlun’ they arc merely successful 
rebels, banditti on a large scale, wffio 
have seized upon place and power 
with as much justice, and by the same 
violent means, as highwaymen of in¬ 
ferior grade possess themselves of 
the purses of travellers? But even 
if we concede this point, and admit 
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that whoever holds the reins, though 
but from yesterday, and with a blood¬ 
stained hand, is justified in slaughter¬ 
ing by wholesale all who show a dis¬ 
position to drag him down again, it 
will still be impossible to palliate the 
treacherous and tyrannical proceed¬ 
ings of Nai'vacz. The inhabitants of 
Madrid, lured out of their houses by 
the bait of some joyous festival, the 
streets hung with banners and strew¬ 
ed with fiowei’s, the fountains play¬ 
ing wine and milk—on all sides rejoi¬ 
cings and festivity; the insouciant 
light-hearted Castilians forgetting for 
a while the misfortunes of tJieir 
country, and giving themselves up to 
the unrestrained enjoyment of the 
moment. But there are those amongst 
them who will soon trouble their 
pleasures; a^nts of their rulers, tu¬ 
tored to excite them to some appa¬ 
rently rebellious demonstration. A 
shout or two, interpreted as indicative 
of disaffection, and caught up by an 
excitable mob; and immediately 
battalions appear upon the plaza^ 
dragoons gallop out of the side streets, 
bayonets arc lowered and sabres 
bared, and amidst the clatter of the 
charge, the screams of women and 
the oaths of men, the festal garlands 
are trodden under foot, and blood 
reddens the pavement. “ On many 
a ^fiesta^ or day of saints,” says our 
author, “ which Spain regards as of 
special holiness, plots and snares were 
thickly strewn around the people’s 
footsteps ; murder lurked beneath the 
wreath of festivity, and the day which 
began in prayer, concluded with 
mourning.” 

During the three days’ rejoicings on 
occasion of the Queen’s majority, 
scenes of this sort occuiTcd. “ They 
invited us to a ball,” said the people 
in tliG true Madrilcno spirit—“ they 
incited us to a ball, and wc had to 
assist at a funeral." TJie object 
sought to be obtained by such barba¬ 
rous means, was the intimidation of 
the populace, and the deterring of re¬ 
volutionists and progresistas. The 
suppression of the national guard pro¬ 
duced another or disturbance. 

A crowd assembled, and moved 
through the streets, giving vivas for 
tlio constitutional Queen, and mueras 
for the ministers and the traitors. 
Narvaez asked no better chance than 
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this. Out turned the palace guard, 
composed of strong bodies of infan¬ 
try and cavalry, and, without a mo¬ 
ment’s delay, charged the mob, which, 
although principally composed of 
national guardsmen, was uuanned, 
save with a few bayonets and knives. 
In all the adjacent streets, people were 
running for their lives; and the con¬ 
gregations, which were then just 
leaving mass—for this occurred on a 
Sabbath inoniing—recoiled for safety 
into the churches. 

As a politician, Narvaez is unques¬ 
tionably an obstinate and unscrupu¬ 
lous dunce, who feels his incompe- 
tcncy to rule by any means but the 
sword, and has substituted a tyranni¬ 
cal dictatorship supported by bay¬ 
onets, for the legal aud constitutional 
government of Spain. In a military 
point of view he is more respectable, 
although even as a general his ex¬ 
ploits have been few and little heard 
of. In his brief campaign against tlie 
Ksparterists, he had no opportunity 
of showing more than activity and 
daring; since at the very moment 
when lie w^as on the point of measur¬ 
ing strength and generalship with 
Scoano and Zurbauo at 'J'oiTejoii do 
Ardos, the troops under those two 
leaders came over to him. During 
the War of Succession, he gave proof 
of some skill as an organizer of 
armies of reserve, and even fought 
a gallant and successful battle witlt 
Gomez at Majaccite in Andalusia, in 
which, if one might believe the lying 
Spauislj bulletins, he nearly swejtt 
tlie Carlists from the face of the eartli. 
There is no doubt he mauled them a 
little; but neither that nor the various 
other decisive overthrows recorded 
by gazettes, prevented Gomez from 
returning to the Basque provinces 
with a considerable force at his back, 
and an immense amount of booty. 

It Mill be contrary to all precedent 
in modern Spanish history, if Nar¬ 
vaez’s career terminates otherwise 
than by a violent death, met, in all 
probability, at the hands of the poj)!!- ^ 
lace, or at those of some disgusted 
adherents of Iiis own. The deaths of 
Carlos de EspaJla, slain* by his own 
escort on his way to tlie French fron¬ 
tier ; of Moreno—the butcher of Tor- 
rijos, Lopez Pinto, Florez Calderon, 
and fifty other martyrs—liimsclf nmr- 
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dercd in the wood of Vera by the 
bandit followers of the savage priest 
Echeverria; these, and fifty similar 
instances, are events but of yesterday. 
It is still fresh in the memory of the 
Madrilehos how they pursued the 
stem Quesada to his place of refuge— 
Quesada who, alone and by his single 
energy, had cleared the streets of an 
excited populace, and stopped a revo¬ 
lution for one wliolo day; how they 
dragged him forth, piecemeal it may 
almost be said, and with his severed 
fingers stirred the bowl in which they 
toasted the downfall of tyrants. Be¬ 
tween Quesada and Naiwacz there is 
more than one point of resemblance. 
Their deaths, also, may be alike. 

The sketches of Spanish political 
men, the various party leaders and 
conspicuous senators of the day, are 
done with much spu'it and cleverness, 
and give an excellent idea of the fickle 
inconsistency, the showy talent but 
want of steadiness of purpose, that 
characterize most of the notablcrenin- 
siilar politicians. One is much accus¬ 
tomed to receive information upon 
such subjects with doubt and mistrust, 
it being so often tinctured with the 
violent party spirit which, in Spain, 
distorts men’s views and opinions; 
and the book before us being published 
anonymously, we are prevented from 
judging, by circinnstauces <»f position 
or others, to wliich side cr men, if to 
any, the author is likely to incline. 
But we think we discern in him the 
wish to be impartial, and are there¬ 
fore disposed to place unusual confi¬ 
dence in his statements ; the more so 
as he represents no character as cn- 
tin'ly bad, but, while laying on the 
lash for their faults, docs not forget to 
give, them credit for their good quali¬ 
ties. According to his account, Lopez 
is the most brilliantly eloquent, and, 
at the same time, one of the most 
Incorrupt members of the Spanish 
Chambers ; one of the very few Span¬ 
iards who have held office without 
advantage to themselves. 

** It is a most creditable distinction in 
Spain, where office is sought almost 
exclusively for^ its emoluments, that 
Lopez has been at three different times 
a minister of the crown, and retired 
thrice from that government, of which 
he was always the most influential mem- 
hor, without any permanent office, or 


title, or decoration; without oven a cros.? 
or a riband to display upon his breast, 
in a country where those favours are 
most extensively distributed. Even 
from the premiership of the provisional 
government, by which high titles and or¬ 
ders were lavishly disseminated amongst 
the leading instruments of a successful 
national movement, and from the side 
of a Queen whoso majority had been 
just proclaimed, he withdrew into pri¬ 
vate life in a strictly private capacity, 
without a charge upon the pension list 
for himself or any of his 'connexions— 
without an inscription in the court list, 
or a renl of the public money. Five 
hundred different lucrative and perma¬ 
nent offices were at bis disposal, but he 
preferred a practising lawyer’s inde¬ 
pendence.” 

This would bo rare praise in any 
country; in Spain it must be almost 
without parallel. In striking contrast 
stands the cliaracter of Don Luis Gon¬ 
zalez Bravo, or Brabo, as he affects 
to write himself, who succeeded Oh)- 
zaga in the premiership, for which 
post he united some of the most sin¬ 
gular disqualifications ever possessed 
by a prime minister. 

Si>niii, while imitating the fashions 
of England and France in dress and 
suclilike petty particulars, lias also 
thonglit proper to copy certain politi¬ 
cal peculiarities of those two coun¬ 
tries. Tims, while La Jeunc France 
vapours in long-bcardcd and belli¬ 
gerent splendour, niidcr tlic special 
patronage of a Joiuville, and Young 
England peeps out, gentlemanly and 
(liguilied, from beneath the aigis of a 
less high-born, but, in other respects, 
equally distinguished character, La 
Joven Espana, emulous of their bright 
example, ranges itself miclcr the pa¬ 
tronage of thc/lisrepiitable editor of a 
scurrilous jounial. It is difficult for 
us in England to imagine the state of 
things existing in a country where 
sucli a person can head any party or 
section, however insignificant, in the 
legislative ass6nibly, and still more 
dilficnlt to conceive any amount o£ 
satirical and vituperative talent pla¬ 
cing within his grasp the portfolio of 
prime minister. 

Bravo’s first introduction to pub¬ 
lic* notice, w^as as member of the 
■ Tnieno" or Thunder Club—a so¬ 
ciety that amused itself, of evenings, 
by molesting peaceable citizens as they 
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returned homo to their families, 
thrashing the serenos or watchiuen, 
and suchlike intellectual and dignified 
diversion. He got seriously wounded 
by a-pistol-shot on one of these occa¬ 
sions, and wc next find him editing 
the Guirigay or “ Slang,” a paper re¬ 
markable ibr its personal and unscru¬ 
pulous tone. For some time its at¬ 
tacks were directed against Christina, 
to whose-expulsion from Spain it is 
said to have- continbutcd, so great is 
tlio influence of newspaper violence in 
the Tcninsula. During the Queen- 
Dowager’s three years’ exile, however, 
Bravo wrote himself round from a 
violent exaltadoprogresista., orRadical, 
into a very decided modcrado.^ or Con¬ 
servative, in wliich latter character 
he entered office. Taxed with his 
renegade conduct, his defence was a 
most impudent one, highly character¬ 
istic of the man. “ No es ridiculo^^' 
said he, “ estar para siempre el mis- 
mo 9" Is it not ridiculous to be al¬ 
ways the same ? 

But though he managed to get on 
while in opposition—and even, by a 
certain amount of impassioned energy 
and satirical eerre, to place himself 
at the head of a party of young mem¬ 
bers, who, although not ex'ccednig 
fifty in number, turned the scale in 
many parliamentary contests—his in¬ 
capacity became glaringly api»arcut 
as soon as ho took office. 

The prime minister, when he should 
have been writing sage decrees, was 
scribbling scurrilous paragraphs ; from 
his portfolio peeped forth old numbers 
of ‘ The Slang” and his official robes 
could not hide his harlequin’s jacket. 

‘ Vistan me, dijo Sancko, coma qnisieren 
qid de cualquier manera que vaga vestido 
sere Sancho Penza.' Let them dress 
me up as they will, quoth Sancho, how¬ 
ever 1 am dressed I shall still be Sancho 
Panza.” 

Bravo, however, did as well as 
.another to be the tool of Narvaez, and 
'moreover he was found jAiant, wliicli 
doubtless prevented his being kicked 
out of office as soon as he got into it. 
Of course he lost no time in taking 
care of himself and his friends. His 
father, who had been dismissed frorf a 
government employment for malver¬ 
sation, received the appointment of 
under-secretary to the Treasury *, his 


wife’s bi*other, a hangcr-on at one of 
the theatres, was made state-groom 
to the Queen; while a number of other 
equivocal characters were appointed 
to the diplomatic corps, and half the 
political chiefs and public employbs 
in Sijain were dismissed to make room 
for the new premier’s friends, includ¬ 
ing a coiisidft'uble number of news¬ 
paper scribblers. The power of the 
newspaper press in Spain is enor¬ 
mous, and nearly all the leading poli¬ 
ticians in Madrid either arc, or have 
been, editors or proprietors of some 
one of the principal journals. 

The manners and peculiarities of 
tlie lower orders in Spain offer a fer¬ 
tile theme, differing as they do in 
toto from those of the corresponding 
classes in any other country. Tliey 
have furnished our author with mate¬ 
rials for some amusing chapters. The 
description of a roadside venta, or 
inn, and its frequenters, is capital, and 
reminds us of some of Lewis’s admi¬ 
rable pencillings of Spanish life and 
interiors. The amalgamation of 
grades of society, which in most coun¬ 
tries would be kept carefully distinct, 
but in the Pcniiisnla hobnob together 
in perfect good fellowshiji, the mix¬ 
ture of muleteers and alcaldes, priests 
and banditti, smugglers and custom¬ 
house officers, all sitting in the same 
smoky room, dipping in the same 
dish, exchanging the latest intelli¬ 
gence, local and political, forms a 
strange but a characteristic and per¬ 
fectly true f>icture. Apropos of 
smugglers, here is a small statement 
worthy the notice of that sensible 
party in Spain which opposes the in¬ 
troduction of foreign manufactures 
upon payment of a reasonable duty. 

Spain is, of all European countries, 
the most helplessly exposed to contra¬ 
bandist operations. Witli an ill-paid 
and sometimes ragged army, and with 
revenue officers directly exposed to 
temptation by inadequate salaries, she 
has 500 miles of Portuguese frontier 
and nearly 300 of Pyrenean ; and with 
a fleet crumbled into ruins, and no 
longer of the slightest efficacy, she has 
400 miles of Cantabrian and *700 of 
Mediterranean coast, J^'our hundred 
thousand smugglers are constantly en¬ 
gaged in demolishing her absurd fiscal 
laws, and some 1,600,000 pounds weight 
of cotton goods alone, are orery year 
illicitly imported,” 
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But things in Spain are now rapidly 
approaching that happy state when it 
will become quite unnecessary for the 
gentlemen contrabandistas to expose 
their valuable health to the Pyrenean 
fogs, or their lives in contests with 
miuaneros. The system is becoming 
each day more beautifully simple; 
and, strange as it may seem, the dirbet 
road for the importation of contraband 
goods is through the custom-house. 
“ Bribery is here reduced to the old 
electioneering simplicity; and the 
tariff of ciistom-liouso comiption is 
arranged with more imifom regularity, 
and far more perfectly understood, 
than the tariff of customs’ duties—the 
diff'ereiicc being, that the customs’ 
revenues may not be ]iaid, but the 
customs’ officers must.” The due 
amount of fee being insinuated info 
the “ itching palm ” of the revenue 
officers, your goods pass with all ima¬ 
ginable facility. By the magic of a 
four, eight, or sixteen dollar bit, as 
the case may be, a mist settles over 
the vi.sion of the complaisant official, 
and either prevents his seeing at all, 
or else transforms in tlic most remark¬ 
able manner the objects that pass 
before him. Bales of manufactured 
goods assume the appearance of sacks 
of potatoes and onions—nay, those 
useful products of the soil are some¬ 
times even supposed to be contained 
in wooden cases and casks, carefully 
hooped and nailed ; ‘^and huge can¬ 
vass bales are likew'isc cleared, and 
reported to be indubitably tilled with 
tljc said potatoes, the softness of the 
packages to the ioxidi arising proba¬ 
bly from the fact of their beingboiled! ” 
At times, however, by arai’c chance, 
an incorruptible custom-house is dis¬ 
covered ; and for that, or some other 
reason, it is deemed advisable to re¬ 
sort to the old, and certainly more 
sporting plan, of running the cargoes, 
which is accomplished in a most sys¬ 
tematic and comfortable manner. The 
smugglers are usually in sufficient 
numlSr to deter the carabineros from 
meddling; and if, by chance, the lat¬ 
ter shotdd interfere, they almost in¬ 
variably receive a sound thrashing, 
Thcre are a large number of small 
Portuguese craft constantly employed 
in running contraband goods; and 
the quantity of merchandise intro¬ 
duced from Gibraltar is enormous. 


The latter fowm, which, by the census 
of 1835,.had 15,000 inhabitants, con¬ 
tains onhf 3000 cigar manufacturers. 
As our author says, what a trightlul 
deal they must smoke in Gibraltar ! 

It is all nonsense talking in Bfiincing 
tonus about English smuggling in 
Spain. However much our Govern¬ 
ment miglit discountenance it, nothing 
could be done to prevent it, not‘even 
if English guarda costas were station¬ 
ed round tho "whole eleven hundred 
miles of Spanish coast. The smuggled 
goods would then go through Portu¬ 
gal, as many of them do now ; or any 
diminulion in the amount of English 
merchandise imported, would be made 
up by a coiTesponding increase in the 
tpiautity of French. Why, even tho 
Germans, the respectable, plodding 
(Germans, supply their quota of in¬ 
different calicoes and dull cutlery to 
the Spanish consumer. The French, 
who are fond of charging England 
with being the nation “ etjoiste par 
excellence^'* who consults only her own 
interests, and is equally ready to poi¬ 
son antipodean barbarians with ojuum, 
or to violate the principles of fair 
dealing that ought to exist between 
friendly countries, by introducing con¬ 
traband goods ill every possible man¬ 
ner—the Froncli, we say, albeit so 
Pecksniffian in theii* condolences with 
Spain, and other nations, which thq^' 
affect to consider victims to the prac¬ 
tice's of greedy and treacherous Eng¬ 
land, are themselves most reckless 
and determined in their smuggling 
transactions with their southern neigh¬ 
bours ; and the sole circumstance u liich 
“ rises their dander ” is to ffnd English 
goods obtaining the preference in tho 
l\miusula, as eveiy where else. The 
constant aim of the French is to irritate 
Spaniards agdinst England; and the 
ground upon which they have hitherto 
gone is, that of representing us, in all 
our actions, as thinking only of our 
own a<lvantage. The activity and 
skill of French political agents were 
long exerted to bring about a reactionr 
a gainst th c Men dly feclhi gs which, only 
a veiy short time back, werfe entertain¬ 
ed in the Peninsula towards England; 
and these exertions were at last suc¬ 
cessful, although we may now hope 
that Spaniards are again opening their 
eyes to the deceit that has been prac¬ 
tised on them. The friendly offices of 
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France arc probably by this time be¬ 
ginning to be appreciated atUieir just 
value; and doubts must be arising in 
the minds of the rational portion of 
the Spanish people, whether the 
Jides insulaires ” did not mean and 
act as honestly by them as the more 
smooth-tongued and insinuating allies 
who have reimposed upon them a 
Christina and a Narvaez. 

“ Exaggeration in all things,” says 
the English resident, “ is the leading 
vice of Spain. There is not a city in 
the Feiiinsula that is not ‘ muy nohle^ 
muy lealy y muy haroica not a corpo¬ 
rate body tliat is not ‘ most excellent,’ 
or ‘ most illustrious; ’ not a military 
corps that is not renowned, and match¬ 
less for its valour; not a ragamuffin 
in Castile that does not esteem him¬ 
self noble, nor a brigand in Andalusia 
but calls himself a soldier; not a man 
but is a Don, nor a woman but is a 
Doha; not a dunce of a doctor but is 
profouudly learned, nor a scribbling 
poetaster but is a European cedebrity. 
“Where all are first-rate, how shall 
there be improycmciit ? Where there 
is no liumility, liow shall there bo 
acquisition of knowledge? Pangloss 
might hero have found his perfect 
world.” 

It is, wc fear, this Bobadil vein, 
this unbounded self-approval and vaiii- 
gloriousness, entailing an unwilling¬ 
ness to acknowledge obligations, and 
an impatience of feeling that they have 
received any, which renders a large 
proportion of Spaniards less amicably 
dis]>osed towards England tliau we 
might expect them to be, wlien we 
look at the recent history of the two 
countries, and recall all the friendly 
offices Spain has received at the hands 
of England. Wc have ourselves noticed 
amongst Spaniards — even amongst 
men of good average intelligence and 
education—a fretful sort of feeling 
whenever the support for which their 
country has been indebted to Great Bri¬ 
tain was alluded to. Some of them go so 
far as to endeavour to persuade the 
world, and more especially themselves, 
that the parts played by English and 
Spaniards in the Peninsular “War were 
the converse of what is usually supposed 
—that it was Spanish valour, skill, and 
generalship that swept Napoleon’s 
armies before them, and drove his best 
commanders across the Pyrenees. The 
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English were there, certainly; they 
were very useful, but they played 
second fiddle to their allies on most oc¬ 
casions. In short, to hear many of the 
present generation of Spaniards talk, 
one might suppose that it was their 
ill-disciplined, badly-officered troops 
which won the numerous hard-fought 
fields of the War of Indepcndeucc. 

Another subject of dilference, and 
a far more serious one than these petty 
ranklings of offended pride and ill- 
borne obligation, is tlic slave-trade, 
and the right of search. Persuade 
Spaniards, or Frenchmen, or any na¬ 
tion in the world, if you can, that 
(ireat Britain added twenty millions 
to her debt, impoverished her own 
colonial proprietor.s, and still goes to 
a heavy annual cxjter.sc fur the sup¬ 
pression of the slave traffic, with any 
other view than a very decided one to 
her own benefit. To Spain, thanks to 
the wretched administration of her in¬ 
ternal resources, the revenue derived 
from licr few remaining colonics is a 
great object; and in our liostility to 
tlie slave-trade, she beholds a direct 
attack on that sourceof income. Again, 
in the present depressed state of Span¬ 
ish commerce, a large portion of the 
commercial capital of the country is 
invested in the slave-trade; and a con¬ 
stant bitter feeling tovards the English 
is consequently kept up amongst the 
class whose money is thus employed. 
If they bring one cargo out of tlirec to 
the Havannah, they have, it is said, a 
profit on the transaction; but at tlie 
same time it is not likely to put the 
slave-dealing Dons in particularly good 
humour to hear of the other two hav¬ 
ing been walked off by British cruisers. 
On the contrary, they curse the med¬ 
dling Inglcses, who having, they say, 
cut off their own tail by emancipating 
their negroes, now, like the fox in the 
fable, wish to persuade, or, if necessary, 
to compel all their neighboui's to fol¬ 
low their example. 

The English resident is enthnsiastic 
on the subject of slave emancipation, 
and gives us a lively account of some 
arguments he maintained on the sub¬ 
ject with sundry Gaditano slave-deal¬ 
ers, the result of which was, of course, 
that each party remained precisely of 
the same opinion as befoi’C. The ab¬ 
stract philanthropy of English legisla¬ 
tion on that question cannot be doubt- 
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cd; and it is to be hoped that the course 
adopted may eventually prove benefi¬ 
cial to humanity, although it seems very 
doubtful whether such has as yet been 
the case. Meanwhile, there is small 
credit given to us for disiutercstedness 
by foreigners, who, in our resolute 
opposition to the slave-traiiic, ai’C de¬ 
termined to sec nothing but a wish to 
harass their commerce, injure their 
colonies, and insure our dominion of 
the seas. 

Under the favouring auspices of that 
poor creature, Leopold O'Doniicl, who 
distinguished himself during the War 
of Succession by the skill witli which 
he managed to get beaten by the Car- 
lists on nearly every possible occasion, 
and who now occupies the iini)ortant 
post of Ciovernor of Cuba—under his 
auspices tlie slave-trade is flourishing 
witli renewed vigour. Slaves, we are 
told, can now be legally imported into 
Cuba upon payment of the governor's 
fee of twenty-five dollars per head, 
and “ la traitc lias seldom, of late 
years, been more successful than under 
the rule of this governor.” One of 
the most striking chapters of the book 
before us is the one on colonial slavery, 
in which some curious details are 
given conccruing the recent conspi¬ 
racy of IMatauzas. This outbreak, 
like all others that occur in the 
isii West Indies, ivas most Ijxlst'ly laid 
at the door of the English by the 
whole Spanish jircss. '‘It was di¬ 
rected,” said the}', " by a couiiinttec 
of five niembcrs. Placido was jiresi- 
dent, two of the other four were inu- 
lattocs, (Ui(l tico ICuglishmcn, This 
latter circumstance is xvorthy of note.” 
“ As being an utter falsehood,” ob¬ 
serves our author. 

riacido, the mulatto leader of the 
iiisurrection, seems to ha\c been a 
remarkable man, of comniandiiig ap¬ 
pearance, great energy of character, 
and superior intelligence. One of the 
means he adopted to rouse the colour¬ 
ed population of Cuba against their 
oppressors, was the writing of revo¬ 
lutionary songs and verses. During 
the whole of 1813 ho w as busy laying 
the foundations of his scheme, and, 
although his designs were known to 
thousands, no one was found to be¬ 
tray them. The plot was finally dis¬ 
covered by the conversation of some 
of the consph'ators being overheard. 
An obscure u'aruing of it, given by a 
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young negress to her master, with 
whom she was in love, also led to en¬ 
quiry. The project was for nothing 
less than the total extermination of 
the Avhitc race, and the formation of a 
republic after tlie^ example of Ilayti. 
The leading posts and commands were 
assigned to the inulattoes, as well du¬ 
ring the revolt as in the organized gp- 
venimout that >vas subsequently tobe 
formed. The Thursday in ]*assion 
Week w'as the day fixed for the out¬ 
break ; th(! signal to bc‘givcn by the 
simultaneous burning of the sugar- 
canes; the'watchword, LaMuerte g 
la Dcstruciion.^'' The domestic ser¬ 
vants wenj in the plot, and were to 
aid in various ways. “ The cooks 
w'erc to i>()isou their masters, and the 
calesei'os, ith tlieir coach-liorscs, to 
form a corps of cavalry.” 

The alarm was not given till the 
morning of the day on ■which the con¬ 
spiracy was to have broken out, I'lien 
tUe arrests began. Five hundred of 
the conspirators were throwui into 
the prison of Matauzas, Avhich town 
was the headquarters of the conspi¬ 
racy, and gave its name to it. But 
the negroes finding themselves dis¬ 
covered, ami cx])eetiug no mercy, re¬ 
solved at least to glut their vengeance 
as far as the time would allow them. 
Overseers were flung into their sugar- 
boilers, two entire families at ]\Iatan- 
zas were poisoned, and other excesses 
took place. The reprisals exercised 
were most horrible; two liumlred 
prisoners wore immediately^ butchered, 
and ininierons straggling j>arties shot 
down like <logs ; some ■wretched vic¬ 
tims were flogged to death to induce 
them to betray tlieir aecoiniiliccs. 
Further outbreaks were tiie result of 
these severities. The planters who 
fell into the hands of the negroes were 
mercilessly massacred ; numerous 
plantations were burned. The insur¬ 
rectionary movements were, however, 
isolated and without organization ; 
the Spaniards succeeded in repressing 
them, and then, furious and alanned 
at the imminence of the peril they had 
so narrowly escaped, inflicted the 
most terrible punishment on the un¬ 
successful mutineers. Eight hundred 
prisoners had been secured in the Ma- 
tanzas jail; of these two hiindred 
were shot without trial, the reinain- 
diH', for the most part, strangled in 
thch' dungeons. 3'lie meariiig of the 


A Glance at the Peniiimla» 



(506 Glance at the Peninsula, [May, 


Spanish word Matanzas is “ a place 
of slaughter,” and such, indeed, the 
town "became. Placido, the chief of 
the conspiracy, made a tremendous 
resistance before he was taken. “ He 
fired three pistols, Jj-ilUng or wounding 
a man at each discharge, and then 
hacked and hewed away with, his 
swoi’d, speedily maJeing for himself a 
ling of more than its span, and clear¬ 
ing a space around him as rapidly as 
an Utreran bull when lie rushes into 
tlie circus. But a soldier’s musket 
soon brought him to the ground, and 
bleeding and faint he was flung into 
the Matanzas carccl." 

As tlie prisoners refused to a man 
to make disclosures, torture was re¬ 
sorted to. The lash was applied till 
they confessed or fainted. Most of 
tliem yielded, the plot was acknow¬ 
ledged to be of ancient date, and to 
have Placido at its head. 

“ Placulo bore, witli the resolution 
of a stoic, the rude and unsparing 
stripes with which his broad shoulders 
and back were speedily covered. Not 
a groan nor a sigh escaped him ; but 
he fainted away at last from loss of 
blood, and with such little apparent 
change, that the executioners con¬ 
tinued to flog for some time after he 
was senseless. lie was loosed from 
the triangles, and lied to a neighbour¬ 
ing stake, after the mummery of a 
five minutes’ court-martial. He was 
still senseless when bound to the stake 
— lifeless, for all that his verdnyos 
knew to the contrary. Ere he re¬ 
ceived the fusillade, he recovered from 
Ins fainting fit sufficiently to exclaim, 
in ail audible tone. “ Los dias de la 
esekwitud son contados /” “ The days 
of slavery are numbered.” 

A horrible account, but doubtless a 
correct one. Our author seems to 
have been in the south of Spain at 
the time of the Matanzas insurrection, 
and consequently in the right place to 
get at the true particulars of the affiair. 

In the chapters on the Spanish 
Army, itc., although amusing enough, 
wo do not consider the English resi¬ 
dent to have been so successful as in 
most other parts of his work. We 
would caution him against believing, 
or at any rate expecting others to be¬ 
lieve, the marvels recordc<l by Spanish 
gazettes of Spanish armies and gene¬ 
rals—marvels which usually get re¬ 
peated aud magnified to most pre¬ 


posterous dimensions by the embustero 
retailers of such intelligence. Wc 
would also warn him against indulg¬ 
ing in such enthusiasm as he displays 
in speaking of General Leon—a very 
fine fellow undoubtedly, a good sol¬ 
dier aud dashing officer, but yet a little 
ovemxted in these lines. “ In his 
unexaggerated feats of war, he eclips¬ 
ed the Homeric heroes, and rivalled 
the incredible exploits of Ciiarle- 
injigiic aud his peers. His tremen¬ 
dous lance spread terror and dismay 
among the enemies of his (iiiccn and 
country, and the glorious inequalities 
of C-n'ey aud Aziiiconr were revived 
in the deeds of L(^.on, witnessed by liv¬ 
ing njcn.” Revived and considerably 
eclipsed, wc sliould say, judging from 
the list of exploits that follows. If 
our friend the English resident be in 
any degree ac<iuainted with militaiy 
matters, he must bo aware that the 
dispersal of an army of eleven thou¬ 
sand infantry, and one thousand horse, 
by a hundred and fifty hussars, a feat 
which he attributes to L(5on, is an 
absurdity; and that if such a thing, 
or anything like it, did occur, it must 
have been when the hundred and fifty 
di’agooiis were closely backed by 
some mncli more numerous force. 

J'lie Spanish army, as it existed at 
tlie close of the Carlist war, was i>er- 
haps in a higher state of discipline 
and practical usefulness than it had 
been at any i>revious period of tlie 
prcs(iiit century. Rendered hardy 
and martial by six years’nnreinitting 
warlarc; officered, too, for the most 
part, by men who had something be¬ 
sides title or family interest to recom¬ 
mend tlicni, it only required greater 
regularity of pay and supplies to 
prove highly efficient. Gradually re¬ 
duced by Espartero to about fift}^ thou¬ 
sand men, its numbers were doubled 
by a decree of Narvaez, who felt that 
so small a force was insufficient to 
support him in his tyrannical rule. 
At the same time an unprecedented 
system of conciliation, or of adulation 
it should rather be said, was adopted 
by the dictator towanls his legions. 
Espartero had done all in his power,^ 
and that the disordered state of 
Spanish finances allowed him to do, 
for the comfort and well-being of his 
army; but he had not thought lit to 
sacrifice to it all or any other classes 
of tlie state. It had not been neces- 
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sary for Lim to do so; his government 
was not based upon fear, nor depen- 
cleiit on bayonets. With ^N'arvacz it 
was very dilicrent. Ilis sole tenure 
of power was in the fidelity of the 
army, and iliis lie sought to ensure 
by every possible means, “ The priest 
may starve and the exclaustrado 
perish ; the last rotten phuiks of the 
navy may go to ])icces; public nionu- 
nients may totter for want of conser¬ 
vation or repairs; the civil employe 
may be ])inched, and the very palace 
pine for its arrears ; but money must 
be found to clothe and feed the army, 
and maintaiu it like a prancing 
charger.” The extent tovhich this 
courting and propitiation of the sol¬ 
diery is canied, is almost incredible, 
and often ridiculous. Allowances of 
cigars, extra rations of wine upon 
holidays, boxes and stalls at the 
theatre provided gratis for the ofiicers 
upon the Queen’s birth-day—those 
and similar indulgences are the sops 
thrown by Narvaez to his capricious 
cohorts, lint, with all his pains, he 
obtains no feeling of security. He is 
well awjirc that no man iu S])aiu has 
so many enemies, nut mere ill- 
wishers, but deadly foes thirsting for 
his blood; he knows that the Na¬ 
tional (jluavds of Madrid have sworn 
his destructioiu and he cannot even 
tell how soon m may be turned upon 
or betrayed by the very army which 
he takes such trouble to conciliate. 
They miiy sell Narvaez, as they sold 
Espartero, to the highest bidder. 

]u a recent number of this Maga¬ 
zine, we took occasion to animadvert 
on the conceit and presumption of 
certain tourists who imagine them¬ 
selves qualified by a fiying visit to 
write their opinions concerning a 
country and people, thus doing grie¬ 
vous injustice to those they .write 
about, and sadly misleading any cre¬ 
dulous portion of the public which 
may be beguiled into reading and 
placing confidence in their lucubra¬ 
tions. It has been seen that no such 
repi’oach can be addressed to tlie au¬ 
thor of the boolv we are now iioticiiig, 
who has moreover performed his la¬ 
bour, w'hicli >va3 no light one, in a 
conscientious and creditable manner, 
without prejudice, favour, or aficction. 
We scarcely think he docs Mi justice 


to Espartero, whom w^c must still 
persist in considering the most esti¬ 
mable and respectable of the Si)auisli 
public men of the day. He may jiot 
possess the glowing and fascinating 
eloquence of an Olozaga, nor the liorco 
energy of a Narvaez ; but neither has 
ho the A^crsatile insincerity of the for¬ 
mer, nor the unscrupulous and brutal 
rccklcssuess of the latter. lie has 
not, like 01*'>zaga, according to the 
luicontradicted testimony of lioca de 
Togorcs in the Cortes, ‘^broken faith 
with all parties;” nor did he ever, 
like Narvaez, cause his dragoons to 
chargo^ iuolfcnsive crowds, assembled 
by invitation of their rulers to cele¬ 
brate saiiit-days or national festivals. 

Our author’s general remarks on 
the state of Sj»aiu, of its })cople and 
prospects, arc acute and sensible; and 
they also coincide in great measure 
with as much as has been said on 
those subjects by one or two recent 
and iutelJigtmt travellers in the Pe¬ 
ninsula. Ill short, setting aside a 
slight occasional tendency to liigh 
colouring, more calculated, how'cvcr, 
to amuse than mislead, the principal 
fault we have to find with the book is 
its title. After the deluges oi' Mys¬ 
teries and Revelations that has been 
poured upon the shoulders of tlie 
reading public during the last Iw'o or 
three years, commencing with the 
rhajisodies of Sue and company, ami 
coiitiiined through countless varieties 
by writers of every degi'cc on both 
sides the Chaimel, we really cannot 
tliink tiiat such a title as “Revela¬ 
tions” of any thing will tend to pre¬ 
possess the ])ublio iu favour of the 
work it designates. One frequently 
secs books of very small merit, or of 
none at all, ushered into tlie w'orld 
under some ^highly enticing name, 
conveying the idea that the author 
has expended at his bantling’s chris¬ 
tening the whole of his diminutive 
modicum of talent. Here, however, 
is ail example of the opposite mode 
of proceeding; a title that we must 
decidedly condemn, given to a book 
of much interest and utility—a book 
which, from its liveliness, and the 
amount of anecdote and light matter 
it contains, will be read by many who 
would shriuk from the perusal of a 
mere diy statistical work. 
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The Cut op a Coat and the Good op a Gown. 


So you have got a decent coat on 
your hack, gentle reader! AVell, we 
congratulate you upon this fortunate 
circumstance, this honourable badge 
of sesthetic distinction; but do not bo 
too proud of it—there arc coats, and 
coats— 7ion ex quovis ligno Jit Mercu~ 
rius^ you know. Wait a bit till we 
tiuTi you round, and trot ^ou out to 
see the cut of the Ihiug, fere we admit 
you to be a wcll-drpsscd, or even a 
sensibly-dressed man. But before we 
cutcr( into controversy on the super- 
licial appearance of man in the nine¬ 
teenth century, let us hasten to recall 
attention to our deliuition of good 
taste in all matters of dress—utility 
lirst and ornament afterwards, but 
ornament always subservient to uti¬ 
lity—and let us also appease the in¬ 
dignation of the tailoring world by 
aiiirmiug, that in one grand class of 
coats—w'c willspccify which by and by 
—the public seem to have arrived at 
a tolerably reasonable result. Tlicre 
-certainly are some men, many men 
indeed, in the world who may be said 
to be sensibly dressed. ’Tis a phe- 
nomcnou wheir you come to ihink 
about it; but the fluctuations of taste 
ill this matter have, for the time being, 
arrived at a normal state. After the 
variations of centuries, the vagaries of 
taste in male attire, (which may bo 
measured, for their ups and do^vns, by 
curves, with quite as much reason as 
the rise and fall in prices of corn, and 
vai’ions other things that the members 
of Statistical societies delight in por¬ 
traying)—these variations, in their 
endless wi'igglings and windings, have 
come back iu more cases than one 
to their points of departure, and 
there form npdi^ points of reflection, 
contrary flexure, &c- At all these 
points the curve of taste may be 
assumed to be stationary. Pray, 
excuse us, good reader, for being 
sdentlflc—do not call it obscure—on 
so iumiuouB a point. But is not the 
ip^stery of tailoring become a science? 
Is not tlie ninth part of a man now 


called an artiste ? Have wc not re¬ 
gular treatises published, with no end 
of diagrams, on the art of self-mea¬ 
surement? Just look at the adver¬ 
tisements at the back of your vSunday 
newspaper, oriu the fly-leaves of your 
last Maga. And, after all, where is 
the harm? “The noblest stud^’* of 
mankind is man!" However, it is 
a learned point, on whicli a world of 
talk maybe got up ; so w^e will waive 
it for the moment, to be resumed in 
the due course of our ruminations. 

Now, there is no man in his sober 
senses who wdll not admit that a 
Knropeau, but especially a Briton, re- 
(piires one or more coats to protect 
him from the varying influences ol’ 
climate, AVhethcr wq suppose liini 
mufllod up in the skins of the urns and 
the w olf of the old Hefcyniaii fore,"!, 
or sporting in the soft fabrics woven 
from the fleeces of Spain and Saxony, 
no one but a sheer madman, in any 
])arallcl north of the 40th, ever thought 
of disiiensing altogether with a stout 
upper garment. It mm been a neces¬ 
sary tiling rammed into every man's 
hCcad by Jack Frost, Han Sol, and 
other atmospheric genii, that he sliould 
provide himself with suitabh; upper 
toggeiy; and hence we infer that pub¬ 
lic and jiriva^ attention lias been di¬ 
rected as mu^ to coats and cloaks as 
to any other two things that can be 
mentioned, next after meat and drink. 
No wonder, then, that men have dif¬ 
fered in their tastes as to tlie manner 
in which they should best adoni their 
beloved persons. No w'ondcir that 
caprice and dandyism have ]>revailcd . 
in all ages of the modern world. Theni 
is plenty of room, a»d evon-of occasion, 
for such fickleness. Man is an imi¬ 
tative animal, and the clothing jiro- 
pensities of any ^ne Eurmcan people 
have always ruri the roir’d of the rest 
of the family. On the whole, we think 
that men have been moi*e reasonable 
about their coats than they have about 
their hats. Tliey have been absurd 
enough, it is time, but then* are grades 
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of absurdity; and, wc fancy, the com¬ 
fort of the wearer has been of more 
direct influence in keeping up some 
degree of good sense concerning the 
covering of his corporeal trunk, than 
it has ill protP(ding and adorning his 
head. Not tliat we intend going into 
a long liistory about coats—excuse 
the pun, we are not fond of long taks 
—wewill rather be quick in giving our 
opinion as to the bes*^ manner of set¬ 
tling the vexnta (juoistio of the cloth¬ 
ing system. 

Our modern coats, those chefs- 
d'oeuvre of Stuiz and Co., are to'be 
traced back by their pcdigi'cc to about 
the middle of the seYCiiteciith century; 
while our paletots, wrappers, or 
whatever else you like to call them, 
may lay claim to a higher antiquity 
by three hundred years. In the bril¬ 
liant courts of Louis XIIL, Philip 
IV., and Charles I., the costume had 
changed from the tight jacket or vest 
of the sixteenth century, to the open 
and somew hat nexjligc^ though pictu¬ 
resque jerkiu, so familiar to the lovers 
of llubcns and Vandyke. Over the 
linen integuments of his body, a gen¬ 
tleman in those days wore only one 
nj)pei‘ permanent garment, the jerkin 
or vest in question : the sleeves were 
loose and rather short; the waist W'as 
not pinched ii^ tlic cut w^as rather 
straight; the l^jtli extended only to 
the loins, and abundance of fine linen 
and lacc was displayed. Over this 
garment, wdiich was very plain, "was 
worn a small cloak, more or less orna¬ 
mented, in the hall or the Iiunting 
field; but in the tented camp, tlie 
cuirass was buckled on, and the jerkin 
appeared below, covering the tops of 
the cuissarda or thigh-picccs. There 
is many a channing Vandyke portray¬ 
ing our ancestors in this elegant dress; 
and even the furious fanaticism of the 
Cromwellian times allowed the fashion 
to remain in England, till the taste of 
the French court underwent a change, 
and modified the rtfciliments of nearly 
all civilized Europe. To what cause 
we do not know, but probably to some’ 
degree of a ditional comfort required 
by Louis Xl V. and his courtiers in 
their earlier campaigns—is to be as¬ 
cribed the lengthening of the skirts of 
the jerkin, and the corresponding in¬ 
crease in the dimensions of the cloak, 
which we find to have taken place 
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soon after 1660. The portraits of 
Mignard, and the battle-pieces of 
Vaudcrmculen, all sho^v us the change 
that was then going on at the court of 
Versailles; w'e find the form of the 
dress stiffening, the sleeves lengthen- 
ing, pockets cither yawming wide, or 
covered under deep lapels, the cuffs 
tui-nod up halfway to the elbow, and 
a glorious display of gold lacc and 
ribands, that must have made a fine 
gentleman of those palmyjlays glitter 
with the colours of the rainbow. To 
the easy and languid elegance of the 
Spanish costume, had succeeded a 
certain degree of military stiffness and 
precision among the French beaux; 
all Europe was at that time lost in ad¬ 
miration of the Grand Monarque and 
his brilliant court; and their fashions 
were adopted as the universal rule of 
taste. It "was this stiff’ coat of Louis 
XIV. that w%ns the direct progenitor 
of tw'O degenerate, yet widely differ¬ 
ing, sons—the habit or coat, and the 
frock or surtout of the present day. 
Degenerate descendants truly! AVho 
that Qver saw the rustling, heavy, and 
almost self-supporting coat of Chai'les 
11-, could have imagined that the 
plain, close-fitting, and supple frock, 
or the bc-clipped and almost evanes¬ 
cent habit part of the nineteenth cen¬ 
tury', w'crc to spring from them as 
types? Scarcely less wide is the dif¬ 
ference between the jdate armour of 
an old English baron, and the simple 
cuirass of a covenanter! 

Ilitlicrto a man of fashion had worn 
only one coat; but, towards the end 
of Louis XIV.’s reign, was introduced 
the superriuoiis luxury of a second and 
thinner under-covering, universally 
known in France as a veste, but iu 
England corrupted into a waistcoat, 
or rather, frosi its general inqtility, a 
zcoste-coat. This kind of garment 
grew in importance throughout the 
eighteenth century; and, like its 
neighbours the coats-proper, indulged 
in enormous lapels, and revelled in 
all the luxury of lacc and brocade. 
The beaux of the First and Second 
George’s times, know right well how 
to stiffen out the skirts of their coats; 
how to dispense with the comfort of a 
collar; how to have buttons more 
than they would ever be patient 
enough to fasten; and how to have 
button-holes, or rather button-slits, 
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six inches long, cut into the rich 
velvets and silks of their garments. 
They were grand, solemn times tliosci 
There was no such thing as a man 
taking liberties with his toilet; it 
was a serious piece of business to 
dress ]>rope.rIy; and it must have been 
a matter of no small difficulty to keep 
a coat clean and decent. Wc strongly 
suspect, notwithstanding those flat¬ 
tering rogues the limners, that our 
great-grcat-gi*andfathcrs had to put 
np with a vast lot of dirt aud discom¬ 
fort ; and that their coats, so expen¬ 
sive to purchase, must have been in 
no very enviable condition by the 
time they were left off. Fine days those 
for a valet-de-chambre! An honest 
fellow had then some chance of getting 
a penny out of the Israclitisii dealers ; 
and my lord's gentleman might enter¬ 
tain a reasonable prospect of retiring 
upon his means, long before reaching 
his grand climacteric. But events 
marched onwards. Tlie coat, origi¬ 
nally intended to be buttoned all the 
way down—and Louis XIV. actually 
did wear it buttoned below the ventri¬ 
cular curve—-was gradually allowed 
to daunt away in an open, dissolute 
manner, and to disitlay the radiant 
glories of the vest. Men then came 
to ask themselves that monu'ptous 
question, What is the use of such 
large skirts to our coats, if we do not 
employ them'? And so they took tlic 
liberty, some of buttoning them back, 
otliers of cutting ofl* a good large cor¬ 
ner. Tlic tailors found their account 
in this. Coats kept up at a propor¬ 
tionally equivalent yu'icc; but tlic 
profits of the drapers were much dimi¬ 
nished, and by and by dwindled to a 
mere nothing. It was from tliat fatal 
period when the waistcoat wheedled 
itself into fashion, thaA the gloi^ of 
the coat began to set; and, when once 
the skirt came to be retrenched, the 
majesty of the coat was gone for ever. 
Dear old Sir Roger dc Coverley! 
gentle Will Honeycombe! ye wore 
the last that knew how to unite the 
graces aud the dignity of these two 
discordant garments : from your times 
down to those of poor Beau Brummcll, 
coats and vvaistcoats have degenerated 
through all degrees of folly, even to 
the verge of stark staring madness I 
I'Im* noble mantle, and the solemn 
cloak, Us successor, and the comfort¬ 


able roquelaire, its grandson, and the 
old, farmer-like grcat-coat, its arrierc- 
petit-Jih^ aud the pilot-coat, the great¬ 
coat’s brother that ran away from 
home and went to sea, and the pale¬ 
tot, a foreign bastard that could not 
prove who its father was, nor even 
tell how it came by its name, and the 
wrapper, the paletot’s cousin, a regu¬ 
lar commercial gent—such is the 
genealogy of tliat other family of gar¬ 
ments which we cherish as our house¬ 
hold gods. But, as wc hinted above, 
we can hunt up the descent of some of 
these articles to times far removed— 
(the mantle, we know, came to us 
from the Romans)—wc allude to the 
upper coat, or wrapper; for we find 
that a two-sleeved cloak, with enor¬ 
mously long sleeves, by the way, and 
a most surprisingly scanty allowance 
of body, -was woni by the dandies in 
the days of tlie rival Roses ; and, to go 
still further back, we have seen a con- 
temporaiy portrait of that glorious old 
fellow Chaucer, clad in a grey wrapper 
that might have been made in St 
James’s Street, A.l). 1845. If the 
paletot and the wrapper wisli to prove 
any claims to gciithi birth, they can¬ 
not do better than refer their weai’ers 
to the father of English ])oets. lie 
Avas a man of first-rate taste, you may 
depend upon it. ^ 

With all those cliMges—andAvc do 
not intend to blacken our fatliers’ me¬ 
mories for having made tlicm—what 
liave Ave arrived at in this point of 
dress? What are the conveniences 
of our present garments? in Avl^at arc 
they useful? in what are they beauti¬ 
ful? in AA'hat do they need to bo im- 
jirovcd ? ffo begin at the top of the 
tree—the modern hahit-de-conr: coat 
for coat of the. dress kind, (military 
coats are, for the present, out (d* the 
question,) this is the most useful, and 
the most becoming, of any now Avorn. 
People are inclined to ridicule this 
coat, not so much on its own account 
as for the foolish trappings with which 
it is commonly accompanied; but wo 
assert that, in its form, its dimensions, 
and in its suitableness of purpose, it 
is far superior to what is vulgarly 
called a dress-coat. The curve of the 
fronts, and the still somewhat ample 
SAA'oep of the skirt, the plainness of 
the collar, and the absence of all pre¬ 
tension in its composition—above all, 
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the total absence of any useless, un¬ 
meaning ornament, such as sham 
pocket-flaps, &c.—all these qualities 
give it a claim to superiority. If tlic 
opinions of the extremes of mankind 
be sometimes right, as opposed to 
those of the majority, then the form 
of that coat, which is worn alike by 
the courtier and the Quaker, must 
have some large share of innate merit. 

Nothing of this kind can be said 
of the common short, or dress coat. 
This most silly and unmeaning habili- 
ment possesses neither dignity nor 
beauty to entitle it to public favour. 
Jt is useless on the person of a youth, 
and undignified when worn by a man 
—an elderly person looks absurd in it, 
and to nobody is it in reality becom¬ 
ing. What is the good of the scanty 
skirts, that barely admit of a pocket 
being made in their folds V U’hey add 
no symmetry nor grace to the person 
—they furnish little accommodation 
to the wearer. What is tlie good of 
the rolling lapel in the front, and of 
the c(»llar never intended to be turned 
lip ? U’his coat is only a debased and 
witlicred skeleton of the original gar¬ 
ment of tilt! sevcntceiith century, 
deprived of all the fpialitics tliat 
recommended its type for general 
adoption; it has neither warmth \ior 
comfort on its^idc, and it cannot 
stand the scrutiny of elegance for a 
moment. It may be a ditiicult thing 
for a tailor to make, but that is all; 
and the sooner that men emaneijiate 
themselves from the thraldom of its 
sway the better. If an open coat is 
to be adhered to, the old hahU-de-vouf 
is the thing; utility and ornament 
there make u much nearer approach 
to each other, and for comfort there 
is no doubt al^Cut the matter. We 
object, how'cvcr, to the idea of an 
Ojten coat on the score of t>nianient, 
though we admit some of its claims 
to utility. Two surfaces of decora¬ 
tion on the human body arc absurd ; 
they distract the attention, and often, 
by the incongruous opposition of 
colour and substance, produce a most 
disagreeable effect. AVithout wish¬ 
ing to hurt the feelings of Young 
England—or, as some facetious wag 
or other has called him, Little llritain 
—we declare our dissent, in toto^ from 
the dangerous heresy of the white 
■waistcoat with the black coat. Tis 


a most unnatural conjunction. If the 
colour of the under-garment W'erc 
only j'cd instead of white, wc should 
suspect some secret connexion Avith 
the old woman in scarlet, oh vous 
savez ; as it is, we set it down to the 
account of her friend in black, and we 
launch against it our aesthetic ana- 
tlicma. True, it makes a man look 
clean; but cannot a gentleman enjoy 
the reputation of cleanliness without 
turning himself into a magpie ? Carry 
the point out a little further—to its 
ultimate results, in fact—and picture 
to yourself Albion junior, in a black 
coat lined with white silk, a white 
waistcoat, white cravat, black uni 
mentiouablcs, and white silk stock¬ 
ings—eacJigood and legitimate articles 
of dress in llieir Avay—^what a figure! 
No! turn rather to one of those splen¬ 
did old canvasses of Vedasquez. Look 
at the, great Luqnc de Olivjuez, the 
finest gentleman in Europe ; behold 
him in black veh’et and black silk 
from the chin to the toe—no Avhite 
but his lace collar—all black except 
this and his face and hnnds! There is 
no effort at display in his person, no 
attempt to attract attimtion by a 
glaring contrast; lie knew that his 
looks proclaimed him a gentleman, 
and there he stands in qiuel. dignity, 
a m©del (ff good taste. Thilip IV. 
the same; Charles T. of England, at 
times, the same. Even the JHitch 
burgomasters knew how to consult 
unity of dress, and fo harmoni/t', the 
colours of tlu'ir vestmenfs. ^^ o. ar(i 
not speaking of state-robes, but of 
the dress worn in society among men 
of fas])iou; and avc w ould rcconmieiul 
any one sceptical on the point to com- 
j)are the evening suits of the middle 
of the last century with t hose of the 
beginning, stiff more with those of 
the close of the sevciitccuth. lie will 
lind an immense falling off in good 
taste. Lord Chesterfield w^as not 
hiiif so Aveli-di’t*ssed a man as Lord 
Warwick, nor Lord Waiwick as Lord 
lloclicster. 

To return, howxvcr, to ■waistcoats. 
Ulicy constitute a class of garments 
tiiat have fallen into vulgar hands, 
and arc applied to vulgar purposes. 
Your gents in the city, and your 
Margatc-stearaer men, know Iioav to 
display a yard of velvet or silk to in¬ 
finite advantage; see how ostentar 
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tiously they throw open their coats, 
and show you half-a-milo of mosaic 
gold chaiii meandering over a champ 
Jleuri. They are regular tailors’ ad¬ 
vertisements, and disgust one by their 
abuse of cheap decoration. We never 
see a man in a smart waistcoat but 
wc think of what lies at the back of 
it—a yard of silk or calico—all the 
glory of the front negatived, and the 
garment so mean behind that he dares 
not show it. Not so the good old 
sailor who spent his prize-money with 
honesty of purpose, and, let us add, 
with real good taste also; ho deco¬ 
rated his shattered timbers stem and 
tslcrn alike—there was no makc- 
bclicvc finery about him, and he was 
not ashamed to take off his coat before 
any body! Away, then, with the 
petty vanity of a waistcoat; away 
w ith all false idea of its giving deco¬ 
ration to the ensemble of the toilet. 
Wo know of nothing in its favour ex¬ 
cept one single claim on the score of 
some small utility. To any one living 
in a variable climate it is of value, as 
enabling tlie w^earer to modify the 
temperature of the body. Is the day 
unusually warm? ho can throw open 
his coat, and preserve that prim neat¬ 
ness of appearance w'hich is required 
in the present age, but is at variance 
with tiic display of fine linen (Jf the 
Caroline epoch. Or is there a sudden 
blast of wind from the east, search¬ 
ing his rheumatic limbs to the very 
bone ? he may button liis coat over 
his w’aistcoat, and ))e has then .a 
double protection for the tendcrest 
chest. But if thus anxious for the 
•chest, why not for the back also? 
Why should there bo two thicknesses 
of cloth or stuff over the one, and 
only a single thickness, with some 
flimsy calico, over iliS other ? In all 
this tlicre is an inconsistency. Our 
ancestors, who w’oro only one coat at 
a time, had always a small mantle 
ready against any change of tempera¬ 
ture ; and they wore it either appended 
to the neck, as in the days of James 
I., or more constantly on their shoul¬ 
ders, as in the time of Cromwell. 
The main advantage of the w'aistcoat 
consists in its being light and per¬ 
manently worn,—but it should be 
made of tlic same stuff throughout, 
and wc think it might well be dis¬ 
pensed with altogether. If Kneller, 
Lely, Vandyke, and Rubens, could 


vbit the earth again for a moment— 
and they were good judges of what 
was, or what was not becoming—wc 
have no doubt but they would be 
unanimous against w^aistcoats. 

We come, therefore, to our last re¬ 
maining class of coats, and here wt* 
halt with a hum of approbation: it 
would be hard indeed were wc to pull 
the modern dandy to pieces, and 
leave him no protection against the 
wintry blast. Yes ! the frock or sur- 
tout is good! we have little or nothing 
to say against it,—much in its favour. 
Utility and elegance arc at once seen 
combined in this gannent; it is 
w\‘inii, easy to w^ear, and comfortable; 
it is of graceful and dignified apjicar- 
ance,and it is becoming to man at all 
periods of his life. I’lic frock-coat is 
nothing more than the ancient tunic 
opened in front, and made to sit tight 
uponXhc upper part of the body: the 
superior half of it show's the form of 
the w'carer to advantage, and imparts 
to it a due degree of manly rigidity. 
W'hilo the inferior half partakes of tlie 
flowing folds of drajicry, and gives 
warmth aud covering down to the 
very knees. Of all garments that ai-e 
to have any degree of freedom and 
looseness about them, tlic frock-coat 
is the best: it is good for a man in 
almost any avocatjg^i, and may be 
made suitable lor tlie common business 
of life, as well as for the refinements 
of society. But then it should not be 
worn open: it should be buttoned upon 
the breast. Place an oflicer in his plain 
closely-buttoned undress coat by tlie 
side of a civilian, witli his loose and 
open frock, and the contrast is so de¬ 
cidedly in favour of the former, that 
the i)oiut, as a matter of taste and 
effect, will not admit of a dispute. 
The one is a regular sloven compared 
with the other. If any thing can be 
said against this buttoning, it is on the 
score of inconvenience in civil life :— 
is a man at his library-table or his 
office-desk always to be fastened up 
in buckram? wlici*e are w^e to stow 
away our watches, our knives, our 
tootlipicks, our loose cash (when we 
have any —par parenthv.se) ? Th(a*c is 
some weight in these objections; for 
these little articles of comfort cannot 
be dispensed Avith; aud w'c have no 
better answer than to propose small 
external pockets with lapels, wdiich 
would not spoil the symmetry of tne 
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figure; or else, if you ai'e obstinate, 
good reader, and are determined on 
throwing away your money upon 
waistcoats—then keep your frock-coat 
open ; but have a waistcoat eithei* of 
tlio. same colour, or of some respect¬ 
able hue, and have it made jacket- 
fashion, as good behind as before. 
For ourselves, however, we confess 
M e shall prefer 

That you, my friend, whatever wind 
should blow. 

Might traverse England safely to and 
fro; 

An honest man, closo-button’d to the 
chin,— 

Broad-cloth witliout, and a warm heart 
within.** 

Any quantity of ornament that 
might be deemed requisite, could 
easily be applied to this kind of coat 
—so as to make it a fit liabilimcnt 
I'or occasions of cereiuony; in its pre¬ 
sent state, it retains tlic stifthess of 
its military origin, (for it may be 
called an invention of the Great 
Duke’s, of him who wore it on the 
glorious fields of Salamanca and Wa¬ 
terloo, and it came into fashion at the 
close of the I*eninsular war:) but it 
may be embroidered as much as you 
please, or its stuff may be varied ad 
from Manchester fustian to 
tile finest Genoa velvet, J^ot that 
embroidei’y is always consonant with 
good taste, Mdicn applied to male 
attire. A plain, dai'k, close-buttoned 
coat, whether of clotli or velvet, fas¬ 
tened witli a single row of diamond or 
steel buttons in front, would be fai’ 
more effective, as an object of good 
taste, than if its seams ivcrc all 
covered with gold lace. 

As for the colour of coats, we do 
not intend to speak of tins till we 
come to the subject of military cos¬ 
tume. We leave it awliilc to the tiiste 
of the nation,—colours have always 
served as marks of national difler- 
ciices. Wc beg leave to subjoin a few 
words ill behalf of a poor little gar¬ 
ment that has hardly any grown-up 
friends to say any thing for it \ ^ and 
which, when it left school, cither 
went into a manufactory, or was sent 
to sea—we mean the jacket. In 
w^arna weather, for a country walk, 
for a ride, for a game at billiards or 
cricket, even for shooting, {exjierto 
crede)—a jacket is a capital contri¬ 
vance; Avhile for a sail, whether down 


the Thames or up the Meditcn'ancan, 
it is indispensable. We <k) not ap¬ 
preciate the jacket as wc ought, or 
rather we do not remember the. good 
service it did us at Eton and Harrow 
—when the limbs were free and 
supple, and when their full activity 
W'as called into constant play, wdio 
M'ould have thought of a coat? It 
was only wdien we began to fancy 
ourselves men, and to think that 
our claims to virility lay in the 
skirts of our coats, that we dis¬ 
carded tliejackct. ’Twas hnuiigratcfnl 
proceedingschool friendships ought 
not to be broken — and ive recom¬ 
mend you, courteous reader, some day 
or other to lay your dignity aside for 
a while, and indulge in the innocent 
freedom of a jacket: you will get 
through any work you have on hand 
twice as (piickly. The beaux of Queen 
Elizabeth’s and King dainie’s courts 
wore nothing else but jackets, you 
know, with their short mantles liang- 
ing in the most degiige manner from 
the shoulders:—and truly we do not 
see wliy a man in a well-cut jacket, 
properly decorated, should not be en¬ 
titled to as much admiration in )jis 
civil capacity, as when he has the hon¬ 
our to hold her Majcsty’.s ctuninission 
in the Tenth, and avails himself of 
that privilege to disturb the etpiani- 
mity of the beauty and fashion of 
England. Much may be said upon all 
sides in this matter: the jacket M ould 
noM^ be deemed too familiar m ithoiit 
a SM’ord .and sabrclache ; the frock 
might be considered as slovenly; 
about the habit-de-coxir there can be 
no dispute; as for the dress-coat, it 
ought to be sent to Monmouth Street; 
waistcoats should be given to your 
valet. Speedily judge for yourself, 
tasty reader; but let us have a gar¬ 
ment calciilatctl for real use, and real 
ornament; no i)rctence, no sham ; a 
fine manly figure, and a covering 
worthy of it, voila la chose esseniirlle ! 

To criticize a gown is always a 
more pleasing task than to waste one’s 
patience upon a coat; and, indepen¬ 
dently of this, the jesthetician has to lay 
aside nearly all tcims of reprobation, in 
alluding to the habiliments of ladies of 
the present day. Women have never 
wandered*into so many absurdities of 
form with regard to this main article 
of dress, as men bave *, they bavc been 
volatile enough in the material, and 
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colour, and ornament of tlioir gowns; 
but in shape and cut they have kept 
much nearer to the golden rule of 
comfort and utility than the lords of 
the creation. The period of greatest 
aben’ation in tliis matter may be 
taken as extending from the latter 
quarter of the scventcentlj century to 
the end of the eighteenth. During 
those long years, absurdity and incon¬ 
venience seemed to hold paramount 
sway in the wardrobes of the fair; and 
to apply the word “ taste,” in its good 
sense, to any portion of the female 
di’css, at least in England, is hardly 
alloM-able within the limits mentioned. 
Look at your grandmothers* pictures, 
Or turn over the leaves of any edition 
of Ilogarth*s works, and the broad¬ 
ness of the caricature cannot fail to 
strike you. I’hat women should ever 
have consented so greatly to travestie 
the beautiful proportions of their fair 
frames; that tlicyshould ever have so 
completely lost sight of the main prin¬ 
ciples of decoration and comeliness, 
is inconceivable. The mischief all 
originated in France: and it must 
have come, in the first instance, from 
the deformity, cither of body or mind, 
of some crabbed old dowager at Ver¬ 
sailles ; no young nnsopliisticated girl 
would ever of luavself have invented 
the hoop or the nt'tjhfft.'. But those 
' times have happily gone by; and after 
passing through a transition state of 
minor absurdity—(look to the prints 
of the Bdle Assemh/cf from 1800 to 
1815 )—we have thrown away all un¬ 
natural short w^aists; we have discard¬ 
ed scanty skirts; stomachers have been 
sent neaj'ly to the right about; and 
witli the exception of a single opis- 
thodoinic folly—to w^hicli w'e do not 
care to allude more particularly—our 
better halves, and our fair friends, 
seem to liave entered iipon an age of 
good taste and good sense. The 
happy change has been brought about 
partly by some women of good sense 
consulting their own ideas of utility 
and simplicity—partlv by a return of 
public taste to tlie dresses of the middle 
ages, and also of the times of Charles 
the First. Ladies have at length 
become aware, that novelty of fom is 
not essential to beauty of effect—and 
they have opened their eyes to the 
truth, that the less they disfigure the 
proportions their pei'soBS, the more 


becomingly and the more comfortably 
will they be clad. 

The main divisions of a lady’s gown 
—cvoiy milliner understands wliat we 
mean—are the corsa{/e or body, and 
the jupe or skirt. Tlioy arc as inde¬ 
pendent of each other as the upper 
and lower divisions of a wasp—(in¬ 
deed, some giddy girls have carried 
the similitude too far, and have been 
seen to approximate in their lacing 
contractions to that wonderfully small 
animal passage)—and these two divi¬ 
sions of the garment are to bo formed 
and ornamented on totally different 
principles. By the common practice 
and consent of all womankind, it ap¬ 
pears that the lower portion should be 
loose and flowing; and that the upper 
should bo so conformable to the con¬ 
tour of the body, as to show tliat con¬ 
tour to the best advantage; these 
must be taken as the fundamental de¬ 
finitions upon wdiich all laws of female 
dress are to be tried. And, first of nil, 
of the skirt; if its form is to be loose 
and flowing, it shouhl be made to de¬ 
rive its beauty from the curves and 
breaks and folds which drapery, partly 
suspended,partlyatrcst on the ground, 
will afford. It must be ample and 
symmetrically proportioned; and its 
material must liavo snllicicnt stiffness 
as w'cll as pliability—drajaTy always 
requires a certain voluuie of material 
to be effective. The extreme limit of 
a scanty skirt, aud its poor effect, as 
well as its great inconvenience, may 
be judged of from the figures and ]uc- 
tures of the old Egyptian i>riestessc8 
—they look very ^tatumjue, and make 
cajiital for tem]jlcs—but 

they will not beai' a comiuirison with 
those lovely Atlumian virgins, wind¬ 
ing round the rarthenoii, in their 
sacred pilgrimage to the shrine of 
their tutelar goddess. Drapery, then, 
must be ample, if it is to fall in grace¬ 
ful folds. But drapery, only suspend¬ 
ed, will not produce the entire effect 
desired; it will hang in merely longi¬ 
tudinal lines, whereas one of the most 
pleasingcffects produced byitiscausod 
by those abrupt breaks in a fold, 
those sudden cuttings off of volutes, 
which are only to be seen when part 
of the drapery is in horizontal repose, 
or rests jiartially on the gi'ound. 
Hence short gowns are not so grace¬ 
ful as long ones; they arc beautiful 
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at any time, it is true, and when the 
wearer is seated, produce somewhat of 
the effect alluded to; but for a woman 
to be robed with all the combined in¬ 
fluences of grace and dignity, she 
must allow her dress to trail partially 
around her. Think upon the short 
garments of many classes of peasantry, 
and think of the train of a ^dy when 
dressed for court—we speak of their 
form, not of their substance—it will 
easily be seen liow much dignity is 
confeiTed by length. The utility of 
long skirts is not so easy to be proved 
as their beauty; but this is only on 
the score of the difliculty in keeping 
them clean ; as for wannth and com¬ 
fort, the advantage is quite on their 
side. Our fair contemporaries, how¬ 
ever, seem to have arrived at a rea¬ 
sonable and happy medium upon that 
point; they never wore better-formed 
skirts than at the present day. A 
gown, if properly made, and without 
any stinting of stuff, and if that stuff 
have any thing like substance, needs 
no adventitious aids to give it sutli- 
cient amplitude of contour; let our 
gentle readers take the hint; they 
will otherwise militate against one 
of tlte main laws of good tiiste. Let 
them only look at the portraits of 
their ancestors in the middle of the 
last century but one—let tluun look at 
Hollar’s ])rints, and if they arc o))cn 
to conviction they will agree in what 
we say. 

If the skirt is to be ample, the body 
should be conlined to the natural 
shape of the human frame; aud the 
more nearly it is so, the more grac(*.- 
ful and effective will it become. JJo 
what w’e will, distort the sleeves and 
waist as mucli«as we may, we shall 
never come up to the symmetry of 
Dame Nature; she is a better mil¬ 
liner than any in Kegcnt Street; and 
if the ladies would have their corsages 
made after her pattern hi all cases, 
they would find their clothes litting 
better, pinching less, and keeping 
tliem much warmer. Women assert 
—aud we arc not competent to dis¬ 
pute the point with them—that tlicy 
need an enveloping suj^port for tlic 
body; in iact, that they must have 
corsets: be it so: there is no harm in 
the article itself, provided the utility 
of it can be clearly ])roved ; but there 
is much harm hi it, if, by an abuse of 


its powers, this same thing is made to 
distort the body, and to injure the 
internal organization of the human 
frame. As far as beauty of form is 
coiicerued, whatever intrenches on the 
proportion of natural shape is intrin¬ 
sically contradictory to it: let no wo¬ 
man imagine tliat she has a fine figure, 
if she can lace herself into a diameter 
of nine or ten inches ; for by so doing, 
she disturbs the harmony of all the 
curves—all tlie lines of beauty, as 
Ifogarth calls them—with which she 
has been so richly endowed; she fails 
of her effect, and, instead of beauty, 
in-oduces only absurdity. Still the 
corsage of lier dress should fit close; 
aud for this to be possible, tliore must 
be a well-fitting corset beneath; but 
it need not pinch or squeeze the least 
in tlie world; let it fit close ; that is 
enough. It is no doubt uncommonly 
convenient for a lusty alderman’s 
wife of forty to reduce herself to the 
proportions of “ fair seventeen but 
slie ought to be able to reduce the 
whole frame in tlie same ratio; other¬ 
wise to pull in at the waist till the 
idea of suffocation is painfidly evident 
to the most (careless beholder, and yet 
to leave the bust with the symmetry 
of Minerva Victrix, is a gross and 
pal]uble absurdity. Far I'rom being 
the TO KocAot/y this is the to kukou of all 
female decoration. 

Aud, if the waist should not be 
metainori>ho.se(l into unnatural small¬ 
ness, so tlie sleeves should not be 
puffed out into prcteniaturaJ en- 
Jargenient. Tliose abominable gigot- 
sleeves, so well named from our old 
familiar family-joint—they were utter 
abominations; and those bishop’s 
sleeves—they witc foolish caricatures. 
Ladies ai*e doing much better now: 
cither, in the evening, tiiey trust to 
nature herself to set off their ai-ms as 
she pleases, or else, in the morning, 
they envelope them in a covering that 
hardly destroys the beauty of their 
form. This is as it should be: one 
of the principal characteristics of fe- 
mal grace consists, as any sculptor 
can toll you, in the narrowness of the 
shouldcrs-^just as of male dignity, in 
tlieir breadth. AVhat, then, could ever 
have made ladies suppose that they 
were ornamenting themselves by ex¬ 
tending the upper portions of their 
sleeves until they measui'ed full three 
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feet in a direct transversal lino? "Wc 
arc now witnesses of better ideas; 
the neck, the shoulders, and the arms 
are allowed to make a continuous 
series of curv’cs. The corsage is simple 
in its form, and the only attempt at 
enrichment is the pendant border of 
lace, or other material, that gives due 
relief, without destroying the Imrmony 
of the outline. 

As for form, then, we congratulate 
the ladies on having attained and 
]ireservcd so much excellence in their 
liabiliincnts. Wo have only to rc- 
rommend, that they do not raslily try 
to innovate upon what they now de¬ 
light in; or rather, if new ideas are 
to be introduced, r that they control 
tlicm by a perpetual reference to the 
form and framework of nature, as their 
best, indeed their only, guide to what 
is true and beautiful. Thanks to the 
manufacturing skill of European na¬ 
tions in general, and of our own more 
particularly, there is no lack of mate¬ 
rial for women to choose their dresses 
from. I'hc loom teems with all kinds 
of substances; and every requirement 
of climate, every caprice of fancy, 
can now be gratified at a reasonable 
l ate. One of the best symptoms of 
taste amongst Englishwomen is the 
increasing use of the liner woollen 
fabrics. They are well suited to the 
climate, and they are calculated to 
make graceful habiliments in what¬ 
ever manner they arc employed. But 
cotton is an immense boon for the 
mass of the population; and, by con¬ 
tributing to the cleanliness of the 
lower orders, has been of great value 
to the health of the community. The 
fact is, that it is of little consequence 
what an elegant woman wears, as far 
as lier appearance is concerned. All 
clothes require, as the French say, 
to be hien portes. An awkward Mm- 
raan will nevertook well in any thing, 
however fine. Let ladies consult their 
own comfort, their own purposes, 
and the material tliey hit upon will 
certainly become them. We have 
^ now, too, ample means of decoration: 


furs, and lace, and ribands, and erh- 
broidery, are gradually coming within 
the grasp of large classes of society; 
we have to fear rather a deluge of 
ornament than the opposite; and, if 
caution is to be used in any direction, 
it is in this. The true secret of fe¬ 
male ornament is, that it should be 
genuine: no sham flowers; no make- 
believe lapels; no collars only stitched 
on to the edge of the gown ; no bows 
that do not untie; no ribands without 
some positive use; all false ornament 
should be avoided as the direct con¬ 
trary to what is tasteful and becom¬ 
ing. If lace is worn, let]|it be of thread 
or silk—not of cotton ; if fur, let it be 
from the real animal—not dyed or 
imitated; if jewels, let them be few 
but good, and. set in real gold—no 
abominable sham decoration. 

And what are wo to say about 
cloaks, and pelisses, and shawls, and 
the other preservers of gowns, that 
correspond to the outward comforters 
of man? They flutter about in shop 
windows, thick as gnats in a summer 
sunbeam: many of them are elegant; 
not a few useful ; some arc quite 
loves !—-witness the polka-pelisse— 
others arc frumpy and old-liishioiied ; 
such as the cloak m ith a deep cape of 
cver-to-be-rcsi)ectcd maternal memo¬ 
ry. But there are two which we 
single out as simple and unspoiled, 
and indeed unspoilablc, items of dress, 
which ought to be in fashion as long 
as women love pretty things. One is 
the Spanish mantilla; that plain black 
scarf which forms the sweetest dis- 
guiseincnt a -woman can ])ut on : by 
its simplicity, and its obvious utility, 
it claims our approbation at the first 
glance. The other ^is the Indian 
shawl; that marvellous product of 
the mountain loom,lit for any cUmatc, 
for any temperature, for any com¬ 
plexion, and for any purpose; women 
may rack their inventions for over, 
but they never will invent a garment 
more generally useful, more constant¬ 
ly becoming, than this. 
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North's Specimens of Hit BHtish Critics, 

nokth’s specimens of the bkitish critics. 

No. IV. 

Dbyden on Chaucer. 


Nothing is framed by attempting 
to deny or to disguise a known and 
jilain fact, simply because it happens 
to be a distasteful one—^Time has 
estranged us from Chaucer. Drydcn 
and Tope wc read with easy, unearned 
])lcasure. Their speech, their manner 
of mind, and their facile verse, are of 
our ago, almost of our own day. ' The 
t wo excellent, graceful, and masterly 
poets belong, both of them, to this 
NEW woRLH.^o backaIittIe,stcpovcr 
an imperceptible line, to the contempo¬ 
rary of Drydcn, Milton, and you seem 
to have overleaped some great chro¬ 
nological boundary; you have trans- 
])orted yourself into that oli> world. 
WJiether the historical date, or the 
gigantic soul, or the learned art, make 
the separation, the fact is clear, that 
the poet of the “Paradise Lost” stands 
dccidcdl 3 ^ further olF; and, more or 
less, you must acquire the taste and 
intelligence of the poem. Why, up to 
tills hour, probably, there ai*o three- 
lifths of the poem that you have not 
read; or, if you have read all, and go 
along with all, you have yourself had 
experience of the progress, and have 
felt your ca[)acity of Milton grow and 
dilate. So has it been with your ca¬ 
pacity for Shakspcarc, or you are a 
truant and an idler. To comprehend 
Avith delight Milton and Shakspcarc 
as poets, you need, from the begin¬ 
ning, a soul otherwise touched, and 
gifted for poesy, 'than Pope claims of 
you, or Drydeu. The great elder 
masters, being original, require of you 
springs of poesy Avelling in your 
o^vn spirit; Avhilo the two latter, imi¬ 
tative artists of luxury, exact from 
you nothing more, in the way of 
]>oetical endowment, than the gusto 
of case and luxurious enchantment. 
To prefer, for some intellectual 
journey, the smooth wafture of an 
air-gliding ear—to look Avith plea¬ 
sure upon a dance of bright-hued 
images—to hear more sweetness in 
Philomela’s descant than in a Turkish 
concert—to be ever so little sensible 
to the bjiss of dreams—ever so little 


sick of reality, and ever so little glad 
to be rid of it for an hour—is qualifi¬ 
cation eiioiigli to make you a willing 
and able reader of verse in the latter 
school. But if you are to jn'efer the 
style of the antecessors, otlier condi¬ 
tions must come in. It is, then, not a 
question merely Avhether you see aud 
love ill Imogen the ideal of a wife in 
love Avith her husband, of take to the 
suipassing and inimitable portraiture 
of the “ lost archangel" in Satan ; but 
whether vou feel the SAvectness of 
Imogen’s soul in the music of her ex¬ 
pressions—whether you hear the toiica 
of the Will that not the thunder has 
quelled, in that voice to Avhich all 
“ the holloAv deep of hell resounded.” 
If you do, assuredly you Avill perceive 
in yourself that these are discem- 
ments of a higher cast, and that place 
you upon a higher degree Avhen critics 
on poetry come to be ranked, than 
when you had nothing better to say 
for yourself than that your bosom 
bled at the Elegy on an Unfortunate 
young Lady, or that you varied with 
Alexander to the varying cun'cnt of 
the Ode of 8t Cecilia's I^ay, 

Wc call Chaucer the Father of our 
Poetry, or its Morning Star. The 
poetical memory of the country 
stretches up to him, and not beyond. 
The commanding inqiression Avhich 
he has made upon the minds of his 
people dates from his own day. The 
old poets of England and Scotland 
constantly and unanimously acknow¬ 
ledge him for theii' master. Greatest 
names, Dunbar, Douglas, Spenser, 
Milton, carry on the tradition of his 
renown and his reign. 

In part he belongs to, and in part 
lie lifts himself out of, his age. Tlie 
vernacular poetry of reviving Europ^ 
took a strong stamp from one principaV 
feature in the manners of the times. 
The wonderful political institution of 
Chivalry — turned into a romance 
in the minds of those in whose per¬ 
sons the thing itself subsisted—^raised 
up a fanciful adoration of Avomen into 
a law of com'tly life; or, at the least, 
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of courtly verse, to wliich there was 
nothing answerable in the annals of 
the old world. For though the chief 
and most potent of human passions 
has never lacked its place at the side 
of war in the song that spoke of 
heroes—though two beautiful captives, 
and a runaway wife bestow.ed by the 
Goddess of Beauty, and herself the 
paragon of beauty to all tongues and 
ages, have grounded the Iliad — 
though the Scaean gate, from which 
Hector began to flee his inevitable 
foe, and where that goddess-bom foe 
himself stooped to destiny, be also 
remembered for the last parting of a 
husband and a wife—though Circe 
and Calypso have hindered home- 
bound Ulysses from the longing arms 
of Penelope—and Jason, leading the 
flower of a prior and yet more heroic 
generation, must first win the heart 
of Medea before he may attain the 
Golden Fleece—though the veritable 
nature of the human being have ever 
thus, through its strongest passion, 
imaged itself in its most exquisite 
mirror, Poetry — yet there did, in 
reawaking Europe, a new love-poetry 
■arise, distinctively cliaraeterised by 
the omnipotence which it ascribed to 
the Love-god, legitimating in him an 
usurped supremacy, and exhibiting, 
in artificial and willul excess, that 
passion, -which the older poets drew 
in its poA^Trfitl bnt niiexaggeratcd and 
natural proportions. 

Fhciiceforwards the verse of the 
South and of tlic North, and alike the 
forgotten and the imiicrishabie, all 
attest the predominancy of the same 
star. Diamond eyes and ruby lips stir 
into souufi the lute of the Troubadours 
and thcMiniicsingers, Famous bearers 
of either name were knights distin¬ 
guished ill the lists and in the field. 
And who is it that stole from heaven 
the immortal tire of genius for Pe¬ 
trarch V Laura. Who is the guide of 
Dante through Paradise ? Beatrice. 
In our own language, the sjurit of 
^ove breathes, more than in any other 
poet, in Spenser, His great poem is 
one Lay of Love, embodying and as¬ 
sociating that idealized, chivalrous, 
and romantic union of “ fierce warres 
and Mthful loves.” It hovers above 
tlie ea.rth in some region exempt from 
mortal tooting—wars such as never 
were, loves such as never were—and 


all-—Allegory! One ethereal extrava¬ 
gance i A motto may be taken from 
him to describe that ascendency of the 
love-planet in the poetical sky of 
renewed Europe. It alludes to the 
love-freaks of the old Pagan deities 
upon earth, in which the King of the 
Gods excelled, as might be supposed, 
all the others. 

While thus on earth great Jove these 
pageants play*d, 

The winged boy did thrust into Ids 
throne ; 

And scoffing thus^ unto his mother saydo, 
^ ho ! now the heavens obey to me alone 
And take m'i for their Jove, now Jove to 
earth is gonel ” 

The pure truth of thospoetical in¬ 
spiration which rests upon Spenser’s 
poems, when compared to the absolute 
departure from reality apparent in the 
manners of liis heroes and heroines, 
and in the physical world whicli tliey 
inhabit, is’a phenomenon which may 
well perplex tlic jihilosophical critic. 
You will hardly dare to refuse to any 
true poet the self-election of his ma¬ 
terials. Grant, therefore, to Spenser 
knight-errantry—grant liim dragons, 
andcnchautcrs,and enchanted gardens, 
sat^u’s, and tlic goddess Night on her 
chariot—grant him love as the single 
]jurposc of human life—a faery power, 
leading with a faery baud his faiiry 
world! But while you accept this 
Poem as the lawful consummation 
and ending of that fabulous intellectual 
system or dream which had subsisted 
with authority for centuries, it is 
wonderful to see how, in Ihc very day 
of Spenser, the stage recovers 
humanity and nature to poetry—re¬ 
calls poetry to nature and humanity! 
Shakspeare and Spenser, what con¬ 
temporaries! The world that is, and 
the world that is not, twinned in time 
and in power! 

This exaggeration of an immense 
natural power, Love—making, one 
might almost say, man’s worship of 
woman the great religion of the uni¬ 
verse, and which.was the “ amabi- 
lis insania” of the new poetry—long 
exercised an unlimited monarchy in 
the poetical mind of the reasonable 
Chaucer. See the longest and most 
desperate of his Translations—which 
Tyrwhitt supposes him to have com¬ 
pleted, though we have only two frag- 
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ments—seven thousand verses in place 
of tvreiity-two thousand—the “ Ro- 
^AUNT 6 f the Rose,” otherwise 
entitled the “ Art of Love,” “ ■wherein 
are shewed the helps and furtherances, 
as also the lets and impediments, that 
lovers have in their suits.” Then 
comes the work upon which Sir Philip 
Sydney seems to rest the right of 
Chaucer to the renown of an excellent 
poet having the insight of his art— 
the five long hooks which celebrate 
the type of all true lovers, Troilus, 
and of all false traitresses, Crcscidc. 
Tlicn there is * ‘ Tiie Lcgcnde of G oode 
W omen,” the loving heroines, fabulous 
and historical, of Lempriere’s diction¬ 
ary. The first name is decisive upon 
the signification of ^'•goodc "—Cleo- 
patras, Queene of Egypt—Tisbo of 
Babylon—iJido, Queene of Carthage 
—liipsiphile and Medea, betrayed 
both by the same “root of false lovers, 
Duk J ason ”—Lucrccc of Rome— 
Ariadne of Athens—Philomen—I'liil- 
lis—Hypermnestra. 

Tiio “ Assemblce of Foules ” is 
all for love and allegory. Chaucer has 
been reading Scipio’s dream. Where¬ 
on he liiinseif dreams that “Afirican” 
cornea- to him, and carries liim away 
into a sort of Love's Paradise. There 
were trees with leaves “grene as 
emeraude,” a garden full of “ blossom¬ 
ed bowis,” running waters in which 
small fislies light, with i*cd fins and 
silver-bright scales, dart to and fi-o, 
flowers of all tinctures, all manner of 
live creatures, and a concert com¬ 
mingled of stringed instmments, of 
leaves murmuring to the wind, and of 
singmg-birds. Under a tree, beside 
a spring, was “Cupidc our J^ord" for¬ 
ging and filing his arrow^s—his daugh¬ 
ter {who is she?) assisting, and tem¬ 
pering them to various etfects. A host 
of allegorical persons arc in attend¬ 
ance of course; and there, too, stands 
a Temple of Venu.s, described from 
the Teseida of Boccaccio. But the 
principal personage whom Chaucer 
encounters, and the most busily en¬ 
gaged, is’the great goddess, Nature. 
It is St Valentine's Day, whereon all 
the birds choose their mates for the 
coming year. The particular business 
to which this anniversary of the genial 
Saint is devoted was intelligible, no 
doubt, to the quick wits of Chaucer’s 
age^ if to the dull ones of ours a little 


pci*plexing. Nature held in her hand 
“ a formeU eagle, of shape the gentil- 
Icst,” benign, goodly, and so full of 
every virtue, that “Nature herself 
had blisse to looke on her, and oft her 
becke to kisse.” The question is, who 
shall be her mate? Three “ tercell 
eagles ” ofifer themselves, and eagerly 
plead their claims. The four or¬ 
ders of fowl, those “ of ravine,” 
those that feed on insects, the water- 
fowl, and those that cat seed, are 
by nature required to elect each a 
delegate that shall opine on the mat¬ 
ter. The birds of prey depute “ the 
tcrcelet of the faucon.” He gives the 
somewhat startling if oth^wisc plausi¬ 
ble advice, that the worthiest of knight¬ 
hood, and tliat has the longest used 
it, and that is of the greatest estate, 
and of blood the gentlest, shall be pre¬ 
ferred, leaving the decision of those 
merits to the lady eagle. The goose, 
on tJte behalf of the water-fowl, mere¬ 
ly advises that he who is rejqgted 
shall console himself by choosing an¬ 
other love; which ignominious and an¬ 
serine suggestion is received by the 
“ gentill foules” with a general laugh. 
The “ turtle-dove,” for the seed-eat¬ 
ing birds, indignantly protests against 
this outrageous and impracticable 
proposal. The cuckoo, for the worm- 
eaters, provided that he may have his 
own “ make,” is willing that the three 
•U’oocrs shall live eacb solitary and sul* 
len. The “ sperhawke,” the “ gentle 
tercclet,” and the “ ciTUclon,” seve¬ 
rally rc])ly in liigh scorn to the 
goose, to the duck, wdio seconds the 
goose, and to the cuckoo. Dame 
Nature ends the plea by n^ferring the 
choice to the “ formell eagle” herself, 
who begs a j'ear’s respite, which is 
granted her. Tlic rest, for the day is 
now -vs'cll spei^t, choose their mates— 
an elect choir sing a roundel in honour 
of Nature; and at the “ shouting" that, 
when the song was done, the fowls 
made in flying away, the Poet awoke! 
Amongst the h^d points of this enig¬ 
matical love-allcgory are, that when 
the first lover, a “ royal tercell,” has 
ended his pleir, the “ formeU eagle” 
blushes I as docs afterwai'ds the turtle 
upon the proposal made of changing 
an old love for a new, and that the 
duck swears by his hat. Be the spe¬ 
cific intent what it may, the general 
bearing speaks for itself^ uamdy, the 
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unmeasured lifting-up of Love’s su¬ 
premacy—though wc cannot help 
feeling how much nearer Chaucer 
Avas to the riddling days of poetiy 
than we are. I>id the old'Poet trans¬ 
late from plain English into the 
language of Birds, and expect us to 
rc-translate? Or are these blushes and 
this knighthood amongst birds merely 
regular adjuncts in any fable that 
attributes to the inferior creation 
human powers of reason and speech? 
It is curious that tlic rapacious foAvls 
arc presented as excelling in high 
and delicate sentiment I They are 
the aristocracy of the birds, plainly; 
yet an aristocracy described as of 
“ ravine” scorns to receive but an 
equivocal compliment. 

The House of Fame is in Three 
Books. The title bespeaks Allegory; 
and the machinery which justifies the 
allegory, as usual is a Dream. But 
the title does not besjjeak, Avhat is 
iieA'm’thelcss true, that here, too, love 
steals in. During the eiitiiv. First 
Book, the poet dreams himself to be 
in the temple of Venus, all graven over 
■with iEneas’s history, taken point by 
point from the Mantuan. The history 
belongs properly to its place; not 
because .Eneas is the son of Venus, 
but because the course of events is 
conducted by Jupiter consonantly to 
the prayer of Venus. AVhy the 
blouse of Venus takes up a third part 
of the poem to be devoted to the 
House of Fame is less apparent. Is 
the poet crazed with love? and so 
driven against method to dream per¬ 
force of tlie divinity who rules over 
his destiny, as she did over her son’s ? 
Or does the fame conferred by Virgil 
upon jEncas make it reasonable that 
the dream . should proceed by tlie 
House of one goddess to that of the 
other? Having surveyed the whole, the 
poet goes out to look in what part of 
the world he is, when Jupiter’s eagle 
seizes upon him, and can ies him up 
to the city and palacejof Fame, seated 
above the region of tempests, but ap¬ 
parently below the stars, and there 
sets him down. The Second Book is 
spent in their conversation during 
their flight. Some singular inveusr 
tions occur. Every word spoken on 
eaith, is carried up by natural re- 
verbex*atlon to the House of Fame; 
but, there arrived, puts on the like¬ 


ness of the wight, in his habit as he' 
lives, that has uttered it. The palaco 
itself stands upon a rock of ice,' 
inscribed Avith names. Those on the 
southern face are nearly melted away 
by the heat of the sun ; those on the 
noi'thcrn stand sharp and clear. Some 
of the minstrels—Orpheus of old, and 
the later Breton Glaskirion, he hears 
playing yet. The great Epopcists are 
less agreeably occupied. ‘ Omer,’ and 
aiding him, ‘ Dares,’ ‘ Titus,’ ‘ Lo- 
lius,* ‘Guido’ the Colempriis, that 
is, of Colonna, and Euglish Gal- 
frida, standing high upon a pillar of 
iron, ‘ ai'e basic to bear up Troy’ 
upon their shoulders. Virgil, upon a 
pillar ‘ of tinned iron clere,’ siippoi’ts 
‘ the fame of pius iEacas.’ Near, upon 
a iiillar of iron, ‘ Avrought Adi sternly,’ 
the ‘ grete pocte, Dan Lucan’ bears 
upon his shoulders the ‘ fame of Ju¬ 
lius and Pompee.’ An innumerable 
company kneel before the goddess 
herself, braeechiug her for I'cnown. 
She deals out her favours capriciously 
—to one comi)any of Avell-descrvers, 
utter silence and oblivion—to another, 
like meritorious, loud slanders and in¬ 
famy—to another assembly, with si¬ 
milar claims, golden, immortal praises. 
A fourtli and a fifth company have 
done good for tlie pure sake of 
goodness, and request of her to hide 
their deeds and their name. To the 
one set she readily grants their asking. 
To the other not—but bids her trum¬ 
pet “Eolus”ringoutthcirAvorksso that 
all the Avorld may hear, Avliich hap¬ 
pens accordingly. Another throng 
have been slieer idlers on the earth, 
doers of neither good nor ill. They 
desire to pass for Avorthy, Avisc, good, 
rich, and in particular for having been 
favourably regarded by the briglitcst 
eyes. The Avhole of this undeserved 
reputation is instantaneously granted 
them. Another troop follow Avilh like 
desert and with like request. Eolus 
takes up as bidden his “ black cla- 
rioun,” and blazons their dishonour. 

A troop of evil-doers ask for good 
fame. The goddess is not in the hu- 
luonr, and t^hs no notice of them. 
The last comers of all are dclighters 
in wickedness for its own sake, and 
request their due ill fame. Amongst 
them is “that ilke shrewo that brentc 
the temple of Isidis in Athenes.” This 
is, no doubt, the gentleman who buaned 
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the Temple of Diana at Ephesus for 
that laudable purpose. The goddess 
is complaisant, and grants them ex¬ 
actly their desire. 

There stands by the first, a second 
Ilouse of Fame of a strange sort. It 
is built cage-like of twigs, is sixty 
rnilcs in length, whirls incessantly 
about, and is full of all imaginable 
noises — the rumours of all events, 
private and public, that happen upon 
earth, including murrains, tempests, 
and conflagrations. The eagle gets 
the dreamer in, and he noti'S the 
humours of the place. This is most 
remarkable, that as soon as any one 
of the innumerable persons, in i>ress, 
there hears a tiding, he forthwith 
whispers it with an addition to an¬ 
other, and he, with a further eking, 
to a third, until in a little while it is 
known every where, and has attained 
immeasurable magnitude—as from a 
spark the fire is kindled that burns 
down a city. The tidings fly out at 
■windows. A true and a false tiding 
jostled in their w'ay out, and after 
some jangling for precedency, agreed 
to fly together. Since which time, no 
lie is without some truth, and no truth 
without some falsehood. An uuknown 
person of great reverence and authority 
making liis appearance, the poet, ap¬ 
parently disturbed with awe, awakes, 
wonders, and falls to writinghis dream. 

The criticism of so strange a com¬ 
position is hardly to be attempted. 
It shows a bold and free spirit of in- 
■vention, and some great and poetical 
conceiving. The wilful, now just, 
now perverse, dispensing of fame, 
belongs to a mind that has mcditate(l 
upon the human world. The poem 
is one of the smaller number, which 
seems hitluu'to to stand free from the 
suspicion of having been taken from 
other poets. For Chaucer helped him¬ 
self to every thing worth using that 
came to hand. 

Ilie earlier writings of Chaucer have 
several marks that belong to the lite¬ 
rature of the time. 

First, an excessive and critical self- 
dedication of the writer to the service 
of Love, tliis power being for the most 
part arrayed as a sovereign divinity, 
'now in the person of the classical god¬ 
dess Venus, and now of her son, the 
god Cupid. Secondly, an ungovern¬ 
able propensity to allegorical fiction. 


Tho scheme of innumerable poems is 
merely allegorical. In others, the al¬ 
legorical vein breaks in from time to 
time. Thirdly, a Dream w^as a vehicle 
much in use lor effecting tho transit of 
the fancy from the real to the poetical 
world. Cliaucer has many dreams. 
F onrthly, intermin able delight in expa - 
tiating upon the simplest sights and 
sounds of the natural world. This over¬ 
flows all Chaucer’s earlier poems. In 
some, he largely describes the scene of 
adventure—in some, the desire ofsolace 
in field and wood leads him into the 
scene. Fifthly, a truly magnanimous 
indifference to the flight of time and 
to the cost of parchment, expressed 
in the dilatation of a slender matter 
through an infinite series of verses. 
You w'onder at the facility of writing 
in the infancy of art. It seems to re¬ 
semble the exuberant, untiring activity 
of children, prompted by a vital de¬ 
light wdiich overflows into the readiest 
utterance; and, in proportion to its 
display, achieving the lesfc that i's re¬ 
ferable to any purpose of enduring 
use. Even the admired and elabo¬ 
rately-written Troihfs and Cresnde is 
a great specimen. The action is nearly 
null; the discoursing of the persons 
and of the poet endless. It is not, 
then, simply tlie facility of the cight- 
syliablcd couplet, as in that intemi- 
nable Chaucir's Drcme^ that betrays ; 
there is a dogged purpose of going on 
for ever. 

Of tlic poems expressly of Love, are, 
“Tho Romaunt of the Rose—Troilus 
and Crcscidc — The J.^egen(]e of 
Goode Women—The Assemblee of 
Foulcs—Of Queen Annelida and 
False Arcita—I'he Complaint of the 
Blacke Knight—^I'he Complaint of 
Mars and Venus—Of the Cuckou 
and the Nightingale—The Court of 
Love—Chaucer’s Drcmc—Tlie Flour 
and the Leaf—The First Book of the 
House of Fame”—and, if you choose, 
the “ Boke of the Duchess,” which is 
John of Gaunt’s mounting for his 
lost wife. There must be something 
like thirty thousand verses, long, 
short, in couplets or stanzas, which 
may be said to be dedicated to love ! 

And of them all, only tho four fol¬ 
lowing Poems tread tho plain ground 
—have their footing upon the same 
earth that we walk—Troilus and 
Creseide, The Legende of Goode 
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Women, Queen Annelida and False 
Arcita, the Complaint of the Blackc 
Knight, Wc grant them for human 
and real, notwithstanding that most 
of the persons are of a very romantic 
and apocryphal stamp—because they 
are not presented in dreams or visions, 
and are not allegorical creations 
of beings out of the air, Impersonations 
of Ideas. They arc offered as men 
and women, downright flesh and 
blood, and so are to be understood. 
Nevertheless even here, when Chau¬ 
cer is nearest home, taking his subject 
in his own day, and putting his own 
friend and patron in verse, there is a 
trick of the riddling faculty, since the 
Blackc Knight lodging, dmiug the love- 
month of May, in the greenwood, and 
bemoaning aU day long his hard love- 
liap, represents, it is presumed, old 
stout John of Gaunt in love, who 
might utter his passionf uncertain of 
requital, 

“ In groans that thunder love, in sighs 
of fire; ” 

but who, most assxuredly, did not 
build himself a forest bower, and 
annually retire from court and castle, 
to spend there a lovesick Ma}'. 

Of absolutely fanciful creations arc, 
as we have seen, the “ Assemblee of 
Foules,” and the “Complaint of Mars 
and V'^enus,” which the poet overhears 
a fowl singing on St Valeiitiiie’s Day 
ere sunrise. “ Of the Ciiekou and 
Nightingale;” ihei>oet, betxveeu waJtinfj 
and slccpin(f^ hears the bird of hate 
and the bird of music dispute against 
and for love. When the nightingale 
takes leave of him, he wakes. “ TJiC 
Court of Love.” The poet, at the age 
of eighteen, is summoned by Mer¬ 
cury to do his obeisance at the Court 
of Love, “a lite before the Mount of 
Chheree,” called further on Cithcron. 
lie is, on this occasion, not asleep at 
all, but dreams away like any other 
poet, with Ids eyes open, in broad 
daylight. 

In Chaucer thus we find every kind 
of possible allegory. There is the 
thoroughly ertaiive allegory, when 
thoughts are turned into beings, and 
impersotiated abstract ideas ajjpear as 
deities, and as atteudiints on deities. 
This is tlie unsubstantial allegory, 
which has, it must be owned, a differ¬ 
ent meaning to difl'erent clhnes and 
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times. For example, to the belief of 
the old (Greeks, Aphrodite and Eros, 
albeit essentially thoughts, had flesh 
that could be touched, wounded even, 
and veins, in wliich for blood ran 
ichor. In the verses of our old poet 
and his contemporaries, Venus and 
Cupid are as active as they were 
with Homer and Anacreon; only, that 
now their substaiic*e has imper¬ 
ceptibly grown attenuate. So that in 
the “ Assemblee of Foules,” for ex¬ 
ample, these two celestial potentates 
are upon an equal footing, for sub- 
sistency and reality, with the great 
goddess Dame Nature, who seems to 
be more of modern than of ancient 
invention, and witli riesaunce, Arrui, 
Beautee, Coiutesie, Craft, Delite, 
Gentleucsse, and others enow, whom 
the poet found in fittcndance upon the 
Love-god and his mother. With or 
without belief, this belongs to all the 
ages of poetry, from the beginning to 
the consummation of the world. 

Then there is the disfjuising alle¬ 
gory—for by no other appellation can 
it be described—which may be of a 
substantial kind. For example, the 
Black Knight, us we have seen, for¬ 
lorn in lo\e, builds liiinself a lodge in 
the wild-M’ood, to whieli he resorts 
dui'iug the month of ^lay, and inonnis 
the livelong day under the green 
boughs. if the conjecture which 
Tyrwhitt throws out, but -without 
much insisting upon it, that John of 
Gaunt, wooing his Duchess Blanclie, 
is here figured, this is a dis(jvism(j 
allegory of the lowest ideal idealiza¬ 
tion. The conjecture of Tyrwhitt, 
whether exact or not, (piitc agrees to 
the art of poetical invention in that 
ag(i. 

That old and deejdy-rootcd species 
of fable, which ascribes to the inferior 
animals human mind and niarnttrs, 
xvas another prevalent allegory. Usu¬ 
ally, tlic picture of humanity so con¬ 
veyed is of a general nature. But if, 
as has been guessed, the fij-st and 
noblest of the Three Tercels that 
woo the “ formell eagle,” in the As- 
scmblcc of Foules, be the same John 
of Gaunt xvooing the same Blanche, 
hero would be two varieties of alle¬ 
gory—the disguising of particular 
I>ersons and events, and the veiling 
of human actions and passions, under 
the semblance of the inferior kinds— 
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mixed in this part of the poem, which, 
in as much as it also introduces wholly 
ideal personages, would, if the key to 
the enigma has been truly found, very 
fully exemplify the allegorizing ge¬ 
nius of the old poetry. 

Certainly, many of the old poems, 
unless they are interpreted to allude, 
in this manner, to particulai' persons 
and occmTences, appear to want due 
meaning, such as this Complaint of 
the nameless Black Knight, this 
Wooing of the Three Tercels, and 
the faithless Hawk whom Canace 
hears. We may often feel ourselves 
justified in presuming an allusion, al¬ 
though in regard to the true import 
of the allusion it may be that Time 
has first locked the door, and then 
thrown the key over the Avail. 

Of one room, to which we have 
hitherto but alluded, Ave feci oiu'scIaxs 
noAV called on to giA'e an analysis, 
both for sake of its OAvn exquisite 
beauty and surpassing loveliness, and 
for sake of Drydeirs immortal para¬ 
phrase — The Kloure and the 
Leak. 

There Is in the plan of “ The Flourc 
and the Leaf, ” a i)cculiarity Avhich is 
not easily accounted for. In the other 
poems of Cliauccr, Avhich are Hu’Oaaui 
into tlic form of an adventure or oc¬ 
currence personal to the rclatcr, he 
relates in person his OAvn experience. 
Here the parts of experiencing, and 
of relating an udvoiiture, are both 
transferred to an unknoAvii person of 
t]i(3 otlier sex. It is also remarkable 
that this difiercuce in the personality 
of the rclatcr does not appear until 
the very close of tlic poem, and then 
incidentally, one of the imaginary 
persons addressing the relatcr as 
“Daughter,” In the adventure, Avhich 
is sim])ly the witnessing a Vision, 
there is nothing that might not as 
A\'ell have happened to Chaucer him¬ 
self as to dame or damsel. 

In a sweet season of spring, a lady 
who, for some cause unknoAvn to licr- 
self, cannot sleep, rises at tlie peep of 
day, and wanders out into a lofty and 
pleasant grove, Avliere aslender unworn 
path, not easily seen, leads her to a 
fair arbour of elaborate AA'orkinan- 
sliip, and so framed as that the sitter 
within sees, unseen, whatsoever passes 
without; adjoining which is a singu¬ 
larly beautil‘iil medlar-tree in full blos¬ 


som. A goldfinch leaps from bough 
to bough, eating buds and blossoms 
his fill, and then sings most ‘pass¬ 
ing sweetly,’ and is answered by an 
unseen nightingale, in a note * so 
meiTy’ that all the Avood rang again. 
Whilst the lady adventuress sits upon 
the turfed scat listening, a new biu'st, 
as if of angelical voices, is heard. The 
harmony proceeds from “ a world of 
ladies,” who march out from a neigh¬ 
bouring grove, clad in* richly-jewelled 
surcoats of Avhitc velvet, each weai'ing 
oil her head a chaplet of green leaves, 
laurel, or w^oodbine, or Agnus Castus. 
They dance and sing soberly, sur¬ 
rounding one who weara^ on her head 
a croAvii of gold, has a branch of Ag¬ 
nus Castus in her hand, excels them 
all in beauty, appears to be their 
queen, and sings a roundel having 
some allusion to the Green Leaf, ami 
advance, dancing and singing, into a 
meadow fronting the arbour. The 
song is not given—its name is in 
half unintelligible likcnch. Kow a 
thundering of trumpets Is heard: and 
innumerable “men of arms” issue 
from the grove from Avhich the ladies 
came. Trumpets, kings-of-arms, her¬ 
alds, and pursuivants clad in Avhite, 
and wearing chaidets of leaves, ride 
foremost. Tlien follow Nine Knights 
magnificently armed, exce])ting that 
on then* unhclmed heads are set 
crowns of laurel. Upon each tlireo 
henchmen attend, clad in Avliitc, Avith 
p’een chaplets, and severally carry¬ 
ing the casque, the shield, and the 
lance of Jiini they serve. Last, 
issue a great rout of knights, av ell- 
mounted, wearing chaplets, and bear¬ 
ing boughs of oak, laurel, haAvthoni, 
Avoodbine, and other kinds. They 
joust gallantly for an hour or more: 
the laurel-Avcarcrs overbearing all op¬ 
position. At'last, the whole com¬ 
pany dismount, and move by two and 
tw'O towards the ladies, who, at their 
approach, break off song and dance, 
and go to meet them. Every lady 
takes a knight by the hand, and in 
this fashion they pace towai'ds a fair 
laurel, of such pro^jgious amplitude 
as that a hundred persons might rest 
at case under the shadow of its dif¬ 
fused branches. All incline with obei¬ 
sance to the tree; .and then sing and 
dance around it; ever a lady and a 
krnght going together. All these are, 
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(but as is only afterwards at the close 
made known to the spectatress of 
those occurrences,) as you may easi¬ 
ly surmise, the homagers of the Leaf. 
Now the homagers of the Flower 
enter upon the stage. From the 
depth of the wide champaign there 
come roaming in a great company, 
ladies and knights, and ever a laiiglit 
and a lady hand in hand. They 
are all richly ejad in green, and wear 
chaplets of flowers; green-robed min¬ 
strels, with instruments of all sorts, 
and wearing variegated chaplets of 
flowers precede. They dance up to a 
great tuft of flowers in the midst of the 
mead; about which they incline re¬ 
verently, and one sings the praise of 
the ‘‘ Margarete ” orDaisy, the others 
answering in chorus; meanwhile the 
hour grows to noon; the sun waxes 
hot; the unsheltered flowers Avither ; 
the ladies and the knights of the 
Flower are scorched Avith his rays; 
then the wind rises, and furiously 
bloAvs doAvn 0. the floAvers; then 
comes on a tcniblc storm of mixed 
hail and rain; wets the knights and 
ladies of the Flower to the skin, and 
at last blows OAxr. But tlic Avhitc- 
liabited servants of the Leaf have 
stood under their laurel, shaded from 
the fiery noon beams, and shrouded 
from the tempest; and now, moved 
with ruth and pity, come foi'Avards to 
tender their aid. The (iucen of the 
Leaf greets, witli loving sisterly com¬ 
passion, the Queen of the FloAA^er. The 
party^of the Leaf proceed to more ef¬ 
fectual relief than soothing words—• 
lieAving down boughs and trees to 
make “ stately fires for diying their 
wet clothes, and searching the plain 
for virtuous herbs to make for the 
blistered and drouthy sufferers salves 
and salads. She of the Leaf noAv in¬ 
vites Her of the Flower to supper, Avho 
accepts ap courteously. The Leaf 
company, at the bidding of their mis¬ 
tress, provide horses for the Flower 
company. At this juncture the Night¬ 
ingale, who all day long, sitting hidden 
in the laurel, sang “ the service longing 
to May,” flies tqtho hand of the Leaf- 
•queen? and sings on as diligently as be¬ 
fore—theGoldfinch,whom theheat had 
forced from his blossom of “ medic- 
tree” into the cool buslics, betakes 
himself in like manner to his Flower- 
queeu’s hand, and sings there; and 


fast by the arbour, where our Spec¬ 
tatress has remained all the while 
seeing and unseen, ladies and knights 
ride along and away. Only one lady 
in white rides alone after the rest. 
To her she comes out, and enquires 
what the wandering show means. ■ 
Tlie answer, given with courteous 
explicitness, imports in sum that 
those who wear chaplets of Agnus 
Castus are virgins; the laurel wearers, 
knights Avho Averc never conquered; 
the Nine most distinguished knights 
being the Niue Worthies; with whom 
are the Twelve Peers of Charlemagne, 
and many “ knightes olde ” of the 
Garter. Those who wear woodbine 

" Be such as never were 
To love untrewe in word, thoghte, no 
dede.’* 

They Avear the Leaf, because the 
beauty of tlie Leaf lasts. But the 
followers of the Flower arc “ those 
that loA'cd idlenesse and not delitc of 
no besinesse, but for to buiite and 
liaAvkc and pley in medcs, and many 
other such idle dcdcs.” They Av'car 
tlic perishable Flower accordingly. 
The informant ends Avitli ouquiring of 
her auditress, Avhctlicr she will, for 
the years to come, serve the Leaf or 
the FloAvcr; Avho in answer voavs her 
observance to the Leaf. The deep 
implication of the ancient mythology 
in the reviving ])OCtry, here again 
discovers itself. It appears the lady 
of the Leaf is the goddess Diana ;'t}ic 
lady of the FloAver, Flora in person. 

The invention is remarkably avcU 
puiqAOsed, and Avell carried through. 
The division of the world into those 
who follow virtue and those Avho 
pursue their own delight, is a good 
general poetico-cthical view, and tlio 
delicate emblems happily chosen for 
expressing the contrast. The heat 
and the tempest which overwhelm the 
daint 5 ’' voluptuaries, and are harmless 
to the deed-worthy, express the true 
wisdom of Aurtuc, even for this world, 
which moves not at our will; and the 
gentle healing kindness of the wiser 
to the less wise, whom they equalize 
with themselves, might almost seem 
profoundly to signify the recovery lo 
the better wisdom of those who had 
set out Avith choosing amiss—a gracious 
hidden Christian lesson of charity and 
peuiteuce. The contact of the simply 
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human spectatress with beings brought 
fronitho world of imagination, is boklly 
designed. Here is no Dream. Sho 
walks down from her oavii bouse into 
the wood, and the vision comes and 
goes, in all the strength of true flesh 
and blood. The solitariness of her 
stealing out from a sleepless bed, 
“ about the springing of the da)', long 
or the brighte soune uprisen was”— 
therefore, w'hilst common mankind 
lie buried in sleep—is iill the saving 
partition that the poet has deigned 
betwi.'vt the coarse and harsh Real 
iiiid the splendid Unreal. As for the 
])octieal working-out—the descriptive 
narrative—it is elaborate and full of 
beauty. The natural se(Mic is ]tainted 
Avitii exquisite seusibilily to tlie in¬ 
fluences of luUnn!, and with such de- 
ieriuinaUi strokes as show a conver¬ 
sant eye. For example, the mixed 
and illiuuinatcd spriug-lbiiagc, the 

— ‘^levis new 

'J'liat sprongin out o^en the tionne 
shenc : 

Some vert/ rede, and seme a fad light 
greiie/* 

would seem fresh and vi\id from the 
Ijnnd of Coleiidge or Tennyson—and 
the 

-“ path of Util bredCj 

- -that gretfg had not Ui>id be, 

l or it forgroiein leu.s* with gras and 
u'cde,'^ 

— which beguiles the foot of the 
vision-favoured away from tlio 7isual 
beat of men, leading her into the 
unvisited se(|UCStratiou due to the 
haunting of an embodied Allegoiy— 
might, in its old simplicity, pass for 
well invented by whichsoever Priest 
of Imagination in our day can the best 
read, in the Sensible, the symbolized 
S])iritiial and Invisible. 

You wonder w'ithal, if Chaucer was 
the poet, how the spectator was turn¬ 
ed into a spectatress ; and you are 


somewhat concerned at finding an 
unwilling w^ord of the judicious Tyr- 
wliifct’s, which owns to a doubt on the 
authorship of the most beautiful minor 
poem, admitted into tbo volume of 
Chaucer. 

Drydcii felt the effusion of beauty, 
and has reiHlercd and enhanced ic. 
One may question the fitness of a 
material alteration which ho has ven¬ 
tured upon. The allegory of the old 
Poem is pure. Drydon has changed 
the Knights and Ladies, collectively, 
into I'airies; for any thing that ap¬ 
pears, indeed, of good human stature. 
The thought came to him a])j)areiitly 
as making the beauty more bciiulifuJ, 
and possibly as obtaining, to an other- 
w'isc indelinitc sort of imaginary 
beings, a knoun character and a rc- 
cogni/ed hold upon poetical—suc¬ 
ceeding to ])opular—belief. A ccuitra- 
dictioii is—that the company of tlu^ 
Leaf have, in emphatic and <'liosen 
terms, been described as iNxcMicn- 
AULK. 'I’he laurel is of such enor¬ 
mous diffusion, that A 
persons might repose under it. Yet 

IT SllELTKUS THEM ALL FllOM THE 
STORM. 

It is also singiihr to m, that the 
^fargarcte or Daisy should suffer 
any slight from Chaucer, seeing the 
reverence with which ho cLevvheve 
regards it. It is here, too, no doubt 
raised into reverence by' tlu^ obser¬ 
vance of the Flower party; but llicn 
it suffers disparageuKuit iiiasiiiueli as 
they arc disparaged. 

lYuly' does the amiable (Jodwin 
sa)'—“ In a word, the Poem of Dry- 
den, regarded merely as the exhibi¬ 
tion of a .soothing and delicious luxu¬ 
riance of fancy, may be classed with 
the most successful productions of Jni- 
mau genius. *Xo man can read it 
without astonishment, porliajis not 
without envy, at the cliccii’ul, woll- 
harmonized, and vigorous slate of 
mind in which the author must have 
been at the time lie wrote it.” 


“Now turning from tho wintry signs, the sun 
His course exalted through the Ram had run, 

And whirling up the skies, his chariot drove 
Through q'aurii«i, and the lightsome realms of love, 

Where Venus from her orb descends in showers 
' To glad the ground, and paint the fields with flowers 5 
When first the tender blades of grass appear, 
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And budsj tlrat yet the blast of Eurus fear, 

Stand at the door of life, and doubt to clothe the year j 

Till gentle heat, and soft repeated rainsj 

Make the green blood to dance within their veins : 

Then, at their call, embolden’d, out they come 
And swell tho gems, and bhrst the narrow room; 

Broader and broader yet their blooms display. 

Salute the welcome sun, and entertain the day. 

Then from their breathing souls the sweets repair 
To scent the skies, and purge the unwholesome air. 

Joy spreads the heart, and with a general song. 

Spring issues out, and leads the joliy months along. 

** In that sweet season, as in bed I lay. 

And sought in sleep to pass the night away, 

1 turn’d my weary side, but still in vain. 

Though full of youtldui health, and void of pain. 

Cares I had none to keep me from my rest. 

For love had never enter'd in my breast; 

I wanted nothing fortune eould supply. 

Nor did she slumber till that hour d(?ny. 

I wonder’d then, but after found it true. 

Much joy had dried away the balmy dew: 

Seas would be pools, without the brushing air 
To curl the waves, and sure some little care 
Should weary nature so, to make her want repair. 

When Chanticleer the second watch had sung. 

Scorning the scorner sleep, from bed I sprung ; 

And di’essing by the moon, in loose array. 

Pass’d out ill open air, preventing day, 

And sought a goodly grove, as fancy led my way. 

Straight as a line in beauteous order stood 
Of oaks unshorn, a venerable wood ; 

Fresh was tho grass beneath, and every tree. 

At distance planted in a due degree. 

Their branching arms in air willi equal space 
Stretch’d to tlieir neighbours with a long embrace ; 

And the new leaves on every bough wore seen, 

Some ruddy-eolour’d, some of lighter green. 

The painted birds, companions of the spring. 

Hopping from spray to vSpray, were heard to sing. 

Botli eyes and ears received a like delight. 

Enchanting music, and a charming sight. 

On Philomel I iix’d my whole desire, 

And listen'd for the queen of all tho quire; 

Fain would 1 hear her heavenly voice to sing, 

And wantiid yet an omen to tho spring. 

Attending long in vain, 1 took the way. 

Which thnougli a path, but scarcely printed, lay; 

In narro-w mazes oft it seem’d to moot, 

And look’d as lightly press’d by fairy feet. 

Wand’ring I walk’d alone, for still melhought 
To some strange end so strange a path was wrought; 

At last it led me where an arbour stood, 

The sacred receptacle of the wood; 

This place unmark'd, though oft I walk’d the green. 

In all my progress I had never seen; 

And seized at once with wonder and delight, 

Gazed all around me, new to the transporting sight. 

’Twas bench’d with turf, and goodly to be seen, 

The thick young grass arose in fresher green: 

The mound was newly made, no sight could pass 
Betwixt tho nice partitions of the grass; 
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The well-united sods so closely, lay. 

And all around the shades defended it from day; 
For sycamores with ej^lantine were spread, 

A hedge about the sides, a cov^ering over head. 

And so the fragrant briar was wove between. 

The sycamore and dowers were mix’d with green. 
That nature seem’d to vary the delight. 

And satisfied at once the smell and sight. 

The master -workman of the bow'cr was known 
Through fiurylauds, and built for Oberon; 

Who twining leaves with such proportion drew, 
They rose by measure, and by rule they grew; 

No mortal tongue can half the beauty tell, 

For none but hands divine could work so well. 

Both roof and sides were like a parlour made, 

A soft recess, and a cool summer shade. 

^'ho hedge -w^as set so thick, no foreign eye 
The persons placed within it could espy; 

But all that pass’d uitliout with ease Wiis seen. 

As if nor fence nor tree w'as placed between. 

’Twas border’d with a field; and some w'as plain 
With grass, and some was sow’d witli rising grain. 
That (now the dew with spangles deck’d the ground) 
A sweeter spot of earth was never found. 

I look’d, and look’d, and still w'ith new delight. 

Such joy my soul, such pleasures fill’d my sight; 

And the fresh eglantine exhaled a breath, 

M’hose odours xvere of power to X’aiso from death. 
Nor sullen discontent, nor anxious care, 

Kv<‘n though brought thither, could inhabit there ; 
But fhence they fled as frtmi their mortal foe; 

For tliis sweet jdaco could only pleasure know. 

Thus as I mused, I east aside my eye. 

And saw a medlar-tree was ]>lantcd nigh. 

Tlie spreading branches made a goodly show, 

And full of ojjoning blooms was every bough: 

A goldfinch tlicro I saw with gaudy pride 
Of painted plumes, tliat hopp'd from side to side, 
Still p(jcking as she pass’d; and still she drew 
The sweets from every flower, and suck’d the dew. 
Sufficed at length, she warbled in her throat, 

And tuned her voice to many a merry note. 

But indistinct, and neither sweet nor clear, 

Yet such as sooth’d my soul and pleased my ear. 

Her short performance was no sooner tried, 
When she I sought, the nightingale, replied*; 

So sweet, so shrill, so variously she sung, 

That the grove echo'd and the valleys rung > 

And I so ravish’d with her heavenly note— 

I stood entranced, and had no room for thought. 
But all o’erpower’d with ecstasy of bliss, 

Was in a pleasing dream oi‘ Paradise; 

At length I waked, and looking round the bower. 
Search’d every tree, and pry'd on every flower. 

If any -where by chance 1 might espy 
The rural i)oet of the melody; 

For still methought she sung not far away: 

At last I found her on a laurel spray. 

Close by my side she sate, and fair in sight, 

Full in a line against her opposite; 

Where stood with eglantine the laurel twined. 

And both tlu'ir native sweets -were well conjoin’d. 
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“ On the green bank T sat, an<l listen’d long 5 
(Sitting was more cun>onient for the song :) 

Nor till her lay was ended could I move, 

But wish’d to dwell for ever in the grove. 

Oidy mclhought the time too swiftly pass’d, 

And every note 1 fear’d would be the last. 

JNFy sight, and hmell, and hearing wore employ’d. 
And all three senses in full gust enjoy'd. 

And what alone did all the rest surpass, 

The sweet possession of the fairy place j 
Single, and conscious to myself alone. 

Of pleasures to tlie e.'.ehulod world unknown; 
Pleasures which nowhere else were to be found. 
And all Elysium in a spot of ground.” 


The Lake poets—Heaven bless 
them!—liave one and all—'VVovtis- 
worth, Coleridge, Southey — loudly 
ami angrily denied to Drydeti a ]joet- 
ieal eye for nature, quolhig in proof 
.some inflated passage or anoLlier from 
ids rhyming plays. J’ope, too, ac¬ 
cording to them, w'as blind, and had 
never seen the moon and stars. 
AV'here, we ask, in all the poetry of 
t)i(! Lakes and Tarns, is there sucli a 
strain—so rich and so sustained—as 
that yet ringing in your ears? Azid 
“ the aiicicut woman seated on 


ITclmcrag”answers—“where?” True, 
the imagery is all in Chaucer. But 
had not Dryden’s heart ‘ rejoiced in 
nature’.s joy,’ not thus could he Iiavc 
caught tlic sj)irit of his master. Ay 
— the spirit; for there it is, in spite, 
of the diircrem;c of manner—trans¬ 
fused without evaporation or otiicr 
loss, from the ‘rliiine. roial’ in which 
Chaiirer rejoiced, into the coiqdet in 
which Diycien, in Ids old ago, moved 
like a giant refrcslied with gulps of 
the dewy morn. Again :— 


The ladies left their measures at the sight, 

To moot the ehiz is returning from ihc tight, 

And each with open arms einbrzieed licr eliosen knight. 
Amid tho jduin a spreading laurel stood, 

’fho grace and ornament of all the W'ood ; 

That pleasing shade they sought, a soft retreat 
From sudden Apidl showers, a shelter from the heat. 
Her leafy arms witli sueli extent were spread. 

So lu'ar the (doiids was her aspii iug licad, 

Tiiat Jiosts of birds, that wing the li(jui<l air, 

Pereh'd in the boughs, liad nightly lodging there : 

And docks of sheep beneath the shade from fur 
]\Iight Ju ar the rattling hail, and wintry war; 

From heaven's incleuK^ncy liere ft)und retreat, 

Enj'^y’d tho eoul, and shunn’d the scorching heat; 

A hundred knights might there at ease abide, 

And every knight a lady by his side : 

The trunk itself such odoni’s did bcquoalli 
Tliat a Mohutoan breeze to tlzeso w'as common breath. 
The lords atzd ladies hero, approaching, paid 
q’heir homage, w'ith a low obeisance made. 

And seem'd to venerate tiio sacred shade. 

These ntes perform’d, their pleasures they pursue, 

With songs of love, and mi.x with measures new: 
Arotind the holy tree tlzeir dance they frame. 

And ev’ry champion leads his Chosen dame. 

I cast my sight upon the farther field. 

And a fresh object of delight beheld. 

For from the region of the west I heard 
New music sound, and a new troop apppear’d, 

<zf knight.s and ladies mix’d, a jolly band, 

But all on fool they march’d, and hand in hand. 
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^‘The ladies dressed in rich symars wore seen, 

Of Florence satin, flower’d with ^hite and green, 

And for a shade betwixt the bloomy gvidelin. 

The borders of their petticoats below 
Were guarded thick with rubies in a row ; 

And every damsel wore upon her lioad 
Of flowers a garland blended wliite and red. 

Attired in mantles all the knights were seen, 

That gratified the view with cheerful green: 

Their chaplets of their ladies* colours were, 

Composed of while and red, to shade their shining hair. 

Before the merry troop the minstrels play'd, 

* All in their masters* liveries were array’d. 

And clad in green, and cm their tiunples wore 
The chaplets white and red tlieir ladies bore. 

Their instruments were various in their kind, 

Some for the bow, and some for breathing wind j 
The sawtry, pijic, and hautboy’s nrdsy band, 

And the soft lute trembling beneath the touching hand. 

A tuft of daisi(\s on a flowery Jea 

They saw, and thitherward they b<‘nt their way ; 

To this both knights and dames their lioniage made, 

And due obeisaiieo lo the daisy paid. 

And then the band of flutes began to play, 

To wliicli a lady saiig a virelay ; 

And still at every close she woidd repeat 
The burden of the song, The daisy is so sweet. 

The daisy is so stveet, wlnm she begun 
I'ho trooj) ot* knights and dames continued on. 

The concert and the voice so charm’d car, 

And sooth'd my ooul, tlial it was heaven to hear." 


O bardlings of Young England! 
withhold, wc beseech you, fnuu win¬ 
some Ma</a, your vcrsc-otlVriiigs, 
wliile thus the sons of song, evoked 
from the visionary land, coming aiul 
going like shadows, smile to let dro]> 
at her feet tl)e scrolls of their ius})ira- 
tion. Toctry indeed! “ You lisp in 

numbers, for the uurabers conic,” 
But in big boobies a lisp is only less 
loathsome than a burr. Some of 
you have botli, and therefore deserve 
to die. Headers beloved! prefer you 
not such sweet, strong strains as tliesc 
sounded by Drydcii, when he had 


nearly counted threescore and ten? 
“Yet was not his natural force 
abated”—while his sense of beauty, 
instructed and retined by meditations 
that deepen amongst life’s evening 
sliades, became liolier within sight of 
llie grave. You will thank us for an¬ 
other (piotation; for much do tve fear, 
(> lady fair I that thou hast no copy of 
Diyden in thy boudoir, and yet life is 
fast flowing on with thee, for thou art 
—nay, there’s no denying—yea, thou 
art—in thy tw'cnticth year—and if you 
continue to refuse oui adcice —will SOOU 
be an old wom^p. 


The Lady of the Loaf ordain'd a feast. 

And made the Lady of the Flower her guest: 

When lo 1 a bower ascended on the plain, 

With sudden seats adorn'd, and large for either train. 
This bower was near my pleasant arbour placed. 
That 1 could hear and see whatever pass'd : 

The ladies sat with each a knight between, 
distinguish’d by their colours, whit(‘ and green ; 

The vanquish’d party with the victors join’d, 

Nor wanted sweet discourse, the ban(iuct of the mind. 
Meantime the minstrels play’d on either side, 

Vain of their art, and for the mastery vied. 

The sweet contention lasted for an hour, 

And reach’d my secret arbour from the bower. 
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The sun was set; and Vesper, to, supply 
His absent beams, had lighted up the sky r 
When Philomel, officious all the day 
To sing the service of th* ensumg May, 

Fled from her laurel shade, and wing’d her flight 
JMroctly to the queen array’d in white ; 

And hopping, sat familiar on her hand, 

A new musician, and increased the band. 

The goldfinch, who, to shun the scalding heat, 

Had changed the medlar for a safer seat, 

And hid in bushes ’scaped the bitter shower. 

Now perch’d upon the Lady of the Flower; 

And either songster holding out their throats, 

And folding up their wings, renew’d their notes; 

As if all day, preluding to the fight, 

They only had rehearsed, to sing by night. 

The banquet ended, and the battle done, 

They danced by starlight and the friendly moon : 

And when they were to part, the laureat queen 
Supplied with steeds the lady of the green, 

Her and her train conducting on the way, 

The moon to follow, and avoid the day.” 

Whatsoever merit of thought or of Every soul alive knows sometliing 
poetry may be found in the poems of of them—but not very many more 
which W'e have spoken, the world has than Stothard, in his celebrated Pic- 
rightly considered the CANTKRUTniv ture, has informed their eye withal. 
Tai^es as the work by Avhich Chaucer Their plan ranks them among "works 

is to be judged. In truth, common which are iiuinerons, early and late, 

renown forgets all the rest; and it is but which rather bchmg to early lite- 

by the Canterbury Talcs only that he ratnre. East and West such arc to 
can properly bo said to be know'ii to be fouiuT, but they belong rather to 

his countrymen. Here it is that ho the Oriental genius. A slender nar- 

appears as possessing the versatility rative, the container of weiglitier ones 
of poetical power which ranges from —a technical contrivance, Avhich gave 

the sublime, through the romantic and to a number of slightc]’ compositions, 
the pathetic, to the rudest mirtii— collectively taken, tlie ini})ortance of a 
choosing subjects the inost various, and gi'eater w'Oj k—wJjich prolonged to 
treating all alike ade(niatcly. Ilci-e tlic taie-tel](?r who had once gained 
he discovers himself as tlie slin^wd the car of his auditory bis right of 
and curious observer, and close painter andience—and w'hich, in a world 
of manners. Here he w'rites as one where the tongue was more active in 
surveying the world of man W'ith the diffusion of literature than the 
enlarged and philosophical intuition, quill, afforded to each involved talc a 
weighing good and evil in even scale, memorial niclie that iiiight save it 
Here, more than in any other, he is from dropping entirely away into 
master of his matter, .disposing it at oblivion. ^ 

his discretion, and not carried away To (diaucer, tlie scheme serves a 
with or mastered by it. Here be is higher pui pose of art, which of itself 
master, too, of his English, thriftily allies him to the higher poets, Ey 
culling the fit word, not effusing a too it ho is enabled to comprehend, as if 
exuberant stream of description, in one picture, a more diversified and 
Here he has acquired las own art and complete representation of humanity, 
his own style of versification, w hicli is The thought is genial and sprightly, 
here to be studied accordingly. Well A troop of riders, who have been stir- 
tliercfore, and wisely, did Tyrwliitt red severally from their firesides by 
jutlge, when undertaking to rescue the searching spirit of spring, have 
the “ mlrrour of Rethoures alle” from casually fallen into company, and wdio 
the dust ^nd rust of injurious time, he pace along, breathing an air wdiicli 
laid out lus long and hanl, but not “ sweet show^era” Lave embalmed— 
uncheerfnliabour upon tlie Canterbuiy exhilarated by the brightening ra- 
Tales alone. diaucc of “the young sun,” and made 
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lofjiiacious l>y the very poAver which 
poura out the »oug of the glad birds 
from the newly-leaved boughs by the 
long wayside. 

And who arc the riders? And 
what is the charm that has drawn 
together a company of thirty to ride 
on the same road at the same hour of 
the same day? The sudffcnly-spim 
band of a union that will be as hastily 
dissolved, sfpiarcs happily with the 
large purpose of the i)oet, by unfor¬ 
cedly bringing together persons of 
both sexes, and of exceedingly diverse 
conditions, high, low, learned, nii- 
Icarned, military, civil, religious, from 
city and from country, land and sea, 
of unlike occupations, buoyant with 
youth, grave with years. Tlie momen¬ 
tary tie has poetical vitality, from 
the fact that it is borrowed from the 
heart of the time and of England. 
They arc Pilgrims from all quarters to 
the shrine of England’s illustrious and 
favourite. Saint, the mart^'r of C'anter- 
bury. They have gradually mustered 
into cavalcade in coming up from the 
shires to thcmetropoliSjOiieexceptod— 
the Poet, lie falls into their party, by 
the hap of sleeping the nighl preceding 
the journey out from the capital at 
the same inn, in the suburb toAvurds 
Canterbury—Soiillnvark. 

The specific incitement of the Talc¬ 
telling is thus invented in a natural 
sj)irit, and aptly to the vivacity of 
the whole conception. Mine liost of 
the I’abard, Henry Bailey, a he»r ty 
felloAV no doubt, since C’liauc(‘r lias 
thought his name worthy of his im¬ 
mortalizing, contrives the proceeding, 
and this half in good fellowsliip, ami 
half in the Avay of his t radc. To shorten 
the tediousnovss of tlie road, he pro¬ 
poses that each of them shall tell, on 
the way to Canterbury, one tale, and 
on the way back, another—or, for 
licre the poem a little disagrees with 
itself, two tales going and two return¬ 
ing; and that he or she who tells the 
best tale shall have, on their return, 
a supper, for which all the otiiers sliall 
pay, and which of course, he, Heiiiy 
Bailey, shall provide. Upon these 
terms he will, without fee, perfonn the 
]tart of their conductor to Canterbury 
and back again, in assenting, the Pil¬ 
grims constitute him the judge of the 
talcs; and thus mine host, wdth his joy¬ 
ous temper, courtesy, Avhere courtesy 


needs, worldly sense, rough, sbaip, 
and ready wit, and unappcalaljlc dic¬ 
tatorship iu all matters of the com¬ 
monwealth, becomes a dramatic per¬ 
son of the very first consequence, 
the animating soul of tlie poetical ac¬ 
tion ; and who, continually stepping in 
between the finishing of one tale and 
the begiimiiigof the next, organically 
links together the otherwise disunited 
and incoinpositc Series. 

'riie Ciciiornl Prologue contains, as 
Avas unavoidable, besides the scheme 
of the iiocra, the description of the 
several Pilgrims, and constitutes in 
itself, by the versatile feeling with 
Avhich the jiortrails arc seized, by the 
strength, precision, peculiarity, liveli¬ 
ness, ra])idity, and number of the 
strokes Avith Avliich each is indivi¬ 
dualized—a masleipiccc of poetical 
painting. One lost generation of Old 
ICnglaml moves before us in the 
Avurmth and hues of life. 

'riie Knight, Iiis son the Squire, his 
servant the good Yeoman—a gallant 
three—the Clerke of Oxenford, the 
“ pouro Person of a toun,” and his 
brother the Ploughman, are, each in 
his estate, of tiiorougli Avortliiness, and 
arc all, accordingl}', (lraAA*n iu a spirit 
of full aHeetioii. The Prioress and 
the Franklin are lauglicd at a little— 
she for the pains she gives herself to 
display her imitafwe high breeding, 
and for—only think it!—A. D, 1489 
—tier sKNTiMENTAiaTY!—he for his 
love of a plenteonsly-spread board, 
and for his “poignnnt sauces!" But 
the tw'o are good at heart; and the 
satire of the ])oet leaves to them un¬ 
disturbed their place iji 3 * 0111 * good es¬ 
teem. Ilis other men of some condi¬ 
tion—the ]\Ionk, the Friar, the “ Ser¬ 
geant of the J.aAvo,” 1 lie Merchant, tho 
“Iloctourof Physike”—lie lashes with 
a more a igorous wrist. But not like a 
farce-monger, aa'Iio, to gain your laugh, 
must utterly abase his characters, and 
make them merely ridiculous. The 
hunting Monk wants nothing but his 
hood 0 IF to be a distinguished country 
squire. He is “ a manly man to be an 
abbot able!" and, if ho keicps grey¬ 
hounds, they are “ as SAvlft as fowl of 
flight." And look but at his horse’s 
points and condition! The rascal of 
a “ Frerc," if, by his perseverftnee and 
persuasiveness in begging, lie impo¬ 
verishes the county, is a noble post of 
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Ills order, and well beloved and fami¬ 
liar with franklins, and with worthy 
women. The Merchant lias an as¬ 
sumed air of importance—magnifies 
hia gains—thinks the protection of the 
soa betwixt the ports from which his 
vessels nm the first duty of civilized 
governments—and keeps his wit set 
upon the main chance, lint that is 
the worst of him—“For sothe he was 
a worthy man withallo.” The Lawyer 
is at the top of his profession—wise, 
witty, perfect in statutes and in pre¬ 
cedents, high in honours. Wliat arc 
his faults? You can hardly tell. 
There is a slight ostentation of wis¬ 
dom. JIc has got a deal of moiuiy 
together—lie is full of business—but 
ho “ aeems yet busier than he is.” The 
Doctor, too, is an excellent physician. 
He calls the stars in to his aid. But 
that may be Chaucer’s belief, not his 
mirth. lie knows the disease, and 
has the remedy at command. To be 
sure, he and his apothecaries under¬ 
stand one another. He is learned in 
a thousand books; but not in The 
Book. Cold is of high esteem in 
medicine as a cordial. Tlicrefore he 
loves gold. 

AYliy go on? Like Shakspeare, 
Chaucer iiortrays men in a s])irit of 
humanity. lie paints his fellows; 
and, if he is amused with our follies, 
he prefers showing the fairer side of 
our nature. Even the merry, warm- 
blooderi AYife of Bath, with her live 
wedded husbands, earns some good¬ 
will of us by lier joyous and invincible 
spirit. Imagine the daring, the vigour, 
and the stirring wdt of the west- 
country cloth-manufiicturcss, wlio 
cannot rest easy till she has been 
three times in pilgrimage to Jerusa¬ 
lem ! 

There is a visible pivpose of keep¬ 
ing up the KEsrECTAniLiTY of the 
company. If the Mieleu, the Coke, 
the Keve, and the Sompnour, stand 
on a somewhat low step of the social 
stair—the llAnEUDAsnKU, the Cau- 
PEKTEU, the Weube (Weaver)—the 
Dyer and the Tai’iser— w^ho are 
lumped in the poet’s description— 


** Were al yclothed in ye livetee^ 

Of a sofempne and gret fraXtrniitt* 

* * ♦ * * > 1 ! 

Wei settled ech of hem a fayr burgeiSf 
To sitten in a gild halki on the deis.” 

TJicy are of wisdom qualifying them 
to stand for Aldermen of their wards. 
Their wdve%arc ‘ ycleped Madame’— 
take precedency in going to vigils— 
and have 

- A mantel rcalUch {i. e> royally) 

yborne.” 

Even our honest friend the South- 
w'ark innkeeper, Henry Bailo}', has 
an air of dignity tlirown over him. 
He was 

“ A semely man— 

For to have hen a marshal in an halle. 

A large man he was, with eyon slope,* 

A fairer hurgeis is iher non in Chepe* 
Bold of his specho, and wise and loel 
ytaught, 

And of manhood him lacked righto 
nought.” 

Moreover, even tliat chief of poeti¬ 
cal Taverns, the Tabaud, is desig¬ 
nated as 

" This geniil hostelrie.” 

No wonder! since 

The chamhres and the stables weren 
wide, 

And wel we weren csed atte deste.” 

The Talcs arc, in some respect, like 
an extension of the Brologue. Tlicy 
carry out the characters, or the spirit 
of cliaractcrs, there drawn. Thus, 
if the chivalry of the time is imperson¬ 
ated, in respect of its valour, honour, 
and courteous demeanour, in the 
Kniglit, in Ids Talc it mounts into 
poetical aspiration, and shines out in 
regal splendour. The contrast, due 
to the different years of the father 
and the son, is in part disappointed 
by the cross destiny wldch has 

-“ left half-told 

The story of Cambuscan bold.” 

The yoiitliful fancy, dipped or drench¬ 
ed in romance, of the twenty-year 
old Squire, shows itself, indeed, in the 
two sections wldch wx have of his 
chivalrous narrative. The Swxrd, 


^ The Monk, too, has this characteristic, which is of dubious exposition. Tyr 
whitt thAks that the meaning may be —‘^Eyes sunk deep in the head.” Cer 
tainly a feature giving force and distinction to the physiognomy has been in 
t*'hded. 
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Tvlneh, with its edge, hews through the world’s business that suits the 


all armour, and wdth its ‘‘plat” heals 
the else incurable wounds of its own 
inflicting—the Mirror, Avhich dis¬ 
closes the iflottiiig of the kingdom’s 
enemies, the truth or disloyalty of a 
distant lover—the Ring, which en¬ 
ables its wearer to understand the 
‘^Icden” of all birds, and to answer 
them in the same—and the marvel¬ 
lous Horse of Brass, which, with 
turning of a pin, and with a whisper 
in the car, carries his ruler whitlier 
lie would through the air, vanishes 
and cc>mcs with a wish, and, farther- 
more, behaves and comports himself 
whollyafterthe best fashion ofa horse; 
—these four gifts from the King of Ara¬ 
bic and Indc to the Tartar king and his 
daughter, transport us, as with a 
flight of the magical courser himself, 
into the deep, wild, and ni 3 ^stical 
heart of that region, unplaced by 
geographers, explored by the host of 
dreamers, Romance. So, the love- 
story of tlic forsaken Bird, with wliom 
the Ring brings the IVinccss acquaint¬ 
ed, is Eastern, is amorous, is high- 
fantastical, fit for the ‘ lover and lustj^ 
bacheler,’ who 

-Coude songes make, and well 

indite, 

Juste and okc‘ dance”— 

and stands off in complete distinction 
from the love-debate, with argumen¬ 
tation and with arms, of I’alainon 
and Arcite. What is it, then, tluit 
we w^oiild have more? 'Irnly, W'c 
fear, that for once we are half unrea¬ 
sonable. The Tale, with beginning, 
middle, and end, to satisfy tlio heart 
of Aristotle, in the Knight’s mouth— 
and the finely-begun fragment in the 
Squire’s—arc, by their temper, allied 
and opposed, ([uite up to the drama¬ 
tic propriety of the two speakers. 
What >vould wo have more? Simply 
this, that Chaucer, by carrying to an 
end the unfinished fiction in the 
tone in whicli he has begun it, should 
have demonstrated himself the master 
of liis art, which, by his project, lie 
seems to be. The Knight’s is a love- 
tale, as well; but there is, in the love- 
story, an involving of political inte¬ 
rests, which, together with the known 
historical names, or such as^ are so 
reputed, tempers the romautic, con¬ 
fers a gravity, and mixes in a tone of 


sedate reason, and the various obser¬ 
vation of the veteran warrior, tried 
in high services. It would have been 
a'picasantfoqlofpoetical understanding 
and skill,"especially for that unpractised 
day, if a second equally gallant recital 
of love and war—long and complex it 
would, by the intimations thrown out, 
have been—could have been pursued 
throughout its natural evolutions and 
vicissitudes, as resolutely as thus far 
it is, upon its own meet self-sustained 
wing. It would have been ! Oh, vex 
not the shade of the true Maker with 
saucy doubts and fearsJ “ Call ni> 
Him!” Yes—were there evocations 
of such ])oteucy; but “call Him” in 
the simplicit}' of your soul, because he 
has moved iiij'ou the lawful desire of 
hearing—been use you long, insatiably', 
to know what was done, found, suf¬ 
fered, enjoyed, by Camhalo, Algarsif, 
Canace: whicli none other seggor, 
disonr, maker, harper and eari)cr, 
that shall ever arise shall have wit to 
tell you—not because you would fain 
sit in the chair of criticism, aAvarding 
or withholding the palm of dramatic 
skill, claimed by Han (iefiVey. Ay^! 
“ call up Him ! ” But call up no sub¬ 
stitute for Him. 

The Sergeant of Laws’ 'I'alo, and 
the Clerkc of Oxenford’s, liavc an 
affinity. Each describes a tried wife, 
an exemplar for all lier sex, two per- 
fectly' pure-soiiled women. And no¬ 
thing is more honourable to Chaucer 
than the love with which he has dnelt 
ni)oii the story of both. Both sufibr 
to extremity ; but Custaiice, the Ser¬ 
geant’s heroine, under the hand of 
Brovidenee, who proves her ^ith 
strange calamities, and when she has 
well-endured the ordeal, restores her 
to deserved Imppincss. For the loving 
wife, whom the Clerkc of Oxenfonl 
praises, a loving husband is pleased to 
devise acourscofshnrp assaying, which 
might have been conveniently spared. 
The manner of ti;lling in the Hvo 
stories is marked with a difference. 
In both it is somewhat of the copious 
kind ; and it may be observed, ge¬ 
nerally, that the style of the naiTa- 
tive, in the seven-lined stanza, or 
“rime roiall,” is more diffuse than in 
the couplets. There is a’difference 
between the two whicli appears to 
belong to the characters of tlic speak- 
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fore mamagc, we have seen the viva¬ 
city of sentiment which united the 
Demoiselle dc Surcourt to the Sieur 
Lebrun. That vivacity is traceable, 
in all its force, in a letter she wrote 
to him after the marriage, when he 
had left her for a short time in the Au¬ 
gust of 1760. 

I heard yesterday from my dear 
Hisis. I have not heard to-day. It 
brings back all my uneasiness. Has 
he slept well to-night V is he not fa¬ 
tigued? I hope he has nothing else 
to complain of but ennui. My dear 
Misis, I do not doubt tliat you think 
of your dear Fanny, of her grief, her 
love', her impatience. Tell me tlie 
day, then, the day I so long for, that 
is to bring you back to me again. All 
my thoughts turn only to you. No¬ 
thing has any interest for me that is 
not in some way or other connected 
with you. 1 rejoice in seeing the fine 
weather, for I think you can now en¬ 
joy a walk, 1 hate the heat, for it 
keeps you from exercise, and may 
make you ill. The moment I feel the 
slightest zephyr, I long to send it to 
you. 1 wish there was even a tempest 
for 3 'our sake. I would make the very 
elements do 3 ’our bidding. I wish that 
every thing in nature may only servo 
to make yon happy, my dear Misis, 
How much does slie not owe him, 
since he has painted her so w'ell? 11c 
makes hei' still more beautiful by the 
light of his own soul—that soul fired 
at once by genius and hy love. You 
write such beautiful things, and I can’t 
sec them I I have no pleasure in life. 
I have no consolation left, biTt tlic 
hope of our meeting soon. To-day I 
passed the morning with j'our mother. 
She pities me. "VVe spoke of nothing 
but you. She told me some anec(l<ites 
of your childhood that .amused me 
much. You must have been iutcrost- 
iug even then. At four years old, I 
really believe I should have fallen in 
love with you. I like every thing 
that belongs to you ; I feci as if they 
brought me nearer to yourself. She 
and your sister send you a thousand 
loves, and your brother also, who 
supped here this evening. They talked 
a great deal of Homer, Greek, Latin, 
&c. My dear aunt and uncle were 
delighted with him, and think him 
very clever. It is now midnight. I 
am in my couch—ray solitary couch— 


[June, 

far from thee. Alas! nothing which 
you sec where you now are can remind 
you of love. Love dwells not in pa¬ 
laces. I have nothing but your heart 
to rely on to recall me to your mind. 
Adieu, my dear Misis—adieu, my little- 
man ! 1 send you a thousand kisses. 
Ah! wljy am I not in your arms ? 

“This morning, when.I was just 
going to seal my letter, Murgi brought 
me yours. Ah, how sorry I am ! I 
feel more than ever that my heart is not 
made for these lengthened separations. 
No, 1 can’t exist absent from what I 
adore. I tried to reason myself into 
submission for five days; but hoAV am 
I to endure the fifteen that it will bo 
now? Pity me, dear Misis. It is 
delightful to me to see that your regret 
is equal to mine; but the more you 
make me love you, the gi'eater is my 
grief. If any thing cOnld lessen the 
soiTOw caused me by your letter, it is 
to hear that you are well. The assu¬ 
rance of that gives me one gi'ief less. 
Take cai-e of yourself, for my sake. 
I can’t understand how the letter 1 
-wrote you on Sunday has not reached 
you yet. Write to me often, if ’tis 
but one word. I embrace you again 
—Your Fanny.” 

Thanks to the wise precaution of 
Madame Lebrun, there is a blank of 
seven ^'cars in her corrcs])ondcnco 
with her husband. But if wc lose the 
pleasure of reading a multitude of 
letters worthy of those we have tran¬ 
scribed, tlie cause of the Hiciir Le¬ 
brun is no loser by the omission ; for 
wc find, at the end of those seven 
yoai-s, the Dame Lebrun still un¬ 
changed—a clear proof that no change 
has, in the interval, taken place in 
tlio Sieur Lebrun. VtHci\ continues 
the Memoire .—behold the letter she 
wrote to him on the 17th Se]>tembcr 
17G7, from the country-house of— 
who do you think?—the Sieur Grimotl. 

“ I flatter myself, my dear little 
man, that I shall have a good report 
of your health. I am told you started 
in first-rate condition; no doubt the 
open air, and the pleasures of such 
agreeable society, will keep you in 
good case. I need not wish you any 
new enjoyments. I have only to con¬ 
gratulate you on those you possess. 
Let me enter into them, for the de¬ 
scription of yours w^l make me more 
fully appreciate my own, I hope, at 


Lehruv^s Lawsfnt 



1845.] 

the same time, you -will perceive that 
there Is a something uantuig, and 
that you will liavc the same feelings 
on the subject as I have. The coun¬ 
try agrees Avith nfc admirably, and I 
am in wonderful health. We walk a 
great deal, and musicate (‘musi- 
qnons’) a gi*eat deal more. We lay 
all the elements under contribution 
for our amusement. We have a gon¬ 
dola for our water parties, a swing for 
the air, and w^e only want Tonu'iis 
and his Acheron to take a trip througli 
fire. We have made parties to go 
fishing, and we intend making one to 
go fowling with nets and looking- 
glasses, as it is so beautifully describ¬ 
ed by a poet of my acquaintance, (the 
Sieur Lebrun himself.) 1 hope the 
same accident Avon’t liappcn to us that 
befell the bird-catchcr in the fable. It 
is for you to be on your guard, if you 
enter into such amusements; for love 
keeps constantly prowling in tiic scenes 
fre(|uentcd by the Graces. We. are, 
therefore., in here, in gpitc of 

his AA'ings. We expect the family of 
M. and Madame Grimod at the be¬ 
ginning of next month. They have 
charged me to iuvitc you to come, and 
take your place on tlie famous jonquil 
sola. They send you a thoinand com¬ 
pliments, and expect you early next 
month. We have hull* made np our 
minds to go and sec the king hmit at 
St Hubert. Adieu, my dear little 
man ! I embrace you Avith all my 
heart. Write me immediately. My 
respects to the ladies, and a thousand 
remembrances to ]\l. le Comte de 
Turpin, and M. Ic Comte de I’raneas. 
Tell him that I Avas higlil> flattered 
by his indignation, though it was alto¬ 
gether unjust. AVc return 30 U your 
brilliant ‘ epistle.’ We have answered, 
it Avith a song; don’t lose it. The 
invalid (Julia) sends you a lot of mes¬ 
sages.” 

I’octry itself was employed by the 
Dame Lebrun to paint the feelings 
Avith which her husband had the Inip- 
phicss to inspire her. 

The proofs brought of this Lxltcr 
assertion arc veiy convincing; but be¬ 
fore we give extracts from the poeti¬ 
cal declarations of her connubial bliss, 
let us see Avhat a curious in.-ight this 
.gives us, into the style of li!‘c among 
French poetasters and thcii* ax ives in 
the middle oblast century. AVc have 
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seen that the irate Lcbruii had a set¬ 
tled income of about a hundred and 
eighty pounds a-A^'car, equal, A\dth little 
pickings and stealings, to perhaixs 
three hundred poinnls at the present 
time. Ilis Avife, evidently a clever, 
brisk coquette, sends friendly mes¬ 
sages to two of the first nobles in 
France, the Count de Turjiin and the 
Count de Brancas, and in the house 
of the latter nobleman the Sieur Le¬ 
brun is domiciled at the time she 
writes. In the mcamvhile, she is 
spending months at a time in the 
country mansion pf the too fascinat¬ 
ing Grimod, Avliom avc have presented 
to the reader as a sxib-collector of 
taxes. A sub-collector of taxes! 
Wait till the next pa.ymcnts are. due 
for the income-tax, and Avatch the 
countenance of the respectable indi¬ 
vidual who AAdll giAx 3 '^ou his receipt. 
Is that a man to aAvake jealous}^ in the 
soul of T^indar, or get up private 
theatricals, <u’ even lake a ])ronunent 
part in an acted charade? Ilis soul 
is set upon a hot beefsteak, and he 
thinks strong ale. 11c Avouhln’t give 
twopence for all the poets in England, 
and still less for tiieir wives. Bid the 
Sieur Grimod is made of didereiit 
metal. Less lead, but a great deal 
more brass—imu'c polished, but less 
useful—a pinchbeck imitation of the 
lords and ladies Avho AA^ere waltzirig, 
flirting, acting proverbs, and Avritiiig 
])asquinades, n( the very moment aa hen 
the first great throes of the “ porten¬ 
tous doom ” Avere beginniiig to shako 
France to her foundations, and the 
cloud was giitheriiig that W'as to fall 
doAvii in the blood and horror of the 
Itevolution. A sub-collector of taxes! 
in his country-house—with his friends’ 
AviA'CS about him, in addition to his 
ftwn—giving ]>arlios of the most gor- 
geousnia^uificcnce—splendid masques 
in honour of a birthday, like Comus 
at Ludlow Castle—bird-hnntings, 
Avhere ladies, Avith attendant sipurca, 
sallied forth in fanciful array, armed 
with silken nets to catch the prey, after 
having Aviled them from the trees by 
blinding them Avith polished mirrors— 
horns sounding, and music stationed 
in w'oody dells—and all carried on 
with a grandeur like the cavalcades of 
the duke and duchess in Don Quixote, 
A sub-collector of taxes, avc say, 
doing all this, shows very clearly tliat 
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some change or other was needed; and 
we will only say, that the moment we 
see similar proceedings going on in 
the same rank of life in England, we 
shall emigrate to some happy island 
—^not Tahiti—where poets and poet¬ 
esses, and sub-collectors of taxes, are 
utterly unknown^ We shall extract 
from the memoire —which, we again 
remind the reader, is a strictly legal 
document, though rather different 
from the dull concerns our Solons in 
Lincoln’s Inn are tho authors of—at 
some length; for we shall gain a very 
tolerable idea of the interior arrange¬ 
ments of a maison de campagne^ on a 
fete-day in 1768. 

The day of St Denis was usually 
chosen by the Dame Lebrun for a 
charming party, to which she lent all 
the charms of her muse. In that 
which she gave on the eve of St Denis, 
at the house of the Sieur Grimod, she 
had introduced all the deities of Olym- 
1)118 to pay compliments to her hus- 
iiand. First appeared Love and tlie 
Graces; then Flora, then Diana—who 
all sang songs in character. Aptllo 
followed, who presented his lyre to 
tiic Sicur Lebrun, and said— 

The suffrages of all you claim, 

The gods themselves your talents 
prize; 

Through endless ages may your name 
Partake their immortalities! 

Take from Apollo's hand this lyre, 

To sound upon the sacred hill; 

And while your finger wakes its fire, 
They'll say, * it is Apollo’s still.’ ” * 
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After Apollo, Pomona immediately 
came; it was the character which the 
Dame Lebrun had reserved for her¬ 
self ; and her couplet would have been 
out of place in any person’s mouth but 
her own— 

I 

" Let gods their crowns bestow— 

An orchard is my all: 

Yet poor gifts richer grow, 

When from the heart they fall. 

If of Pomona's store 

To taste you kindly deign, 

Trust me, I’ll give you as much more 
When autumn comes again.” f 

V 

The divertisement ended with a 
dance of Bacchus and Bacchantes. 
The Sieur Grimod enacted the part of 
Bacchus in full costume, with his head 
ornamented with a cap and bells I 
We suspect the head of the counsel 
assisting in getting up this memorial 
had been so long surmounted witli a 
wig, that he did not remark upon the 
absurdity of the masquerade of the 
Sicur Grimod. A cap and bells on 
tho head of wild Bacchus ! It is evi¬ 
dent, even from the couplet chanted 
by the fascinating sub-collector of 
taxes, that he appeared in a very dif¬ 
ferent character from the youthful 
conqueror of India ; though we confess 
that heads, of which a cap and bells 
would be the fittest covering, are not 
altogether unknown among the heroes 
and conquerors of the gorgeous East. 
It is clear, from the verses, that the 
great Grimod appeared, “ for this night 
only,” in the character of Folly. 


* In case we should have done injustice to the poetical inspiration of the Dame 
Lebrun, we give the originals— 

Tu captives tous^les suffrages, 

Tes talens sont cheris des dieux; 

Pnisse Ion nom, dans tons les ages, 

S’immortaliser avec eux! 

D’Apollon reQois cette lyre, 

Pour chanter au sacrc vallon; 

Dans tes mains meme on pourra dire, 

C’est toujours cetto d’Apollon! 

t ** Que les dieux te courronnent; 

Moi, je n’ai qu’un verger; 

Mais le coour assalsonno 
Les prosens des bergers. 

Si des fruits de Pomone 

* Tu devenais friand, 

Jo tc promets, k chaque automne, 

De t’en offrir autant.” 
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To set every thing right, 

’Tis on that 1 am bound; 

To put-sorrow to flight 

The true secret iVe found!.; 

All these poor silly gods, 

With their bouquets held so, 

Witlj their songs and their odes, 
Without me are no go ! 

Folly flings 
From its wings 
A new light on each day. 

It incites. 

It invites. 

To be happy and gay. 

^ Well may the learned barrister close 
his account of this festival with the 
remark—that the life of the Dame Le¬ 
brun was a continued series of arausc- 
ments; and tliis cruel bnsbaiul, when 
he was not the object or the cause of 
her pleasures, was at least made the 
^ confidant of tliem all, Asa proof of this 
confidence, a history is given of cer¬ 
tain proceedings in the ninth year of 
their marriage, in wliich it will be seen 
that tlie Bacchus of the divertisemeut 
is not kept entirely in the backgi-ound. 
In the month of February, in 1769, 
she paid a visit to Jlavre to see the 
sea. To show the terms they were 
on, it would bo iiecessaiy to quote the 
letters of the llaine Lebrun at full 
length. It will be seen how unre- 
SQrvedly she entered into the pleasures 
of the place, and how minutely she 
recorded them all to a man, whom she 
well knew that her descriptions would 
enable to share them as if he had 
been at her side. But in the absence 
of the entire correspondence, which it 
would be tedious to transcribe, we 
content ourselves with copying out 
the passages, where the friendship and 
intimacy that then united the husband 
and wife are most strongly marked. 

“ We arrived in perfect health, my 
dear friend, on Tuesday, at two o’clock. 
I trust you also are flourishing. Take 
care of yourself, and write me how 
you are. M. and Madame Grimod, 
as also M. Sieuve, charge me with a 
thousand messages. M. Grimod in¬ 
sists on your coming as soon as pos¬ 
sible, that you may sec the sea. I 
also wish you could see it. In look¬ 
ing at it, 1 have often thought on the 
effect it would have on 3 'ou; and I 
should be delighted if you could eujoy 
the prospect along with me. I tell 
you I now eat fisft as you do. This 


very day I hare eaten a dozen oysters, 
a bit of skate, some smelts, and some 
fresh cod—I think I shall finish by 
devouring all the fish in the sea. I 
wish 1 could send you some of the 
oysters of this place: they are as 
large as your hat. Adieu, my dear 
friend; I embrace you from my heart. 
I have told you all I have seen, and I 
will tell you all that may occur worth 
talking of when I arrive. Friendly 
regards to Julia, I hope to find her 
in good healthy and that she has taken 
care of yours,'^' 

With a wondcrfiil-knowledge of the 
efiects of Rmall t^'pe, the poetical 
Lebrun and his counsellor have printed 
the “ Advice to Julia” in italics. 
What! the Dame Lebrun send friendly 
regards (“ bieu des amities”) to Julia! 
Why, isn’t this tlie woman they trump 
up a story about, as having been a 
perpetual source of jealousy to the 
neglected wife, and monopolizing all 
tlie tenderness and pretty speeches of 
the once faithful and still too con¬ 
quering Misis? For our own part, 
wc think it is a shocking instance of 
female audacity, for the devourer ot 
such boat-loads of fish, and the 
visiter of M. and Madame Grimod, 
to affect jealousy of Julia or any one 
else. Let her be contented with her 
Grimods and oysters, and leave Julia 
to listen to the harpings of Apollo in 
peace. Wc have another letter, dated 
a few days after the first, and still 
from Havre. 

“ I received yonr letter, my dear 
friend, when I was on board a ship, 
and read it on deck. We laughed 
amazingly at your epigrammatic wit¬ 
ticisms ; your reputation is already 
established here. You are known ns 
a m^n of genius ; so you may judge if 
they listcnedjo your letter. M. Gri¬ 
mod, from the first, has been the 
tnimpcter of your talents and wit; 
and the best of the joke is, that on 
the strength of his descriptions of you, 
they insist on believing that I am a 
person of infinite cleveniess as well. 

I am delighted to hear such good ac¬ 
counts of your health. I was anxious 
to hear how you were. M. Grimod 
insists that I travel merely for curio¬ 
sity, and not for the sake of health; 
and this moment, let me tell you in a 
parenthesis, he interrupts me to say 
he is sure I am writing my best, I 
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look so pleased in writing to you. 
To-morrow we are going to breakfast 
in a ship, where the captain gives ua 
a collation of all fine things, among 
others chocolate ; then we prepare to 
go to Koucn, whore we shall stop two 
or throe days to see the lions. We 
do nothing but go out, change the 
scene, dress ourselves, and pack up 
our trunks. It is a delightful life; 
wc have scarcely time to breathe. 
But iu spite of that, I am grown very 
fat. I cat like four, and can’t do 
without oysters. I wished to bring 
you some present from tliis part of the 
country, but there is nothing remark¬ 
able cxcc])t the fish. Adieu, my dear 
friend ! I shall be delighted in relat¬ 
ing all ray experiences when we meet. 

I hope some day you will visit these 
beautiful scenes, or others as beauti¬ 
ful ; and that the house-dove will 
take its flight to sce^ill the beauties 
of nature, which he knows so well 
how to paint. You will see that 
there is no danger, and that T shall 
come back to you without any acci¬ 
dent to my wings.” 

Now, be it known that tlie last 
sentence is an allusion to an incident 
in Lebrun’s poem, De la Nature^ of 
which some specimens had been pub¬ 
lished before this time, but which the 
grief brought on liim by liis wife’s 
behaviour prevented his finishing— 
a gi'cat loss, says the disinterested 
author, to the world, for it was a 
trauscendant work! In the month 
of April of the same year, the house- 
dove also took its flight. Tlic Sienr 
Lebrun took a journey to Marseilles, 
and the tender solicitudes of his wife 
accompajjicd him. 

After a few of her usual enquiries 
about his health, and recommeynda- 
tioiis to enjoy himself ar much as he 
could among “ les habitans aimables 
de cette ville,” she pays him a-few 
compliments. 

“ I beg yon to say in rliynicd prose, 
to M. Meiiicr, a tliousand things for 
me, which will become beautiful 
spoken by your lips, and heard by his 
cars. I am as much astonished as 
pleased with your punctuality in writ- - 
ing. Every post-day we are all on 
the look-out. Madame Grimod begs 
her compliments—and so do all the 
family, whom T delight with the read¬ 
ing of your letters. They are so witty 


and clover! If you employ much ot 
your time in writing them, we spend 
a great deal of ours in reading them,” 

But the trips of the year 1769 are 
not over yet. Scarcely, sa 3 "a the Me- 
moire^ had the Sieur Lebrun returned, 
from Marseilles, when the Dame Le¬ 
brun set oflT, in company with M. 
Grimod, to visit it. She spent six 
weeks there, dmlng which she wrote 
several letters to her husband, and 
cherished his answers as before. But 
■we shall not follow the example of the 
Memuire^ in repeating all these tit- 
for-tat endearments, but pursue onr 
own object, which is to trace the style 
of occupation of people of their rank. 
And here wo must observe, that, as 
far as we see in this process, the 
whole occupation of tlie Grimods and 
others was to make tours for their 
plejisurc, and get up fetes for their , 
amusement. Wherever thc^^ arc, there is 
always something or other going on— 
a breakfast, a dance, qr a masipicrade; 
and in spite of tlie protestations of the 
Dame Lebrun, of her soitow at being 
separated from her little man, it is 
evident slic never allows her grief to 
have nny oftect upon her appetite. It 
rather seems as if, in all her distresses, 
she apjdied to the cook, and measured 
the extent of her sulferings b}-^ tlie 
quantity she could dispatch at a meal. 

“ How deliglited 1 should be witli 
but one quarter of an hour of your 
charming conversations with Madame 
la Comtesse do Braucas ! But from 
intellectual feasts like that, I am 
doomed here to the most rigorous ab¬ 
stinence ; and, to make up for it, I 
am forced to throw myself on tiie 
mullets, sardines, sprats, and tun¬ 
nies, with the wines of Cyprus and 
Syracuse ; so that I hav'C always 
the body full and the mind empty. 
You sent me an admirable piece of 
wit. I laughed at it amazingly, and 
wished to read it to some of the ]»eo- 
plc here; but 1 soon perceived tliat 
their apjireciation of letters is limited 
to letters of exchange. In spite of 
that, they arc never tu'ed of praising 
you, an(l liolding forth about your 
talents.” 

In a letter of the 25th October, after 
a very spirited description of a mar¬ 
riage-feast, and a dance to the sound 
of tambourines, she says :— 

“ We have been^oppressed with the 
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innumerable kindnesses of all this ami¬ 
able family. One after another, cveiy 
body was full of regrets that you were 
not of the party, declaring that a man 
of such wit and genius as you was 
exactly made for society. If ever 
you return to this country, you will 
be splendidly received.- 

“ Amuse yourself as much as you 
can. Go and dine often with your 
friends. I should be sorry if I thought 
you were alone. Don’t be surprised 
at my scrawl. I danced all last night, 
and had got to bed very late. It is 
now eleven o’clock, and I am obliged 
to be dressed by one: so, you sec, I 
have not much time to spare.” 

And her letter of the 22d Jfovem- 
ber brings us to the end of the year 
’69, and also of her residence at Mar¬ 
seilles. Even the Memoire grotvs 
tired of the gaieties of the Dame Le¬ 
brun, and passes over a long detail of 
dinners, suppers, balls, and fetes, to 
tell us that, ‘‘ fatiguee de bonne cherc,” 
and “ lasscG do plaisirs,” she wrott^ 
to her husband, W'ho ■was contenting 
himself with a W elsh rabbit and Julia 
at homo—“ One would need four sto¬ 
machs in this country. lenvyyonr fru¬ 
gality, and long for the little, quiet sup¬ 
pers wo used to have at the fireside.” 

Now, this regret for the domestic 
broiled bones—though evidently caus¬ 
ed by a momentary smfeit~is dwelt 
upon by the enraptured Lebrun as a 
triumphajit disproof of the accusations 
of cruelty and violence, brought against 
him by the Grimods and his charming 
wife. “ She regrets their quiet sup¬ 
pers ! And yet we are told by the 
Dame Lebrun, and some of her wit¬ 
nesses, that these quiet sujipcrs never 
passed off without the most horrible 
altercations, or nearly being stained 
with blood from murderous blows!” 
From all we can make out, this accu¬ 
sation of the “ petit liomme ” attempt¬ 
ing to pummel the lady with four 
stomachs, and a capacity for oyster- 
eating that must have throwm the late 
Mr Dando into despair, is nothing 
more than an attempt to make the 
whole affair ridiculous, and allow the 
conduct of the defendant to escape the 
obloquy it deserved, under cover of the 
laughter excited by so ludicrous an 
image. If there were any “ coups 
meurtriers ” in ,^he case, we will ven¬ 
ture the long odds that the mark of 


them was left in the ogles, or other 
undefended portions of the counte¬ 
nance of the Sieur Lebrun. She is 
constantly complaining of delicate 
health; and yet undergoes more fa¬ 
tigue than a washerwoman. We have 
now trac<Hl her for nearly ten yeara. 
She must by this time be two or three- 
and-thirty; and yet, we will venture 
to say, no girl of eighteen ever panted 
so earnestly for her first ball, as the 
Dame Lebrun did for six or seven of 
those entertainments every week. Wq 
c^in imagine no greater misery to her, 
than one of the quiet suppers she talks 
of; and if, in the agony of her dis¬ 
gust, slic occasionally gave the Sieur 
Lebrun a slap in tlie face, 'wc have not 
tiic slightest doubt he dcseiwed it, and 
that she enjoyed the rest of the even¬ 
ing with the soothing conviction in her 
own mind that she was a much-injured 
woman, and had vindicated the honour 
of her sex. AVc have seen, from one 
of her letters, that it took her two 
hours to dross—that she thought nearly 
as much of eating and drinking as even 
of Alonsieur Grimod; and we shall 
shortlypeiTcivc, that clothes, and love, 
and gluttony, don’t inteifere with the 
powers of poetical conqdiment, and 
that her husband—i)erliaps on the 
principle of poetry succeeding best in 
fiction—is still tlu‘ object of them. 

The St Denis’s Day of 1770, says 
the was celebrated, like the 

former ones, by a fete, designed and 
composed by the Dame Lebrun. The 
room represented a lawn, with a grove, 
fountains, Ac. Naiads, hidden in the 
reeds, chanted these lines in honour of 
her husband;— 

Ye naiads smiling round. 

Sing Nature’s poet in your lays ! 

Let echoes, till they’re tired, resound 
With his harmonious praise ! 

Oh, let your fountains flow 
On the greensward below ; 

And with their notes prolong 
The birds’ full-throated song ! 

“ Thou, Flora! spread thy mantle round 
All this enchanted ground! 

Pour blessings on these happy, happy 
hours! 

Laurels, and you, ye myrtles, amorous 
flowers! 

With loving hand I pluck you now. 
Stripping your leaves adown, 

To be a glorious crown, 

Of a new god to decorate the brow I” 
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In the next year, another fete owed 
its dclat to the talents of the Darao 
Lebrun; but the object of it ,was no 
longer the Pindaric poet, but the sub¬ 
collector of taxes. But as it was im¬ 
possible to keep the Sieur Lebrun en¬ 
tirely away from any of the haunts of 
the Muses, he was enlisted in the 
corps of subject personages, and per¬ 
formed theCo-too to the Sieur Grimod 
in the character of a satyr! And this 
was the more in keeping, as the scene 
was a wood, and the hero of the en¬ 
tertainment enacted the part of a sort 
of Orson, under the name of Sylvanus. 
In 1772, the gaieties of the Dame Le¬ 
brun suffered no abatement, except 
from an attack of illness; and, for the 
recovery of her health, she spent the 
greater portion of the year at the 
country-house of the Sieur Grimod— 
sometimes with her husband, says 
the Memoire^ and sometimes witliout. 
The following spring was passed, as 
usual, in balls and masqneradcs. The 
house of the Sieur Grimod was again 
the scene of a splendid entertainment; 
but, on this occasion, the object of the 
fete was neither the Sieur Bacchus, 
nor tlie Sieur Sylvain, but Madame 
Lebrun herself. The indefatigable 
Bacchus, l\pwevcr, if not the principal 
personage of the day, was the cliief 
performer. There was a procession 
in boats. The Sieur Lebruu did the 
honours of the enchanted Island to 
his wife. Dressed as a sailor, he con¬ 
ducted her, disguised as Flora, in an 
ornamented barge, all festooned with 
garlands, and illuminated with colour¬ 
ed lamps. It was a truly fairy scene, 
and the Dame Lebrun did not at that 
time look on the composer of the 
spectacle as a malignant cobold, the 
enemy of her repose. 

In January 1774, she wrote letters 
to her husband as full of gaiety, and 
as expressive of affection, as any of 
the others; and on the 5th of March 
she sued for a separate maintenance I 
Such is the history, contained in a 
lawyer’s brief, of fourteen years of the 
wedded life of 4 French family of the 
middle rank, or rather below it. And 
from incidents contained in the ac¬ 
count, we perceive that this actual 
labour of enjoyment, these balls, and 
Ktes, and entertainments of all kinds, 
were the usual mode of life of most 
of the people they associated with. 


[June, 

Imagine the same scenes going on in 
England;—women, after thirteen or 
fourteen years of mamage, going 
dressed up as heathen goddesses in 
boats, and being attended round en¬ 
chanted isles by Bacchuscs and Or; 
sons, dressed in shaggy skins, and 
chanting doggerel till echo was dead 
beat! Bacchus, a secretary, at a 
salary of a hundred a-year—Orson, a 
sub-collector of taxes! But more 
than all—let ns think that the fault of 
the Sieur Lebrun docs not seem to 
have consisted, in the eyes of his 
mother and sister, in allowing the in¬ 
timacy between his wife and the 
friends, but in putting a stop to it. 
When such things are the fashion in 
England, let us prepare for the Na¬ 
tional Convention. 

The demand of the Sieur Lebrun 
for restitution of conjugal rights, was 
rejected ; he appealed against the de¬ 
cision, wrote bitter epigrams on the 
judges, and celebrated his wife in 
some elegies worthy of Tibullus, under 
the name of Fanny. From court to 
court he carried his cause, liis epi¬ 
grams, and his elegies ; till finally, in 
1781, the Parliament decided agfiiust 
him, and the Dame Lebrun was freed 
for ever from the matrimonial claim, 
and the little suppers beside tlic gar¬ 
ret fire. But not for ever was Grimod 
free from the vengeance of the virtu¬ 
ous Lebrun. And not for the last 
time was heard the shrill voice of the 
complaining husband by the fastidi¬ 
ous ears of Fanny. A few years 
passed on—Louis the Sixteenth was 
hunied to the scaffold—the golden 
locks of Marie Antoinette were de¬ 
filed with the blood and sawdust, 
which Young France regarded as the 
most acceptable offering to the god¬ 
dess of liberty; and w'ho is that sharp- 
featured little man, sitting in the iront 
row of the spectators of those heaven- 
darkening murders, with a red cap on 
his head, and a many-stringed harp 
in his hand, chanting the praises of 
the murderers, and exciting the 
drunken populace to gi*eater horrors? 
Lebrun. Yes, the French Pindar is 
appointed poet-laureate to the guil¬ 
lotine, and has apartments assigned 
him at the national cost in the Louvre. 
Whenever an atrocity is to bo com¬ 
mitted, an ode is published, “ by order 
of authority,” to raise the passions of 
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the people to the proper pitch. Whea 
the atrocity is over, another ode ia 
ordered to celebrate the performers, 
and congratulate the people on their 
triumph. When Grimod was brought 
before the Convention as one of the 
oppressors of the people, and parasites 
of the aristoci-acy—a woman, old and 
trembling, was leaning on his arm— 
his personal crimes, if any, were so 
little known, that he was on the point 
of being dismissed from the bar for 
want of an accuser. Pindar, in his 
red cap, with his many-stringed harp 
in his liaud, was there; and all Heli¬ 
con glowed like molten lead in his 
vindictive heai*t when he looked at 
the miserable pair. “ What sentence 
shall we pass on the person called 
Grimod, ci-devant sub-collector of 
taxes, and the woman beside him, 
who has aided and abetted him in 
several attempts to escape from the 
censorship of the Committee of Public 
Safety ? ” The accused looked timidly 
round, in hopes that no answer would 
be returned to this routine enquiry, 
in which case their safety would have 
been assured; but red-capped Pindar 
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struck his hand hurriedly over the 
chords, and cried, in the shrill sharp 
tones, that both the prisoners remem¬ 
bered too well, “ A la mort! k la 
mort I " and in ten minutes their bo¬ 
dies were lying headless, side by side, 
amidst the liootings and bowlings of 
ten thousand demons, exemplifying 
to astonished Europe the perfcctioa 
of civilization and philanthropy- 
Little more needs to be said of the 
Sicur Lebrun. He lived through the 
dangers of the Revolution ; wrote odes 
and satires indiscriminately on friend 
and foe; worshipppd power to the 
last, and was the sycophant, and 
would have been the murderer, of 
Napoleon, as lie had been of Louis 
and Robespierre ; and died at last in 
receipt of a ]>ensiou from the state, 
member (like Lord Brougham) of the 
National Institute of Franco; and had 
his panegyric pronounced on him by 
his successor, as if he had united the 
virtues of Aristides to the genius of 
Homer. Whereas, we take him to 
have been the true type of the French¬ 
man of his time—a monkey, till he got 
the taste of blood, and then a tiger. 
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CENKIKO CENKINI ON PAINTING. 
TBAN8Li.T£l> FROM THE ITALIAN BT MbS MERBiriELD* 


So long ago as 1839, in the June 
number of this Magazine, we noticed 
M. Merimde’s posthumous work on 
oil-painting. It was ushered into the 
world with no little parade, under 
the sanction and strong recommen¬ 
dation of a committee of the Royal 
Institute of France ; and in this 
country with the somewhat autho¬ 
ritative and permitted dedication to 
the President of our Royal Aca¬ 
demy, by the editor and translator, 
Mr Sarsfield Taylor. We should 
have cared little about reviewing 
such a work, had we not felt per¬ 
suaded that the public, and more 
especially artists, required some cau¬ 
tion, under the high influence of the 
mode of its publication, how they 
should receive a work whose direct 
tendency was to misguide them—to 
mislead them from the path towards 
the practice the old masters, and 
to confirm artists in the evil practice 


of mixing varnish with the oils with 
which their pigments are ground. 

The work was the more insidious, 
as it professed to take the excellence 
of the old masters as the attainable 
object. We believe that wo satisfac¬ 
torily showed that M. Merimee was so 
predisposed in favour of copal varnish, 
that in his researches ho would 
make cvei'y thing bend, even the 
most stubborn facts, and most oppos¬ 
ing sense of passages quoted by him, 
to that prejudice. We exposed the 
numerous, we had almost said wilful, 
mistranslations from the Latin and 
Italian—especially the former—with 
which the volume abounded. We 
showed how entirely and frequently 
original passages had been distorted 
from their plain meaning, as if with a 
systematic purpose, to uphold a fan¬ 
ciful theory. We offer a specimen:— 
The monk Thcophilus, who wrote in 
the tenth century “ De Arte Pingen- 
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white,wliich Emetrins carries “for his 
dedait”—therefore, in lien of a hawk 
upon ids hand, is of manners that are 
almost our own. 

Each Icing brings his own hundred 
knights. Tlioy arrive “ on the Sonday 
abouten prime.” The tilting will bo 
next day. Tlie three persons princi¬ 
pally interested in the issue of the im¬ 
pending combat perform, hi the inter¬ 
val, their devotions at tlic three several 
shrines, which liavc been aptly pro¬ 
vided for them in the building of the 
lists. Each of them obtains an answer 
from the respective deity. Two hours 
ere the day, Palainoii visits the oratory 
of Venus, lie prays tliat lie may win 
Emelic, although he should lose what 
comparatively ho regards witli indif¬ 
ference, the palm of the conflict. The 
statue of the goddess renders, after a 
long delaj', the signal of acceptance. 
Emelic, at siiiirisc, worships Diana. 
Her first prayer is, that she may re¬ 
main till death the virgin servant, 
herself a huntress, oT the divine hunt¬ 
ress ; and if that may not be, that he 
may win her who best loves lier. 
Upon the altar she kindles two fires, 
Avluch burn ominously. 0 »ie goes out 
and revives again. Then the other is 
wholly quciiclicd—drops of blood 
falling out from the hissing and burn¬ 
ing brands. All this the process of 
the combat and its consequences after- 
Avards elucidate; as the appearing 
goddess forcwarnslier chaste Avorsliip- 
per. The ‘ nexte hour of Marte ’— 
whereof anon—Arcite offers prayer 
and incense to the Uod of War. He is 
accepted, and victory promised; but 
the oracular voice miirniurs t he Avords 
faintly and hollowly. 

All this intricate oiuination comes 
forcibly out in the sequence of events; 
and is in itself, as yo» feel, at all 
events right classical. The treatment 
of the Hours lies deeper. It is astro¬ 
logical. For the twelve now longer and 
now shorter hours, into wliicli the time 
from sunrise to sunset—and the twelve 
iiOAv siiortcr and uoav longer, into 
Avhich the time from sunset to sniii'ise 
Avas divided, bclonged^+o the Seven 
Planets, in the order Saturn, Jupiter, 
Mars, ^l, Venus, Mercury, Luna— 
by folIOAving out which order, you Avill 
discover that, since the first hour of 
Sunday belongs to the Sun, giving 
name to the day—the twenty-third 
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hour, or the second before sunrise of 
the folloAvingday, Avill belong to Venus, 
to Avliom Palambn then prays—and the 
hour of sunrise, next da 3 % belongs to 
the Moon, or Diana, to Avhom Emclie 
then addresses herself. .FoliOAving 
the circle, you find that the fourth 
hour of Monday belongs to Mars, 
This is Arcite’s hour. And if you 
wonder how such Chaldaic aiul 
Egj'ptian lore should come into yoUv' 
talc of chivahy, 3 'ou will be teliaved 
by understanding that these dedica¬ 
tions had, in our j)Octical ages, due 
popularity for infusing into them 
poetical efficicnc^^; forasmuch as an 
old French “ Shepherds’ Calendar,” 
cited by TyrAvhitt, alleges the very 
rule which aa'c have given, for the in¬ 
struction of him “ Avho Avill Aveet Iioav 
the Shepherds do wit Avhich planet 
reignetli every hour of the day and of 
the night.” This timing, therefoie, of 
sacrifice and orison to the planetary 
hours, is pertinently and speakingly 
feigned by Chaucer. 

The Tournament folloAvs, Avhich is 
mediaeval enough. Arcite, according 
to the promise of Mars, is victorious. 
Palaraoii is taken and bound. But here 
is the difficulty. Venus has jwomised 
Emelic to Palamon. Saturn, the 

finds a remedy, and gratities 
his grand-daughtcr. As Arcite, the 
victor, having taken off hia helmet, 
rides along the lists to shoAv himstdf 
to all, and cspeciall^y to EmcUo, Pluto, 
at the request of Saturn, sends an 
infernal fmy Avho starts up out of the 
ground before him. The scared horse 
plunges and stumbles ; Arcit(^ is 
thrown upon his head, and taken up 
for dc.ad. He is not dead; but ho 
dies, and is burned, after the fashion 
of Patrochis and Hector; and tAvelve 
months after, Jiis virgin Avidow is by 
Tbescuagh’en in marriage toPalamoii. 

What is the real eft'ect of all 'this 
commixture ? The trutli is, that under 
such circumstances, after a little re¬ 
sistance and struggling, yon gh’e in, 
and let the jujct have his 0A\n way, 
provided that he is a poet. There is 
but one condition—tliat the poet put, 
into Avliatevcr manners, true life. Then 
you Avillingly give up your oavii dull 
book-learning, and accq)t his paint¬ 
ing for the authentic record of reality. 
You are, in fact, gradually conducted 
to this [jups, that a^ou look upon his- 
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jis* tftefal for ministeiing mate 
\itefe';tOi poetry, not upon pdctry as 
jboutid to teach history. But Chaucer 
W wonderfully put life into the 
xlassical part of the poem, so that you 
can hardly say that ho seems more 
at home in giving the manners which 
he had seen, than in reviving the 
-manners which ho had only read. lie 
has this in common with Shakspeare. 
In common-with' Shakspeare ho has, 

' too, the apology for the confusion of 
maimers—of having lived before wc 
were as critical in the costume of 
ages and nations as wc now are. 

The ‘ Knight's 1'ale,’ after the re¬ 
quisition usually laid upon an epic 
fable, makes use, and skilfully, of pre¬ 
ternatural machinery. And here we 
will venture a vindication against an 
illustrious critic. The first suggestion 
"to the banished Arcite of retuniing to 
Athens, comes to him in sleep. There 
is a slight Involving of the siipcmatural 
—at least of the fabulous, lie dreams 
that Mercury appears, and announces 
to him an end of his woe at Athens. 
On awaking, be casts his eyes on a 
mirror, and sees that he is so changed 
with love-pining that he no longer 
knows hiinselt—goes in disguise to 
Athens, ofters himself to serve in the 
household of Emclic, and is accepted. 
Sir W. Scott blames this introduction 
of Mercury as needless, but let it be 
remembered :— 


Firsts T^at this is introductory to 
far more important divine interposi¬ 
tions, is in keeping with them, and 
prepares the imagination for them. 

Secondly^ That, so managed, it is 
the least violent intervention of a god; 
the apparition being ambiguous be¬ 
tween a natural dream and a real di¬ 
vine manifestation: an ambiguity 
wdiich, by the by, is quite after the 
antique. So, Mercury appeiirs to 
.^Eneas in a dream in the Fifth Book 
of the iEncid: and compare Hector’s 
Ghost, &c. 

Thirdly^ That a psychological fact 
may be understood as here “ lively 
shadowed:” — namely, that active 
puii>oses have often their birth during 
the mystery of sleep; and it would 
be a very felicitous poetical expres¬ 
sion of this phenomenon to turn the 
oracular suggestion of the soul into a 
deity—tS'wa cw/^mcdeus fitdira^mpido. 

Foifrthly,^ It is completely probable, 
that the fancy of a believer in Mer¬ 
cury would actifally shape his own 
tlrcaming thought into the suitable 
deity.—The vision is lightly touched 
by Chaucer, and gracefully translated 
by Drydon. The classical inventions 
throughout appear to be vei’y much 
from Boccaccio; but the poetry of the 
relation Chaucer’s own. 

Do you wish to sec Drydcn m his 
majesty ? Look hero 


“ But in the dome of mighty Mars the red, 

With different figures all the .sides were spread. 

This temple, less in form, with equal grace. 

Was imitative of the first in Thrace: 

For that cold region was the loved abode. 

And sovereign mansion of the warrior god. 

The landscape was a forest wide and bare. 

Where neither beast nor human kind repair ■ 

The fowl that scent afar, the borders fly, ^ 

And shvm the bitter blast, and wheel about the sky, 

A cake of scurf lies baking on the ground, 

And prickly stubs, instead of trees, are found; 

Or woods with knots and knares deform’d and old, 
Headless the most, and hideous to behold ; 

A rattling tempest through the branches went, 

That stripp’d them bare, and one sole way they bent. 
Heaven froze above severe, the clouds congeal. 

And through the crystal vault appear’d the standing hail. 
Such was the face without; a mountain stood 
Threat'ning from high, and overlook’d the wood; 
Beneath the lowering brow, and on a bent. 

The temple stood of Mars armipotent; 

The frame of burning steel, that cast a glare 
From far, and seem’d to thaw the freezing air. 



1@45.] North^s S^cimens ofjhe Briiish ^ 

A straight long entry to the templo led, 

Blind with high walls, and horror overhead ^ 

Thence issued such a 'blast and hollow rpav, 

As threaten’d from the hinge to.heave the door j ^ 

In through that door, a northern light there shone 5 
’Twas all it had, for windows there were none. 

The gate was adamant; eternal frame! 

Whicli, hew’cl by Mars himself, from Indian quarries came, 

The labour of a God; and all along 

Tough iron plates w'cre clench’d to make it strong. 

A ton about was every pillar there j 
A polish’d mirror shone not half so clear; 

• There saw I how the secret felon wrought, 

And treason labouring in the traitor’s thought. 

And midwife Time Ihe ripen’d plot to murder brought. 

There the red Anger dared the pallid Fear; 

Next stood Hypocrisy, with holy leer ; 

Soft-smiling, and demurely looking do>\Ti, 

But hid the dagger iimleruoath the gown j 
The ^aasinating wife, the household fiend; 

And, mr the blackest there, the traitor-friend. 

On t’other side, there stoo<l Destruction bare, 

TTnpunisli’d Rapine, and a waste of war; 

Contest, with sharpen’d knives, in cloisters drawn, 

And all with blood bespread the lioly lawn. 

Loud menaces were heard, and foul disgrace. 

And baifrling infamy in language bsise. 

Till sense was lost in sound, and silence fled the place. 

The slayer of himself yet saw I there. 

The gore congeal’d was clotted in his hair. 

With eyes half closed, and gaping mouth ho lay, 

And grim, as when he breathed his sullen soul away. 

In midst of all the dome Misforttine sate, 

And gloomy Discontent, and fell Debater, 

And Madness laughing in his ireful mood; 

And arm’d complaint on thelt, and cries of blood. 

There was the murder’d corpse in covert laid. 

And violent death in thousand shapes display’d. 

The city to the soldiers’ rage resign’d. 

Successless wars, and poverty bcdiind : 

Ships burnt in fight, or forced on rocky shores, 

Aud the rash hunter strangled by the boars; 

The new-born babe by nurses overlaid; 

And the cook caught within the raging fire ho made. 

All ills of Mars his nature, flame and steel; 

The gasping charioteer beneath the wheel 
Of his own car ; the ruin’d house that falls 
And interce|Pts her lord betwixt the walls. , 

The whole division that to Mars pertains, 

All trades of death that deal in steel for gains, 

Were there; the butcher, armourer, and smith. 

Who forges sharpen’d faulchions, or the scythe. 

The scarlet conquest on a tower was placed 
With shouts, and soldiers’ acclamations graced ; 

A pointed sword hung threat’ning o’er his head, 

Sustain’d but by a slender twine of thread. 

There saw I Mars his Ides, the Capitol, 

The seer in vain foretelling Cjesar’s fall; 

The last Triumvirs, and the wars they move, 

And Antony, who lost the world for love : 

These, and a thousand more, the Fane adorn, 

Their fates were painted ere the men were born; 
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All copied from the hearensj and ruling force 
Of tho red star, in his revolving course. 

Tho form of Mars high on a chariot stood. 

All sheathed in arms, and gruffly look’d the God: 
Two geomantic figures were display’d 
Above his head, a warrior and a maid. 

One when direct, and one when retrograde.” 


“ The Knight’s Tale, the longest 
and most laboui’ed of Chaucer’s 
stories, possesses a degree of regu¬ 
larity which might satisfy the most 
severe critic. It is true that the hon¬ 
our arising from thence must be as¬ 
signed to the more ancient bard, wdio 
had himself drawn his subjoxt from an 
Ttalian model; but the high and de¬ 
cided pref(*rcncc which Dryden has 
given to this story, although some¬ 
what censured by Trapp, enables us 
to judge how much the poet held an 
accurate combination of parts, and 
coherence of nan-ative, essentials of 
epic poetry.” This is in Sir Walter’s 
happiest natural vein; not so the 
astounding passage that follows it. 
“ I'hat a classic scholar like Trapp 
should think the plan of the Knight’s 
Tale equal to that of the Iliad, is a 
degree of candour not To be hoped for ; 
but surely to an uiiprcjiidiccid reader, 
a story which exhausts in its conclu¬ 
sion all the interest which it has ex¬ 
cited in its progi-ess; which, u'hen 
terminated, leaves no question to be 
asked, no personage undisposed of, 
and no curiosity unsatisfied, is ah- 
stractedhj considered wore gratiffing 
than the history of a few 7cvehs of a 
ten ycars^ war^ commenced long after 
the siege had hegun^ and ending long 
before the city icas taken!" Why, 
is not this the true and magnifi¬ 
cent praise of the Iliad, tliat from the 
heart of the immense war it has 
taken out a story of individual inte¬ 
rest, which begins whci*e your curio¬ 
sity asks, and where your sympathy 
finds repose? Achilles—his quarrel 
with Agamemnon—his loss of Patro- 
clcs—!us vengeance on Hector—ac- 
com])lished when he willingly reliii- 
quislies the body to burial ? That is 
tiic integrity of an epic fable, which 
employs tho Ten Years’ War, not for 
its subject, but for the illimitable field 
in which its gigantic subject moves. 
He w’jis the greatest of the poets, 
who knew how to make the storms, 
rising and falling, in the single breast 
m the goddess-bom more to you, his 


hearer, than the wur which has en¬ 
camped a hundred thousand Greeks 
in siege before the imperial city of 
Priam. From a great poet, the most 
Homeric of modern poets*—what a 
judgment on the Iliad! Trapp’s 
words arc—“ Novimus judieiurn 
Drydcni de poematc quodam Chane.eri 
piilcliro sane illo, ct admodum hiti- 
daudo, iihnirum quod non modo vere 
epicum sit, sod lliada ctiam atep!*' 
uKneada jcqnet, imQi^uporet. Sed no- 
vimuseodcin tempore viri iliius niaximi 
non semper accuratissimas esse cen- 
suras, nec ad severississimam criticcs 
normnin exactas: illojudicc^ idurn- 
que optimum est^ quod nunc pr(n maidr 
Ims habet^ et in quo nunc occupatur." 
Perfectly true. What says Dryden V 
“ It is ()f the epic kind, and perhaj"* 
not m?ich inferior to tlic ^Idas’ or 
the ‘ yEncid.’ Tha story is more 
pleasing than cither of them, tho man¬ 
ners ns perfect, the diction as poetical, 
the learning as deep and various, ami 
tlie disposition full as artful, only it 
includes a greater length of time, as 
taking lip seven years at least.” God¬ 
win says truly, “ This eiiloginm must 
be acknowledged to be written in a 
spirit of ridiculous and impertinent 
exaggeration,” And he then sa^>s 
as tnil}^ that it is “ full of no¬ 
velty and surprise, is every where 
alive, comprises the most powerful 
portrait of chivalry that was perlnips 
ever believed, and possesses livory 
thing in s])lcndour and in action that 
can most cAspicnousIy point out 
the scenes of the naiTative to the oya 
of the reader.” Dryden’s version is 
indeed what M^arton has pronounced 
it to be—■“ the most animated and 
harmonious piece of versification in 
the English language.” 

If you ask what reconciles you to 
the prevalent confusion of munnci*s in 
tills noblepocra,it is the earnest simple 
spirit Avith w'hich tho Knight goes ou 
relating as if he believed every word. 
It is, as Ave said, Avith Chaucer as with 
Shakspeare. Shakspeare mixes times 
of the world, and avc bear it lachimo, 
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a complete tnodern Italian—a more 
<()uvtiy lago—serves under Lucius, 
gdiieral to some emperor —^vG forget 
Avluch, ifwc ever knew—of old Rome; 
mill beguiles, to the death almost, 
tlnit Posthnmus Leonatus—a Celt, 
by the by, with two Latin names— 
to whom Jupiter—not exactly the su- 
jirtnnc deity of the Celto-British Pan¬ 
theon—descends in actual presence. 
Wc, the auditors, or the readers, 
meanwhile, breathe no whisper of 
doubt or dissatisfaction. Why should 
AveV We believe with eye, and ear, 
and imagination, and heart; and arc 
as fain of our wildly-compounded— 
n'‘il-uiircal —dream, as the birds arc 
ill the dawning. Hamlet, born and 
bred in the couj^of our own Eliza¬ 
beth, and abru'\)"calle(l up to Town, 
on the point of graduating with honours 
at Oxford, is shown to our credulous 
apprehension rooted upon a soil and 
ill a century when and where there 
were no human shapes to be met 
M ith but bloodthirsty Vikings and in¬ 
vulnerable Berserkers. And we take 
all ill excellent part. Why shall wc 
notv We gain past all computation 
by the slight intellectual concession. 
Besides, wc cannot well help our¬ 
selves ; for wc are not the Masters. 
The enchanter is tlie Master:—who 
sets us down, not after the saying of 
Horace, iiow' in Greece and now in 
Jb'itain—but in Britain and in Greece 
at one and the same moment. 

Sliakspearc commingles widely di¬ 
vided times ; and why, two liundrcd 
years before him, shall not Chaucer? 
it requires practice to read Cliaucer. 
Not only do you need familiarizing to 
a form of the language, which is not 
}'our own, but much more to a simjili- 
city of style, which at first appears to 
you like barenness and poverty. It 
seems meagre. You miss too much 
tlio rich and lavish colours of the later 
time. Your eye is used to gorgeous¬ 
ness and gaudiness. The severe plain¬ 
ness of the old manner wants zest for 
you. But, when you are used to Chau¬ 
cer, can accept his expression, and 
think and feel with him, this hinderance 
wears off. You find a strong imagi¬ 
nation—a gentle pathos—^no lack of 
accumulation, where needed—but the 
crowding is always of eflfectivc cir¬ 
cumstances or images—a playfulness, 
upon occasion, oven in serious writing— 


but llie special characteristic of the 
style is, that the word is always to 
the purpose, lie amply possesses 
his language, and his sparing expres¬ 
sion is chosen, and never inadequate 
—never indigent. His rule is, that for 
every phrase there bo matter; and 
narrative or argument is thus con¬ 
stantly progressive. Ho does not 
appear to be hurried out of himself by 
the heat of composition. His good 
understanding completely goes along 
with him, and Avciglis every word. 

Dryden’s rendering of Chaucer is a 
totally distinct operation from his 
Englishing of Virgil—Homer—Lu¬ 
cretius—Juvenal—Ovid. And you 
arc satisfied that it should be so. lie 
could not transfer these poets, accom¬ 
plished in art, and using their lan¬ 
guage in an age of its perfection, with 
too close a likeness of themselves. 
He translates because the language 
is unknown to his presumed reader. 
This is but half his motive with Chan¬ 
cer. The language would be more 
easily got over; but the mind is of 
another age, and that is less acces¬ 
sible—more distant from us than tlie 
obsolete dialect. AVe are contented to 
have the style of that day translated 
into the style of our own. Is tliis a de¬ 
reliction of poetical principle ? Hard¬ 
ly. Tlie spirited and splendid verse 
and language of Diydcn have given 
us a new poem. Why should our li¬ 
terature have forbonic from so cn- 
riehiug herself? Hear Hryden him¬ 
self. 

** But there are other judges, who 
think 1 ought not to have translated 
Chancer into English, out of a quite 
contrary notion. They suppose there 
is a ccriain veneration due to his old 
language, and that it is little loss than' 
profanation and sacrilege to alter it. 
They are farther of opinion, that some¬ 
what of his good sense will suffer in this 
transfusion, and much of the beauty of 
his thoughts W'ill infallibly be lost, which 
appear with more grace in their old 
habit. Of this Opinion was that excel¬ 
lent person whom I mentioned, the late 
Earl of Leicester, w ho valued Chaucer 
as much as Mr Cowley despised him. 
My lord dissuaded mu from this attempt, 
(for I was thinking of it some years 
before his death,) and his authority pre¬ 
vailed 60 far with mo as to defer my 
undertaking wlnle he lived, in defer- 
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ence to him; yet my reason was not 
convinced with what he urged against 
it. If the first end of a writer be to be 
understood, then as his language grows 
obsolete his thoughts must grow ob¬ 
scure. 

* Afulta renascentuf, qua ^amcccidere; cadent- 
quc 

Qua nunc sunt in honore voccdtuloy si volet usus, 
(^uem penes arlfitrium est et Jus et norma 
loquendi,’ 

** When an ancient word, for its 
sound and significancy, deserves to be 
revived, 1 have that reasonable venera¬ 
tion for antiquity to restore it. All 
beyond this is superstition. Words arc 
not like landmarks, so sacred as never 
to be removed. Customs are changed, 
and even statutes arc silently repealed, 
when the reason ceases for which they 
were enacted. As for the other part 
of the argument—that his thoughts will 
lose of their original beauty by the in¬ 
novation of words—in the first place, 
not only their beauty but their being is 
lost, where they are no longer under¬ 
stood, which is the present case. 1 
grant that something must be lost in 
all transfusion—that is, in all transla¬ 
tions ; but the sense will remain, which 
would otherwise be lost, or at least be 
maimed, when it is scarce intelligible, 
and that but to a few. How few are 
there who can road Chaucer, so as to 
understand him perfectly ! And if im¬ 
perfectly, then with less profit and no 
pleasure. It is not for the use of some 
old Sa.xon friends that I have taken 
these pains with him—let tliom neglect 
liiy version, because they have no need 
of it. I made it for their sakes who 
understand sense and poetry as well as 
they, when that poetry and sense is put 
into words which they understand. I 
will go further, and dare to add, that 
what beauties I lose in some places, I 
give to others which had them not ori- 
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ginally. But in this I may be partiai 
to myself; let the reader judge, and / 
submit to his decision. Yet I think 1 
have just occasion to complain of them, 
who, because they understand Chaucer, 
would deprive the greater part of their 
countrymen of the same advantage, and 
hoard him up as misers do their grand- 
dam gold, only to look on it themselves, 
and hinder others from making use of 
it. In sum, I seriously protest, that nc» 
man ever had, or can have, a greater 
veneration for Chaucer than myself. 1 
have translated some part of his works, 
only that I might perpetuate his memory, 
or at least refresh it, amongst my coun¬ 
trymen. If I have altered him any 
where for the better, I must at the same 
time acknow'ledge, that I could have 
done nothing withd^l him. Facila est 
inventis addere is no groat cormmeuda- 
tion; and I am not so vain to think I 
have deserved a greater.** 

You are an Englishman, and a 
scholar iu your mother-tongue. 
Good I You have dabbled, it may be, 
in Anglo-Saxon, Alfred's English. It 
is all very well. You read Chaucer 
easily. Wecoiigratulateyou. Youwill, 
we hope, love the speech, and the soul, 
aud the grccu, grassy mould of old 
England all the better. We praise you 
for searching J'higland near aud far, 
high and low. J )o this heartily; do 
this umlerstaiuUngly; aud you arc ex¬ 
cellently engaged. Hut do not grudge 
your next neighbour, wlio is merely a 
moderiiEuglishmau—a thorough goo<l- 
fellow of one, however —his Cliaucijr, 
in a tougiic and manner that he can 
read Avithout stepping out of himself 
—his Cliauccr, for his possession of 
whom he thanks J>i*yden, and from 
his grateful heart ejaculates “ glorious 
John I ’* 
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Maynootli, 


V 


MAYNOOTH. 


It is due to the character of this 
Journal, unflinching in its Conser¬ 
vative politics through one entire 
stormy generation, that, in any great 
crisis of public interest, or in any 
fervent strife of public opinion, it 
should utter its voice strongly; under 
the shape of a protest and a parting 
testimony to the truth, where the case 
practically may be liopeless; under 
the shape of a hearty effort, co-opora- 
ting with other efforts, where the case 
is not hopeless. There is nothing 
more depressing to patriotic honour 
and loyalty than tlic cowardice of 
despondency, even when a cause has 
touched the very brink of defeat; and 
we believe that no si)ectad('. of firm¬ 
ness is more naturally congenial to the 
temper of our countrymen, tlian tlio 
fidelity wliicli still makes signal of 
its affection in circumstances despe¬ 
rate for resistance, and which in 
mortal cKtrcmitics will not relax its 
liold from a cause once conscientiously 
adopted. Do we insinuate oy this that 
the anti-Maynooth cause looks despe¬ 
rate? Our trust is otherwise. Hut if it 
Avcrc, what wc say is, that not the 
less tiic duty remains sacred of hoping 
after all light of cncouragcuicnt seems 
to have departed. This in any ease; 
whilst, in tjic present, that duty is 
trebly sacred, because a wliolc suc¬ 
cession of objects ■will remain upon 
which om* future hopes must retreat, 
even if this foremost iiitrenchrnent 
should be forced. Maynootli will be 
no Holitarif aggression on the great 
cause of J’rotcstanisiu: that carried, 
others Avill rayiidly follow: their “ as¬ 
piring heads" are already above the 
horizon ; and it is necessary to defend 
the first line in a sjiirit of gaiety and 
confidence, were it only tliat the second 
line and the third may not be abandoned 
under the contagion of dismay. 

Of late this Journal has a good deal 
retired from the strife of politics. Our 
readers must not misunderstand this. 
It was. not through any treachery 
to that duty of hope which wc have 
been insisting on as sacred: it was 
through a change in the public rather 
than in ourselves. Ireland had for 
some time narrowed itself into Mr 


O’Connell; domestic feuds had dwin¬ 
dled into the corn question. Neither 
of these subjects, it is true, was so 
utterly exhausted that wo could not 
Jiave fouuA something new to say. 
But by the intolerable persecution of 
much speaking and much writing upon 
two wearisome topics, the public 
atteutiou at last fell into a mere 
lethargy, from which it could not bo 
roused to vibrate or react under any 
amount of stimulation. Tlio audience 
fell away to nothing as the garrulity 
of the siicakcrs increased ; the public 
liatience languished as its abusers mul¬ 
tiplied. Now, however, Ireland is 
again restored to us as a fountain of 
interest uudia* a new and most agita¬ 
ting impulse. Never, for many years, 
has the public mind fermented witli 
so uncontrollable a fervour. Ascend¬ 
ency'' upon one field at least for Toper}’’ 
is now felt to bo making a forward 
rush ’ the balance of the constitutional 
forces, for a government essentially 
Protestant, is threatoued with over¬ 
throw ; and, if this Mayuootli endow¬ 
ment prospers, Protestantism will re¬ 
ceive a deadly wound in the empire 
wliich is, and Itns been, and by Pro¬ 
vidence was appointed to bo, its main 
bulwark. 

In speaking to this (picstion, it is 
our purjjose. to array briefly before tlio 
reader its gravest asjiects; to press 
upon Jiis attention one or two wdiich 
have been entirely neglected; to do 
tins with the utmost rapidity that is 
consistent with distinct explanation • 
of our meaning; but all along with 
no purpose of rousing angry preju¬ 
dices, or appealing to any one senti¬ 
ment that a 6andid man of any one 
party could describe as bigotry. Wo 
disapprove entirely, as a needless 
irritation to Koman Catholic feelings, 
of going back to the llcvolution of 
182!i. If that groat event were now 
pending, instead of being sixteen years 
in the rear, it would be our duty, at 
any cost of possible offence in any 
quarter, to speak of it as our con¬ 
science might require us to speai;- 
Btit, as things are, this would be to 
offer a wanton provocation, utterly 
useless for any practical end, 
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tending towards the continued aliena¬ 
tion of many excellent fcllow-sulyccts. 
Wrong or right, the policy of “Eniaii- 
cjpiition ” has triumphed; the thing 
is done, and cannot be undone; we 
must now adapt ourselves to a system 
which has become the law of the laud. 
It is in such a case as with tlie past 
errors of a man’s life: if#e is wise, 
ho w ill not suffer his energies to waste 
ihcuisclvcs upon unavailing regrets, 
'lo revoke the irrevocable being an 
eJibrfc so . manifestly childish, he will 
a|»i>ly himself to an effort which is 
rational, manly, and full of hope—to 
the cojTccting or mitigating of those 
consequences from his errors wliich 
Mr(.‘ most threatening for his future 
welfare. 

Social forms often show the same 
]n'inciple of vitality and reproduction; 
and, after the deadliest convulsions, 
j)ut forward corresponding tendencies 
to rcstointion of their natural liealth 
and equilibrium. It is one, indeed, 
amongst the tests of excellence iu 
any political constitution, that it can 
stand very rude shocks, and that it 
has internal resources foL' healing all 
injuries not organically destructive. 
(\!tlioliccinai)cipation,whatevermight 
be thought of it if viewed from a stii- 
uon of unlimited power to choose or 
10 r(‘ject, must now be reconciled to 
(lurinimis for better and worse; and 
in peaceable times will gradually a<l- 
b.isl itself to the working of our poli- 
iical system, settling into the general 
economy of the machine. But this 
.'hiynooth endowment tends to other 
K'Milts. Tito steps are inevitable 
from this centre to the very outer¬ 
most pcriithery that bounds the am¬ 
bition of Irish Popery; viz. to abso¬ 
lute ascendency for itself, to abso¬ 
lute overthrow of Protestantism in 
Ireland, and therefore* to ultimate 
separation of that island from the 
British empire, so far as the dreadful 
elibrt is concerned. Forwc must not 
overlook the modern symptoms of the 
case. Formerly, as in 1782 for in¬ 
stance, Ireland dreamed not of any 
furtlier advantages than such as could 
bo extoi'ted from the occasional diffi¬ 
culties of England under foreign hosti¬ 
lity, and such as should be sanctioned 
by iSnglisli parliamentary concession. 
Bat under the long agitation of Mr 
0*ConneU a new party has grown up, 
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which regards Ireland—however in¬ 
ferior for aggressive war—as strong 
enough, by means of Its excessive 
population, and the local advantages 
inherent in every possessor of the soil, 
for throwing otf the connexion with 
England. Independence, on the foot¬ 
ing of a separate nation, is seriously 
aimed at by tlic young blood of Ire¬ 
land ; not with a view to any imagi¬ 
nary advantages from development 
of native resonrccs or alleviation of 
taxes, but on the single excitement 
of nationality. And by this ultimate 
object, as undoubtedly a favoured 
object w'orking underground and ex¬ 
tensively in the Ireland of 1845, we 
must measure the Itnidencics of an 
endowment conferred by Parliament 
upon the Popish religion. 

Rightly to judge of any favour 
or privilege wl'iatever conced('d to 
Popery, wc must consider the position 
of Popery with respect to the altered 
prospects of the world as it now is, 
and the duties of Protestantism, per¬ 
manently as well as specially, in re¬ 
lation to the changed and changing 
attitude of our own particular crisis. 
But these being the capital aspects of 
the case, wc will first of all notice 
those more manageable and remcin- 
berablc topics which arc flying abroad 
upon the popular breath amongst our 
antagonists. 

It is alleged that wc, tiie con¬ 
federate opponents of the grant, are 
not natural allies. Being heteroge¬ 
neous, our opposition cannot be cordial. 
Why not ? If comprehensive unani¬ 
mity, and iiiKUstinguishing unanimity, 
were an indispensable condition to¬ 
wards a legitimate confederacy, then 
it would be an impossibility that any 
combined action of men (which is o*ie 
main purpose of human society) should 
ever arise. Some of us think it a 
high duty of the state to endow and 
favour that form of Christianity which 
the predominant opinion (as collected 
from the total enipu e) pronounces the 
true one. This is our own creed; and 
it is our further belief that this duty 
is strengthened where not only tho 
general opinion has pronounced itself 
strongly for that particular religious 
system, but where also the history and 
the institutions of the land have un¬ 
folded themselves for centuries, and 
through memorable struggles, under 
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the inspiration of that system, con¬ 
forming to it, and receiving its im- 
j)ress. On the other hand, con&ider- 
able masses of those who now pull 
together witlx ourselves, ai’C permanent 
protestors against all state endow¬ 
ments of anyone particular church; 
and not only so, but they object to any 
possible mode of connexion between 
the government-and the functions of 
ecclesiastical bodies. What of that? 
'J’hosc are most thoughtless, or else 
incapable of self-control, who at sucli 
a moment of common peril remind 
us of diilerences utterly imperti- 
iieiit to the question. Can wc not 
abstract ? If wc are in discoi'd upon 
]utlitical points, are we not agreed 
ii])on the great interests of onr com¬ 
mon rrolcstantism ? AVh}’^ must wc 
be in harmony further than as to the 
one vast cause which wc jointly de¬ 
fend? Upon this logic, Whigs and 
Tories meeting upon the same deck 
must not unite to “sink, burn, and 
destroy” the enemies of then' common 
country; or two households, Radical 
and Conservative, in the same village, 
must not work the same engine for 
the extinction of a fire winch threat¬ 
ens every hearth. As to the case of 
those who oppose the %r 2 L\^t exclusirchj 
on the principle of liostility to state 
endowments of religious bodies, all of 
us see clearly that they travtd on our 
road no inch further than it leads to 
a private purpose of their own, and 
that they will violently wheel away 
from us at the point where our pm*- 
poses liogin to divide. But, in the 
mean time, our purposes at this mo¬ 
ment, and for the instant result, do 
vot divide; and their support is good 
for so niucli of the struggle as they are 
conscientiously able to share with us. 

But surely, say another class of 
objectors, though it is a pity that 
the Irish are not Protestants, it is 
better that they should have Popery 
lor their form of religion than no re¬ 
ligion at all. True. And if this were 
the alternative necessity, viz. that, 
Popery decaying, all religion must 
decay in Ireland; then we also sliould 
cordially support any safe mode (but 
not this mode) of raising the standard 
of education for the priestly instruc¬ 
tors of Ireland. But we arc not called 
upon to legislate for that dilemma. 
If, indeed, the case wero«that off 
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Popish regiment, it is clearly the duty 
of governmeut to provide a Popish 
chaplain, and to see that he is properly 
qnalitied for his office; because, if you 
do not open a regular channel to 
Popish instructions, you are sure that 
both conscience and worldly honour, 
paramount principles for cherishing 
amongst soldiers, Avill lead them to 
withdraw from all other instructions. 
Not being Papists, the men will be¬ 
come practically infidels. But tlie 
case is far otherwise for the Irish 
people. Government is not summon¬ 
ed to provide any part of an improved 
equipage for .an Irish religious esta¬ 
blishment. That is done, or done 
sufficiently. Whether as Protestant 
or Catholic, every man has access to 
religious instructions and religious 
consolations. There is no call to im¬ 
prove the quality of the priestly miu • 
istrations; for, considering the quality 
of the doctrines and usages Avhich are 
essential to J’o]>ciy, we do not believe 
that the Irish priesthood is much opea 
to improvement as a machinery for 
carrying out its own indefeasible pur¬ 
poses. To raise the standard of re¬ 
spectability at Maynooth, would not 
alter the character of the creed which 
Maynooth teaches. And when it is 
said that, with a higher education, the 
Romish priesthood would be move 
likely to breed schism or incipient 
reformation within their own order, we 
doubt greatly as to the interpretation 
of the facts upon which specula¬ 
tion is grounded. TIic Reformation, 
wliich sliook the sixteenth centiiiy, 
did not arise, (as wc see it xdleged,) 
because Luther or Mclanchthon was 
so much above the standard of monk¬ 
ish education. Men quite as exten¬ 
sively learned as they, and even more 
highly endowed by nature, had but 
the more passionately undertaken the 
cause of Papal Rome in consequence 
of those great advantages. Luther 
was strong in the strength of liis 
forerunners. The men of Luther’s 
age inherited the zeal and the light 
kindled by three centuries of grow¬ 
ing tnith. And what put the crest 
and plumage upon the aspiring hopes 
of that period, was the providen¬ 
tial madness of Rome, and the 
towering altitude of her coiTuptions, 
which just then, from mercenary 
causes, soared aloft more audaciously 
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than ever before. In the present state 
of the Papal church, and under the 
new hopes which wo shall point out 
further on, as just now opening upon 
her, it b more than ever improbable 
that any laxity of discipline at May- 
nooth, or in the general government 
internally of the Irish church, will be 
suffered to leave openings for heresies 
to arise. Essentially, llome is aware 
that, for the next half century, be¬ 
yond all the churches of earth, she 
will be a church militant. Escap¬ 
ing decay during that critical period 
from the immense diffusion of general 
knowledge, [but of knowledge not by 
any means concurrently connected 
with spiritual knowledge]—liorae is 
likely (as we shall soon argue) to take 
a prodigious bound forward. And if, 
on the other hand, any great fermen¬ 
tation of truth should commence in the 
Popish church of Ireland, and that a 
vacuum should thus be created, into 
wliich the priests could no longer carry 
their minstrations acceptably, that 
vacuum would be instantly filled by 
y.calous Protestants. Such a change 
would be so far from leaving any part 
of the Irish j)oor denuded of spiritual 
aid, or in any way exposed to the 
risk of iiifi<lelity, (according to the ob¬ 
jection,) that Protestant help would 
arise (we are well assured) in a ratio 
more than corrcspondiJig to a neces¬ 
sity that must naturally have been 
gradual in its dovcloi)nient. And thus 
it would ajlpear—that, by strengthen¬ 
ing Maynooth, Government, so far 
from protecting the people against the 
ehances of infidelity, Avould (in the 
case supposed) have been intercepting 
the fair chances of our own Protes¬ 
tant missions. Besides, that (accord¬ 
ing to a constant reproach of our an¬ 
tagonists, which they ^ must not be 
allowed to forget exactly when it fur¬ 
nishes an argument inconvenient to 
themselves,) the regular clergy of the 
Irish Protestant establishment, having 
churches (as they insist) without con¬ 
gregations, will always compose a 
staff large enough to intercept any 
possible expansion of infidelity that 
could attend the declension of Popery 
through one generation at the least. 
Folly agreeing, therefore, that Popery 
is a blessing to Ireland by comparison 
with any risk of no religion at all, 
we deny firmly that she is exposed to 


such a risk. And if unhappily she 
were, a moat Irish mode of averting 
that risk it would be—to fortify the 
claims of Maynooth, that last asylum 
ofunhallowcdandfraudulent casuistry, 
a casuistry which, like the traditions 
of the Scribes and Pharisees, makes 
void the pure law of God. 

But a more cogent objection at first 
sight to us, the oppo«ers of the May¬ 
nooth grant, seems this: “In 179G 
your party it was that originally pro¬ 
posed and founded any grant at all. 
If it was right then, it is right now. 
And, as to the increase from nine 
thousand pounds per annum to twenty- 
six thousand, that is a consideration 
for accountants rather than for states¬ 
men ; the sum cannot affect the prin- 
ciple.” 

Here are our answers; for there 
are more points to answer than one. 

Firsts It is not true, or near to be¬ 
ing true, that the sum at issue could 
not affect the principle concerned. 
Many are the ciiscs in W'Jiich tlie 
quantities of the objects conccnied in 
acts entirely vary the qualities of the 
acts. The law itself, which profess¬ 
edly neglects trifies, [(Je minimis non 
curat /ca*,] and ■which, in criminal 
cases, will not entortaiu a charge 
where the injury is below a certain 
money amount, shows how essential 
to the moral estimate of acts is the, 
quantity of the value in issue. Money 
being power, quite as much as ever 
kijowdedge was power, and much les.s 
rcstricfcodly so, there arises with the 
vai'iatious of the sum the largest 
range of variations in the iiitcr])reta- 
tion of the understanding between 
the parties as to the intention of giver 
and receiver. That sum is a bribe, 
wliicli, divided by ten, is a fair ac¬ 
knowledgment of services performed. 
That sum in other cases is an insult, 
which, being centupled, would bo au 
honourable expression of distinguish¬ 
ed merit. Nine thousand pounds might 
have been given, and (if we go back to 
the facts) really was given as a dona¬ 
tion to an abject pauper; whilst an ad¬ 
dition of seventeen thousand more may 
be accepted—aud (if we consult tho 
facts) will be accepted—in the haugh¬ 
ty spirit of one who affects to regard 
as a testimony to his own merit what 
secretly he believes to be offered in 
Trembling^ropitiation. It was Burke 
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who suggested the first endowment of 
a Popish College; but how different 
arc acts nominally the same! His 
motives were the motives of a reflect¬ 
ing patriot; Sir Robert Peers are 
the motives of a compromiser between 
adverse interests, whose heart, though 
honourable as regards intentions, does 
not prompt him to give a preponde¬ 
rating weight to =^itlicr side, however 
opposed in principle. The motives^ 
however, belong to our next head. 
At present, we are dealing with the 
money amount. It is alleged that 
seventeen thousand added to nine 
thousand can make no difference as 
to principle, and that all Ave, who 
reverence Burke and Pitt, are bound 
by their precedent. JnTow to that 
point the distinct ansAver is—that tl»c 
■ nine thousand oi‘ Biirkc and Pitt Avas 
given as an eleemosynary dole to a 
body too poor, and at that time too 
abject, in political consideration, to 
move jealousy in any quartci'. But 
the Burn noAv asked is ATry nearly 
threefold of that fixed by Mr Pitt, 
and (if we add tlie inlcre>st of the out¬ 
fit for the new funiituro, appoint¬ 
ments, &c.) is wore thaii. threefold. 
The small sum aauis gi\'on as charity; 
was given as an ^//^«wff/votc ; and tins 
large one Avill be given (if it is given) 
as an (uidowmout in perpetuity to a 
haughty political interest, to a corri- 
val of Trinity college, to a ])udy that 
has moved jealousy in every (piarter, 
and finally, (wbicli sickens us to re¬ 
collect,) to a body that Avill haw the 
audacity, in concert Avitli Mr O’Con- 
iiel, one year after every favour shall 
have been received, to disown it as a 
subject for gratitude—acknoAvlcdging 
it only as th(^ pledge and monument 
of English panic. 

Secondltj^ As to the motives, these 
grew out of the perils diffused by tlic 
French Revolution. The year 1797, 
which followed the suggestion of this 
pecuniary aid to the Irish priests, aa'os 
the last year of Burke’s life.' In Avliat 
light ho viewed the contagion from 
the anti-social frenzy then spreading 
over Europe, may be seen from the 
oracular works through which he 
spoke his mind both in 1796 and 
1797. He was profoundly impressed 
with the disorganizing tendencies of 
the principles, but still more of the 
licentious cravings for change, which 


from the centre of Paris had crept 
like a mist over the whole face of 
Europe. France was in a less tumul¬ 
tuous state then than in 1792-3-4; 
but, as respected Europe generally, the 
aspect of things was worse; because 
naturally the explosion of frenzy in 
Paris during the Reign of Terroi’, took 
a space of two or three years to re¬ 
produce aud train the corresponding 
sympathies in other great capitals of 
the Continent. By 1797, the contagiou 
was mature. Thence came the neces¬ 
sity for some domestic establishment 
Avhero Irish priests should bo edu¬ 
cated: it was no longer safe that they 
should resort to St Omers: both be¬ 
cause the unsettled license of think¬ 
ing upon all things established would 
form the very Avorst atmosphere for 
clerical sobriety; and more specifically 
because all the Jacobins of the time 
bore deadly hatred to England. The 
priests trained at St Oiners, would in 
fact havii become a corps of spies, 
dcicoys, and conspirators in the ser- 
vicc of France. The rebellion of ’98 
read a commentary on tliis text. And 
no policy, therefore, could have been 
wiser than to intercept such a I'esulfc 
by a periodical grant to Mayuooth; 
whilst the rcHiuisitc dependency of the 
iiistitiUiou Avas secured by making the 
grant annual. Now, however, not only 
is it proi>osed to make it permanent, 
Avhich (together Avitli the enlarged 
amoiinl) totally changes Us character, 
but a greater cliangc still is—that 
the original reason tor any gi’aut at 
all, litt; political reason, has entirely 
passed away. I'lic objection to a con- 
lineutal education may be strong as 
regards the convenience of the Irish ; 
but the hiconvciiience has no longer 
any relation to ourselves. No air in 
Europe can be tainted Avith a fiercer 
animosity to England than the air of 
Ireland. In this respect the students 
ofMaynootli mnwofhe more perilously 
situated. Whilst we all know by the 
Repeal rent and the O’Connell yearly 
tribute, that the Irish Papists could 
easily raise three times the money 
demanded for Maynooth, if they were 
as willing to bo just in a service of 
national duty as they are to bo liberal 
in a service of conspiracy. 

Thirdly^ Connected with this ques¬ 
tion of motives^ arises another aspect 
of the case. A college, it may be said. 
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< iinnot do much in the way of modi¬ 
fying the political temperof acountiy, 
whether tor the better or the worse. 
Jf disaffection to the government pre- 
vjiils in Ireland, that may argue no 
j)articipation in siicl^ a spirit by the 
rulers of Maynooth. But in another 
dir<.*ction, Maynooth cannot plead 
innocence.* The O’Coiinell agitation 
would at any rate, with or witliout 
]Mayiiootlj,have distempered all public 
loyalty amongst the lower classes. They 
could present no resistance to influen¬ 
ces operating too strongly upon their 
nationality. But the priestly order, if 
originally by their training at all 
adoiMied with the graces proper to 
their profession, would not have fallen 
under the influence of acts so entirely 
iiiobbisli. Yet wo know that by no 
other engine lias Mr O’Connell so 
jt(»werfiilly operated on tiie Irish 
mind as througli the agency of the 
I>riests. !Not O’Connell moulded them 
for his service, but they iirescnted 
themselves ready moulded to him; 
and with exceptions so rare as to 
argue a more extensive secularisation 
(►f the jiriestly mind throughout Ire¬ 
land, than has ever been witnessed in 
the strongholds of Topery. This early 
preoccupation by a w'orldly taint of the 
clerical mind amongst the Irish Ca¬ 
ll lolies, could not possibly have reach¬ 
ed an excess so entirely witliout pa- 
rullel in Europe, unless chiefly through 
ju'ofligate systems of training at 
uooth. In all Ireland there was found 
with difliciilty any specimen of the 
simple rural pastor (so common in 
h'rance) who withdrew himself from 
]tnlitical strife. The priest who con¬ 
sidered his spiritual character degraded 
1 ) 3 ^ parfisanshi]), (no matter in wliat 
s(‘rvice,) was nowhere to be heard of. 
Wherever Mr 0’Coni|cll wanted an 
agent, an intriguer, an instiaiment for 
rousing the people, he was sure of one 
in the parish priest. Now this fact is 
decisive upon the merits of Maynooth. 
It matters not what latitude may be 
allowed to variety of political views; 
no politics of any sort can be regarded 
as becoming to a village pastor. But 
allow him to be h politician, how 
could a priest become a tool without 
ruin to hia spiritual character ? Yet 
this is the Maynooth, training its 
alumni to two duties, the special duty 
of living in procinctu and in harness 


for every assault upon the Protestant 
ostablishiiicnt of their country, and 
for the unlimited duty of taking orders 
in any direction from Mr O’Connell 
—this is the Maynooth to which, for 
such merits, we have been paying 
nine thousand pounds annually for 
exactly fifty years, and are now re¬ 
quired to pay three times as much for 
ever. 

But from these narrower questions, 
directed to circumstautialities local 
and transitoiy, wo wish to draw the 
reader's attention upon certain other 
questions larger and more i>liilosopliic. 
And, first of all, let us say a word 
upon one point continually raised, 
and not at all limited to Irish cases ; 
viz. the latitude allowed by conscience 
to a I’rotestant in promoting the wel¬ 
fare of Papists, where it hapi)ena that 
the personal service i.s*associated un¬ 
avoidably with some service to the 
Popish cause. As indivuluals, or 
even as a collective body in the com¬ 
monwealth, every liberal man would 
wish to protect and to favour his Ca- 
tliolic fellOAv-citizens, if he could do so 
without aiding them in their natural 
purpose of making proselytes. There 
arc cases undoubtedly in which 
these mixed advantages for the 
person and lor * the creed would 
so blend as to offer a difficult ]»roblem 
in casuistry to a delicate conscience. 
Sir llobert l*ccl in the linal debate on 
the second reading of the Maynooth 
bill, attempted to throw dust in the 
eyes of the House upon the principle 
concerned in cases of this nature; and 
even if he had been right in his argu¬ 
ment, we believe that he would have 
gained little for the particular ques¬ 
tion concenied in the Maynooth grant. 
He argued, by way of showing liow 
untenable was the notion that wc 
could not conscientiously support a 
religion which wc believed erroneous, 
that upon that hypothesis we should 
cut the gi'ound from below our feet in 
the mode of supporting our own reli¬ 
gion. The law of England insists 
upon the Dissenters paying church- 
rates and tithes to the English church ; 
now, argued Sir Kobert, the Dissenter 
might turn round and plead, in bar of 
this claim, the English churchman’s 
demur to supporting Popery by sup¬ 
porting Maynooth. But the case ac¬ 
curately stated is—that no English 
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churchman ever did demur to pajing 
his quota towards Majnooth ; on the 
contrary, he has paid it quietly for 
tifty years. What some few church¬ 
men have demurred to was—not pay¬ 
ing after the law had said but 

legislating for the payment; passing 
the annual vote for the payment. 
Ifow, if a Dissenter happens to be in 
rarliament, he is quite at liberty to 
make the same demur as to church- 
rates ; but he makes his demur in the 
wrong quarter if he addresses it to 
tlie collector. So again, as regards 
the increased grant, and the perma¬ 
nent grant to JVlaynootli, if it passes 
the two Houses, we shall all of us pay 
our share without scrujde; neither 
will our consciences be at all wounded, 
for we pay under the coercion of a 
distress-warrant, contingent upon our 
refusing to pay. It is the sufiering 
the law to pass, without opposing it 
iu one way or other, that would wound 
our consciences. And, again, the 
English law does not require a Dis¬ 
senter to concur in the propriety of 
paying church-rates, it requires him 
only to ]).ay them. 

But we Protestants, in paying to 
Maynooth, supposing that wc mad© 
ourselves parties to the pajunent by 
consenting to the bill, feel that we 
should be wilfully abetting the pro- 
])agation of eri'or. It is true tliat 
the Paj)ist finds Iiimself in the same 
necessity of contributing to what he 
regards as heresy by contributing to 
the support of the Protestant Esta¬ 
blishment. But if a Protestant re¬ 
sorts to a country, or ac<pncsces in a 
country where Popery is established, 
he does not complain that he falls 
under the relation of a tributary to a 
system which did not seek him^ but 
which he sought. 

Tliere arc other casuistical points, 
arising out of these practical relations 
to systems of^ligious belief, which are 
often uDskilft^’ mingled wd th cases like 
this of Maynooth; but thcycaniiot dis¬ 
guise the broad distinction between the 
principle in that question and the 
principle iu the question of Catholic 
emancipation. There the object was 
purely negative, viz. to liberate a 
body of men from certain incapacities. 
Successive penal laws had stripped 
the Papist of particular immunities 
and liberties. These were restored 
by emancipation. A defect was made 


good. But no positive powers weic 
created by that measure. Now, on 
the other liand, when a large revenue 
is granted, (as by the pending May¬ 
nooth grant,) this is in effect to fur¬ 
nish artillery for covering advances 
upon hostile ground. This gives po¬ 
sitive powers to Popoiy for propaga¬ 
ting its errors. I'iiat Sir Kobert 
Pee! should hold such a mode of 
collusion with falsehood to be law¬ 
ful—would be astonishing, avoiv 
it not that he manifestly confounds 
tlie case of promoting a law by 
votes, or any mode of active sup¬ 
port, which is a true and siibstaiitiid 
assent, with the case of paying under 
a demand of the law. Now this is no 
assent at all, any more than the sur¬ 
rendering your person passively to the 
arrest of a police-officer is an assent 
to the justice of tlic accusation, or to 
the reasonableness of the law under 
which you will be tried. To pay on 
the demand of the law is no assent at 
all, but an abridged process of yield¬ 
ing to the i)hysical coercion of the 
law. You are aware of the stei)S 
tl)rongh which the compulsory action 
of the \a^Y will travel; and it cannot 
make any ditiercnce as to the princi- 
l)le of your submission, that, for the 
sake of saving time, you yield to the 
first step, instead of waiting for the 
last. It is, therefore, no duty of a 
Protestant, in any circumstances, to 
abet Popery by any mode of support, 
but only seems to l>e so by confonad- 
ing cases essentially different. 

Next arises for notice, the very in¬ 
teresting question on the prospei^ts 
of Po])ery at this moment, and its 
chances of a great restoration, by 
means of combination with various 
forms of human power. One cause 
of error upon \his subject lies in the 
notion that conspicuous obscurations 
of civil grandeur, jurisdiction, and 
wealth, which Popery has suffered of 
late years iu almost e^'cry state, have, 
therefore, been absolute losses of 
spiritual power. On the contrary, 
these losses are likely to strengthen 
Popery. Precisely in the most bigoted 
of Poy)ish kingdoms—Austria, Bava¬ 
ria, Spain, and Portugal—the Popish 
religion has been shorn, during the 
last fifty yeai’s, of its most splendid 
temporalities. The suppression of 
the Inquisition in Spain, &c., the 
extinction of religious houses on so 
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Tast a ^cale, the Ihnitation of the 
Papal rights in the disposal of 
Bishops* sees, the confiscation or sale 
of church lands, to an amount un¬ 
suspected in Protestant countries— 
these and other convulsions have 
shaken the Papacy in a memorable 
dcigrco. But it is certain that the 
vigour and vitality of Popery, in modes 
in(»re appropriate to a spiritual power, 
arc reviving. PopciT' has benefited 
by the removal, however harshly exe¬ 
cuted at the moment, of cuonnous 
abuses connected sometimes wdth 
wealth, sometimes only with the re¬ 
putation of wealth, but n either case 
with a weight of popular odmin. 'i’hc 
vessel has righted and become buoy¬ 
ant by tiie sacrifice of masts and rig¬ 
ging. A si)irit of activity has again 
manifested itself in many directions. 
And with this has concurretl a new 
body of hopes, arising from social 
accidents in America. Throughout the 
great central valley of North America, 
and along the line of the most recent 
inroads into the western forests, a 
gi’eat opening has arisen, of late years, 
tor throwing a network of spiritual 
power over a vast territory that is 
rapidly unfolding its power and wealth. 
Through this opening has j)oiircd, for 
some years like a spring-tide, a huge 
host of Catholic missionaries. Such 
was the extensive dcntaiid for sjiiri- 
tnal ministration amongst a po]tala- 
tion multii>lying to excess, that amj 
order of Christian clergy would have 
been welcome. Here is a basis laid 
for future magnificent dcAcIopmeut 
of Popish power. Rome itself has 
been stirred and agitated with the 
prospect of seeing its energies revive, 
and of reaping a malicious retribution 
by entering into combination with 
that Teutonic race, fi;om wliom, du¬ 
ring the last three centuries, she had 
received her deadliest wounds. But 
a doubt arises, whether this very com¬ 
bination will not bo more likely to im¬ 
press a totally new character upon the 
Pajial religion. The Saxon energy 
will be likely to sti’angle Popery, 
rather than Popery in the long run 
to pervert that energy. In Plng- 
laud itself, through Oxford, unex¬ 
pected auguries have dawned upon 
Kome, of a new birth for the pomps 
of Papal Rome. And exactly at 
this crisis of hope and unlimited an¬ 
ticipation, the splendid endowment 


of Maynooth, solemnly proposed and 
vigorously pressed forward by a cau¬ 
tious minister of England, coinciding 
also with thp spasmodic throes of the 
Irish people to establish an indepen¬ 
dent nationality, have doubtless spread 
through the councils of the Vatican as 
much of what will probably be foinui 
visionary expectation, as through the 
hearts of our own Protestant country¬ 
men , they have spread of what equally, 
we trust, will be convci’ted by this 
national insurrection against May¬ 
nooth into visiouary fear. 

Another point we are bound to 
notice, as error generally diffused— 
though shocking to just logic. It is 
said, byway of reoroach to ourselves— 
the England of tbis day—t'liat we took 
all the splendid endowments of Ox¬ 
ford, Cambridge, and so forth, from 
Roman Catholics; which being so, 
we are bound to make some restora¬ 
tion of the spoils to the Catholics of 
this day. "Was there ever hcai-d more 
complex absurdity? Mark its stages: 

1 St, If you had taken them from Ca¬ 
tholics of the ICth century, how would 
that translate aii}" interest of propertv 
in the institutions to people of the 
nineteenth c^tury, simply as pro¬ 
fessing the same faith V AVe took va¬ 
rious spoils about 1780 from Hydor 
All, the sultan of Mysore: in 170!) 
wc took others more costly from his 
son Tippoo: will that entitle some 
ju'incc of Turkestan, or Bokhara, in 
the year 2000, to claim these spoils 
on the plea that he is a Mahometan V 
An iiitorcst of inheritance would thus 
be vested in the emptiest of abstrac¬ 
tions. 

2d, They were not Catholics, in a 
proper sense, who founded the chief 
colleges at Oxford, (tc. The Roman 
Catholic faith was not developed fully 
at the period when many were found¬ 
ed : it could not be developed even as 
a religious system^ until ^ter the great 
polemic writers, on thffine side and 
the other, had drawn out the differen¬ 
tial points of doctrine. And when 
partly developed, or showing a ten¬ 
dency to certain conclusions, it was 
not fully settled until the Council of 
Trent. Next, as a political interest^ 
it was not at all developed until be¬ 
tween the beginning of Luther and 
the termination of Trent. Impossible 
it was that it should; for until a 
counter-pole existed, until an antago- 
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nisi interest^had "Arisen, the relations 
of Popery, whether political or reli¬ 
gions, must have been indeterminate : 
as a kingdom surroUtided by deserts 
and trackless forests, cannot have its 
frontier line ascertained. 

iJdly, If they had^bcen Catholics, 
in fullest sense, who founded our 
universities, it was not as Catholics 
tliat they founded them, but as gi-eat 
families who had accumulated pro¬ 
perty under our system of laws ; and 
secondly, as natives of the land. They 
were aide to found universities, be¬ 
cause they had been protected by 
English laws; they were willing to 
found universities, because they were 
of English birth, and loved their na¬ 
tive land. The Countess of Bichmond, 
for instance, or Henry VI., in his gi-eat 
foundations at Eton or Cambridge, 
or Baliol at Oxford, did not think of 
Popery under any relation to heresy. 
They thought of it, so far as at all they 
thought of it, in its general abstraction 
of spiritual loveliness; and under that 
sliape it differed not at all from tlic 
Protestantism of the English church. 
The temper iu which they acte<l, is a 
pledge that they thought of man, and 
the children of man, n(Jt iu relation to 
those points iu -which they diflered, 
but to thos(' above all in >vhich they 
agreed. They were compatriots of 
the islanders—they loved knowledge 
—and in those characters, not as 
Papists, they founded colleges. 

4thly, Sui)posing that iu the plenary 
and controversial sense they had been 
Catholics who founded our gi*eat 
mediaeval institutions; supposing, 
next, that they had founded them as 
Catholics, and because they were Ca¬ 
tholics; supposing, also, that from 
them, in that aerial character of “ per¬ 
sons holding a creed^ any rights of in¬ 
heritance could, by leave of Thomas 
Aquinas, be imagined metaphysically 
to descend; lastly, and notwithstanding 
all this, theirestablishmcnts had passed 
into the hands of other trustees by 
due course of law—that is, by legisla¬ 
tion under the countersign of king, 
lords, and commons; that is, by the 
same title under w'hich any man what¬ 
ever, Papist or Protestant, holds any 
property whatever. Are we obliged 
to settle an annuity upon A B, be¬ 
cause ho can trace himself lineally to 
a man who held our lands under Ed¬ 
ward the Confessor? Yet, by the 


supposition, A B cm prove a relation 
in blood to the ancient owner, though 
none at all to the lands. But the 
Catholics can show no relation what¬ 
ever either to the foundations at Ox¬ 
ford, or to the blood of the founder. 
Upon this conceit, if a man could 
trace his blood to an ancient Druid, 
he Avould have a Ikn in law upon all 
the oak-trees in the island I Bisum 
Uneatis ^ 

Wlulst this, however, is a mere 
vapour of the speculative brain, there 
is a final absurdit}’’, less showy in it» 
exfriivaganc(j^ yet in practice more 
misleading. We cannot 'allow our¬ 
selves, consistently with the rapid 
movement, of our sketch, to do justice 
to this ffillacy; but we will indicate 
its outline. Look back to all the pro- 
Catholic journals for the last forty 
years, and you \vill find it every 
W'hcre appealed to and relied on as a 
substantial argument—that, in many 
states on the Continent, Catholics and 
rrotc.stantR sit as assessors on the 
same bench of judgment; act har¬ 
moniously as officers, commanders 
and commanded, iu tlie same regi¬ 
ment; meet daily as fellow-students in 
the same schools and colleges. The 
inference is—that mere partisanship, 
deeper bigotiy, and no other cause 
whatever, has' made it difficult or 
dangerous for English Protestants and 
Catholics to effect the vsainc coalition. 
Having no room left for a fuller ex¬ 
posure of this delusive representation, 
we shall here content ourselves with 
an illustrative allusion or two. I'he 
Moors were expelled from Spain before 
any English t^atholica became the ob¬ 
jects (having wilfully made themselves 
the objects) of something like proscrip¬ 
tion under English laws. The chasm 
between the floors of this day and 
their ancestors stretches over more 
than three centuries. Has that rent 
closed? Have thoseivoiinds healed? 
Is the reader awjiro of tlio figurative 
language, under the sjmibol of house- 
door keys, .still hanging over Moorish 
hearths, '&c., by wdiich, to this hour, 
the Moors'cherish for tlicir children’s 
cars deep vindictive remembrances of 
their ancient habitations in Spain, 
and their haughty vision of a bloody 
re*entrance ? Does the reader imagine 
that an invasion by Moors of Italy or 
France w'ould move under the same 
burning impulses as an invasion of 
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Spaia ? The return of the Moors to 
Spain would bo like the recoil of a 
catapulta. And, allowing for higher 
civilisation, of the same deep me¬ 
morial character would have been any 
re-entry of Roman Catholics upon 
power in England, had it been less 
gradual than the prudence of Parlia¬ 
ments made it. The deep outrages 
of Catholics upon English rights, un¬ 
der the troubled movements amongst 
the thrones of Europe during the cen¬ 
tury of strife, which made the tempta¬ 
tions to treason irresistible for vassals 
of Rome, forced from the Protestants 
such stern reactions, as Rave left with 
both parties an abiding sense' of pro¬ 
found injuries. Attainders to be blot¬ 
ted out, judgments to be reversed, 
burning records of shamQ for persons 
and for creed, sculptured in our laws, 
to trample under foot, are likely to 
stimulate the maliee (calling itself the 
retribution) of lineal descendants, even 
if there were po estates to reclaim. And 
surely those fantastic persons who 
think, that merely to bear the name 
or cl^sificatioii of “ Catholic ” must 
confer upon one, pleading no shadow 
of a connexion with the founder of a 
college, some claim to a dividend upon 
its funds, are not entitled to hold 
cheap the very ditferent sort of 
claims, resting upon acknowledged 
heirship, which arc now lying amoiigst 
the muniments of thousands. It 
is a recoi'd of the political imbe¬ 
cility, it is to the high disgrace^ of tijc 
continental states, that with most of 
them Catholics and Protestants could 
meet in this insipid harmony: it was 
a harmony resembling the religious 
toleration of people—tolerant, because 
careless of cdl religion. Had they, like 
ourselves, possessed a constitution of 
slow growth, a representative system, 
a popular mind,* all stimulating to 
noble political feuds, — in that case 
they would have had high principles like 
ourselves; they, like ourselves, w'ould 
have faced the action and reaction of 
endless contest; and their political 
progress, like ours, would have been 


written on every page of their history 
and legislation. It was because they 
slept and snored for ages with no 
instincts of fiery political life, that they 
were able, in modern times—Catholics 
and Protestants—to fraternise in ctfe- 
minatc raptures of maudlin senti¬ 
mentality. 

apply this last topic specially 
to our conclusion:—^In pointing to the 
yet unappreciated difference between 
our own feuds with popery and those of 
other nations—which foreign feuds, at 
the very best, (if they rose at all to the 
grandeur of civil strife,) moved through 
butchery and violence, as in France, 
not through laws and scatFolds—moved 
like the uproars of Afgliaiis, not like 
the grand tribunitial contests of ancient 
Rome—we could only indicate a fea¬ 
ture or two of the inexhaustible case. 
And naturally it was to England that 
we pointed. But now—but by this 
Maynooth revolution, it is not England 
that is primarily menaced. Ireland it 
is upon which tliat evil will descend, 
w'liich, by the wisdom of Parliament, 
backed by the protesting tumults ot 
the people, did not descend on Eng¬ 
land. For England, Parliament was 
cautions and retarding in all its steps. 
Tiic “return of tlie Ileracleida!** was 
by graduated movements; and, had 
it even been abrupt, a thousandfold 
greater were the resources for com¬ 
bined resistance of Protestants against 
combined reaction of Papists. But in 
Ireland, deeper arc the vindictive re¬ 
membrances, more recent arc the de¬ 
ductions of claims to property, and 
louder the clamours for wide resump¬ 
tion ; from massacre and counter mas¬ 
sacre, from Cromwell, from Limerick, 
from Londondciy, from Boyne, from 
Aughriin, tlie wounds arc yet green and 
angry; and the hostile factions have 
never dissolved their array. This is 
the land into which a Moorish recoil 
is now threatened. The leader under¬ 
stands us to speak of a return—not for 
the physical men—but for the restored 
character of supremacy in which they 
will be able to act with power. 
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rUHilKIN, Tllli 
No. 

Skbtcii of Poshicin'm Life axi> Worses 

JiRlDOE, Ai>.1UNCT PuOFESSOR OF K? 

Alexanjieu Lyceum, Tjianslatok of 

Amo:s (1 the many striking aiialogios 
^vliidi exist between the ])liysLcal and 
intellectual creations, atul exhibit the 
uniforai method adopted by Sujircnic 
AVisdom in the production ffiRi'Avliat is 
most immortal and most precious in 
the world of thought, as well as of 
what is most useful and beautiful in 
the world of matter, there is one 
wliich cannot fail to arise before the 
most actual and coinmonjdace imagi¬ 
nation. This is, the great apparent 
care exhibited by n;Um*c in the pre¬ 
paration of the 7U(/tts —or matrix, if 
we niayso style it—in which th^ genius 
of the great man is to be peifectcd 
und elaborated. Nature creates no¬ 
thing in sport; and as much foresight 
—possibly even more—is disi>laycd in 
the often coinpUcatcil and intricate 
machinery of concurrent causes wliicli 
preparo^tlie dcvelopincut of great litc- 
vary genius, as in the elaborate in¬ 
foldings whicli protect from injury the 
germ of the future oak, or tlic deep- 
laid and mysterious bed, and the 
unimaginable ages of growth and 
hardening, necessary to the water 
of the diamond, or to the purity of 
the gold. 

Pushkin is undoubtedly one of that 
small number of names, Mliicli have 
become incorporated and identified 
with the literature of their couiiliy; 
at once the typo and the expression 
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RUSSIAN rORT. 

I. 

, r.Y Thomas B. Shaw, 15.A. of Cam- 
rci.isii Li rEiiATUi; li in the Imfekiai.. 

Tin; IIeuetk',*’ &;c. 

of that country’s nationality—one of 
that small but illustrious band, whose 
writings have become part of the very 
household language of tlieir nath'* 
land—whose lightest words may be 
inccssaully licaiil from the lips of all 
classes; and whose expressions may 
be said, like those of Shakspearo, of 
Moliere, and of Cervantes, to have 
become the natural forms embodying 
the ideas which they liave expressed, 
and in expressing, consecrated. In 
a word, I^iishkin is nndoiiiably and 
essentially the great nntioiiai poet of 
Kus.-^ia. 

In tracing, therefore, this author’s 
double existence, and in essaying to 
give some account of his oxtm’iial us 
well as his interior life—in .sketching 
the poet and tlic man—w(‘. cannot fail 
to remark a striking exemplificatioa 
of the piinciplc to wJiicli wc have 
alluded; and as m c accompany, in 
•ref5pectfnl admiration, liis short but 
brilliniit career, avc shall have inces¬ 
sant occasion to remember the laws 
which regulated its march—laws cvcr-‘ 
acting and eternal, and no Ics.s appa¬ 
rent to tlic e^c of ciiliglitoncd criti- 
ci.sm, than are the mighty physical 
indiiencG.s which guide the planet.s iu 
their course, to the abstract reason of 
the astronomer. 

Alexander Pushkin was J^om (as if 
destiny had intended, iu assigning his 
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birth-place — the ancient capital of 
itussU, ^nd still the dwelling-place of 
all tWt is most intense in Kiissian 
natiotality-—to predict all the stuff 
and groundwork of liis^ character) at 
Moscow, on the 26th of May 1799. 
His family, by the paternal sid<^, was 
one bf the most ancient and distin¬ 
guished in the empire, and was de¬ 
scended from Ratclia, a German—■ 
probably a Teutonic knight—whp set¬ 
tled in Muscovy in the thirteenth 
century, and took service under Alex¬ 
ander Ndyskii, (1252—1262,) and 
who is the parent root from which 
spring many of the most illustrious 
liouses in Eussia—those of Pushkin, 
of Buturlin, of Kamenskii, and of 
Metcldff. Nor was the paternal line 
of Pushkin’s ^ house undistinguished 
for other triumphs than "those record¬ 
ed in the annals of war; his grand¬ 
father, Vassilii Lvdvitch Pushkin, 
was a poet of considerable reputation, 
and was honoured, no less thau Alex¬ 
ander’s father, with the intimacy of 
the most illustrious literary men of 
Ills age—of DinitricflF, Karamzin, and 
Jukovskii. 

But perhaps the most reniavkablc 
circumstance connected with Push¬ 
kin’s origin—a circumstance of pecu¬ 
liar significance to tliosc who, like 
ourselYca, arc believers in the in¬ 
fluence, on human character, of race*, 
or bloody is tlio fact of his having been 
the grandson, by the mother’s side, of 
an African. The cold blood of the 
north, transmitted to his veins from 
the rude Avarrior of Germany, was 
thus mingled Avith that liquid light¬ 
ning Avhich circles through the femd 
bosom of the children of the desert; 
and this crossing of the race (to use 
the language of the course) produced 
an undeniable modification in our 
poet’s character. His maternal gi’and- 
father Avas a negro, brought to Eussia 
Avhen a child by Peter the Great, and 
Avhose subsequent career was one of 
the most romantic that can be ima¬ 
gined. The Avonderful Tsar gave his 
sable prot(5g<ij whose name was Anni- 
bal, a good education, and admitted 
him inS) the marine service of the 
empire—a, service in AVhich he reached 
(in the reign of Catharine) the rank of 
Mmiral. He took part in the attack 
upon Navarin under Orloff, and died 
after a long and distinguislied cai’ccr 
Cf servicoj UaAing founded, in his new 
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country the family of Annib^Ioff, of 
which Piishkin Avas the most distin¬ 
guished ornament, and of Avhose Afri¬ 
can origin the poet, both in personal 
appearance and in mental physio¬ 
gnomy, bore the most unequivocal 
marks. To the memory of this singu¬ 
lar progenitor, Pushkin has consecra¬ 
ted more thau one of his smaller 
Avorks, and has frequently alluded to 
tlio African blood Avhich he inherited 
from the admiral. 

In 1811, Pnslikin obtained (through 
the interest of TnrgdnicflP, to whom 
Eussia is thus, in some sort, indebted 
for her groat poet) admission into the 
Imperial Lyceum of Tsarskoe Sclo, 
Avhere lie was to receive the educa¬ 
tion, and to form the friendships, 
whicli so strongly coloured, not only 
the literary productions of his Avliole 
career, but undoubtedly modified, to 
a considerable extent,, the personal, 
character of the poet. This institu¬ 
tion, then recently established by the 
Emperor Alexander, and ahvays hon¬ 
oured by the peculiar favour and pro¬ 
tection of its illustrious founder, was 
modelled on the plan of those lyccus 
which Franco OAved to the genius of 
Napoleon ; and was intended to Con¬ 
fer upoA its pupils the advantage of a 
complete encyclopedic education, and, 
not only embracing the preparatory 
or school course, but also the acade¬ 
mic curriculum of a university, was 
calculated to dismiss the students, at 
the end of their course of training, 
immediately into active life. The 
Lyceum must be undoubtedly con¬ 
sidered as having nursed in its bosom 
a greater number of distinguished men 
than any other educational institution 
in the country; and our readers may 
judge of the peculiar privileges enjoy¬ 
ed by tills establishment, (the pri¬ 
mary object of whose foundation Avas, 
that of furnishiug to the higlicr civil 
departments in the government, and 
to the ministry of foreign affairs in 
pai’ticular, a supplj^ of able and ac¬ 
complished employtSy') from the fact 
of its ha\fing been located by the 
emperor in a wing*of the palace of 
Tsarskoe Sclo—the favourite summer 
residence of the Tsars of Eussia since 
the time of Catharine II. It is to the 
last-named sovereign, as is well known 
to travellers, that this celebrated spot 
is indebted for its splendid palace and 
magnificent gardens, forming, per- 
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- haps, the most striking object which 
gratifies the stranger’s curiosity in thp 
environs of St Petersburg. 

The students of the Lyceum are 
almost always youths of the most dis- 
tingnishcd families among the llussian 
nobility, and are themselves selected 
from among the most promising in 
point of intellect. The sj^stcm of edu¬ 
cation pursued within its walls is of 
Ihc most complete nature, partaking, 
as may be conclude^ from wliat wc 
have said, of both n scientific and 
litcrarj’’ character; and a single glance 
at a list of the first course (of which 
Pushkin was a member) will suffice 
to show, that it counted, among its 
numbers, nianynames destined to high 
distinction. Among the comrades and 
intimate friends of Puslikiu at the 
Lyceum, must be meutioned the ele¬ 
gant poet, the Jiaron Leh'jg, whose 
early dcatli was so irreparable a loss 
to lliissian literature, and must bo 
eonsidfti'Cfl as the severest personal 
bereavement suffered by Pushkin— 
“ his brother,'’ as he affectionately 
calls him, in the muse as in their 
fate. Nor must >vo forget Adnyral 
Matinshkin, a distinguished seaman 
now living, and commanding theKus- 
siaii squadron in the Llack Sea. Wc 
could specify a number of other names, 
all of more or less note in their own 
country, though the reputation of many 
of tlicm has not succeeded, for various 
reasons, in j^assing the fibntiers. 

From the system of study, no loss 
than from the peculiar social charac¬ 
ter, if wc may so express it, which 
has always prevailed in the T.. 3 xcum 
of Tsarskoe. Selo, mx must deduce the 
cause of the peculiar intensity and 
durability of the friendsln]w contracted 
within its bosom — a circumstance 
\vhicli still continues to distinguish it 
to a Inglicr degree than can be pre¬ 
dicated of any other institution with 
which wc arc acquainted; and we 
allude to this more pointedly from 
the conviction, that it would be abso¬ 
lutely impossible to form a time idea 
of Piishkin—^not only as a man, hut 
even as a poet—were we to leave 
out of our portrait the immense in- 
llucuce exerted on the whole of liis 
career, both in the world of reality 
and in the regions of art, by the close 
and iutimate friendships he formed in 
the Lyceum, particularly that with 
Delvig. Few portions of poetical 
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biogi’apliy contain a purei\or more 
touching interest than the chapter de¬ 
scribing the school or college friend¬ 
ships of illustrious men; and the^ 
innumerable allusions to LyOeum 
comrades and Lj’ceum hajquucss, 
scattered so profusely over the ])agcs 
of Piishlviu, have an indescribable 
charm to the imagination, not less 
delightful than the I'ccital of Ilyron’s 
almost feminine affection ibr “ little 
Harness,” or the ofA*ccallcd image of 
the Noble Cliildc’s boyish meditation 
in the elm-shadoivcd churchyard of 
Harrow. 

During the six years wliich Pushkin 
passed at the Lyceum, (from 1811 to 
1817,) the intellect and the affections 
of the young puct were rai)idly and 
steadily develoiting themselves. lie 
could not, it is true, be considered as 
a diligent scholar, by thosewho looked 
at the progress made by him iu tho 
regular and ostensible occupations of 
the institution ; but it is undeniable, 
that the activity of his powerful, 
accurate, and penetrating mind found 
solid and unremitting occupation in a 
wide circle of general reading, llis 
own account of the acquirements ho 
had made at this period, and of the 
various branches of study W'hicli ho 
had cultivated with more or less assi¬ 
duity, proves that, liowevcr dcsidtory 
may have been the nature of his read¬ 
ing, and llowc^'er unformed or inco¬ 
herent were lus literary projects, ho 
possessed, in ample measure, e^ cu ut 
lids period, tlic groat elements of 
future fame ; viz. the habit of vigo¬ 
rous industry, and the powci* of sus¬ 
tained abstraction and contemplation. 

His personal appearance, at this 
lime, was a plain index of his cha¬ 
racter, intellectual us avcII ns moral. 
The closcly-cm‘Jcd and why hair, tho 
mobile and irregular features, the 
darkness of the complexion, all be¬ 
trayed his African descent; and served 
as an approjjriatc outside to a cha¬ 
racter which was early formed in all 
its individuality, and uhicli remained 
unchanged in its ]irinci 2 )al features 
during the whole of the poet’s too 
short existence. Long will the youth¬ 
ful traditions of the Lyceum recall 
the outlines of Pushkin’s character; 
long will the unbiassed judgment of 
boyhood do justice to the manliness, 
the honour, the straiglilforwardncss 
of the gi'eat poet’s nature, and hand 
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down, fi’om one young generation to 
another, numberless traits exempli¬ 
fying the passionate warmth of his 
heart, the gaiety of his temper, and 
the vastness of his memory. In all 
cases where circumstances come fairly 
under their observation, the young 
arc tlic best judges of-internal cha¬ 
racter, as well as the most unerring 
physiognomists of the outward linca- 
jnents of the face. Pushkin was ex¬ 
tremely populaniimong his comrades 
—the generosity of his character had 
peculiar charms for tlio unsophisti¬ 
cated minds of the young; and the 
vigour of a body never enfeebled in 
infancy by luxurious indulgence, 
enabled him to obtain, by sharing in 
their sports, no less consideration 
among them than ho derived from 
the play of his penetrating and sar¬ 
castic humour. His poetical exist¬ 
ence was now already begun : to the 
Lyceum period of Pushkin’s life we 
must ascribe not only a considerable 
number of short pieces of verse— 
Ihosc first lluttcrings of the bird be¬ 
fore it has strength to leave the iicst 
—but even the conception of many 
poetical projects which time and 
study were hereafter to mature into 
masterpieces. The short and fugitive 
essays in poetry to which Ave have 
(ust alluded, appeared in a Ut(*rary 
journal at various periods, and under 
anonymous signatures — a circum¬ 
stance td bo deplored, as it has de¬ 
prived us of the means of examining 
how far these slight attempts, com¬ 
posed in the twelfth, thirteenth, and 
fourteenth years of his age, gave pro¬ 
mise of future excellence. Jn them¬ 
selves, they Avcrc probably so crude 
^iid unlicJicd as to justify the poet in 
the indifference which prevented him 
from claiming these early composi¬ 
tions, and alloAving ttieni to be incor¬ 
porated in the collections of his Avrit- 
ings. During his residence at the 
Lyceum, hoAvever, he undoubtedly 
meditated the plan of his charming ro¬ 
mantic poem, “liuslan and Idudmila,” 
and probably even composed the open¬ 
ing of the work. To this period, too, 
are tobe assigned some stanzas of groat 
merit, entitled “Recollections of Tsi'ir- 
^oe Sel6,” and an “ Epistle to Licinius” 
AVorks exhibiting considerable 
skill and mastery in A'crsification, but 
by I’ar too much tinged (as might 
indeed be expected) Avith the light 
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I'eflected from the youthful poet's. 
reading to deserve a place among his 
original productions. For the amuse¬ 
ment of his comrades, also, he wrote 
a mimber of ludicrous and humorous 
pieces, Avhich dcriAxd their chief merit 
from the circumstances which sng-' 
gested them; and were calculated 
rather to excite a moment’s laughter 
in the merry circle of schoolfellows, 
than to be cited as specimens of the 
author’s comic powers, paiticitlarly 
when we reflect, that the broadh- 
humorous Avas never Pushkin’s fa¬ 
vourite or even successfid manner of 
writing: in the delicate, subdued, 
Cervantes tone of humour, however, 
he Avas destined to become pcrliaps 
the most distinguished Avritcr of his 
country—but let us not anticipate. 
One production, connected with the 
Lyceum, is, hoAvever, too important 
(not perhaps in itself, so much as in 
the circumstances accompanying it) 
to be passed over in a biogi-aphy ot 
our poet. This is a didactic poem 
entitled “ Infidelity,” which Fiishkin 
composed and read at the public exa¬ 
mination at the Lyceum, at the so¬ 
lemn Act^ (a ceremony resembling 
that Avhich bears the same name at 
Oxford and Cambridge, and Avhich 
takes place at the conferring of tin; 
academical degree.) It Avas on thi.^ 
occasion that Pushkin was publicly 
saluted in the presence of tlu* 
Emperor, by tlio aged Dcijiivin—the 
greatest Russian poet then living, 
and Avhosc glory was so soon to b(‘ 
eclipsed by tlic young student Avhoin 
lie prophetically applauded. It is 
impossible not to be affected by tin* 
sight of the sunset of that genius 
whoso brightest splendour is Avortliily 
reflected in the sublime ode, “ God”— 
one of the noblest lyrics in the Ruf^- 
sian, or, indeed, in any language— 
thus heralding, as it Avere, the dawn¬ 
ing of a more brilliant and enduriiii; 
daybreak; even as in the northeiu 
summer the vapoury evening glov. 
melts impci'ccptibly into the duAvu, 
and leaves no night between. 

This event, so calculated to imprc-i' 
the vivid and ardent imagination 
the young poet, has been most exfjni- 
sitely described by himself in the lite¬ 
rary journal, “ Sovr6mennik,” (Tlie 
Contemporary,) vol. Auii. p. 241. 

On quitting the Lyceum, in October 
18*17, Pushkin entered the civil sci- 
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vice, and n’as immediately attached 
Itj the Ministry of Foi’cigu AiTaii's. 
Young, noble, cultivated, possessed 
ill the highest degree of those talents 
A\hich arc certain to enchant society, 
he plunged, as might naturally have 
he(‘n expected, with all the ardour of 
Iiis African blood, into the pleasures 
and amusements of the capital, llis 
Micccss ill socict}", and tlie eagerness 
nitli which ho was welcomed every 
uhei’C, might easily have been fore¬ 
seen, particularly mIicu wc keep in 
mind tlic universal hospitality which 
distinguishes the higher classes of 
ilussiau socict3% and the comparative 
rarity in this country of litcrar}'^ ccle- 
laity, Inch tends to render merit of 
lliat nature certain of a respectful, if 
not exaggerated appreciation. “ The 
ihree years,” to (pioto the words of 
(ine—iiiiiihelf a personal friend of tlic 
])oct’s—who has succeeded in seizing 
with adniirabli^ fulehty the principal 
features of Fuslikin's intellectual phy- 
Mognonn^ “ the tliree 3'cars which lie 
jiassed in St Fetersbnrg, after quitting 
tlie Lyceum, were devoted to the 
amuseiuents of the fasliionahie Avorld, 
and to the irresistible encliantnicnts of 
society'. From the splendid drawing¬ 
room of the great noble down to the 
most unceremonioii.ssuppcr-table of a 
iiarty of 3'oang otlicers, eveiy where 
i'lishkiii was received ^illi cxulta- 
tation, and every where did be become 
the idol of tliC 3’Oiiug, who gratitied 
both llis vanif3' and their own bv tlic 
glory which aecuni2)anied his e>TJ’y 
itep.” 

The eagerness with whicli the 
3'^oung poet idungcd into the glittering 
stream of fashionable life, must not be 
attributed 01113^ to the natural thirst 
for i>leasure in a young man just re¬ 
leased from the bonds of a school life, 
iiud to tlic first vivid sense of liberty 
excited in the mind of a youth, who 
had been passing six 3'ears of his life 
in a sj>ot *whicli, however beautiful, 
was still but a beautiful seclusion. 
We must keep in mind the diflerciifc 
eonstituliou of society in liussia, and 
particularly the fact, that the absence 
(at least for social purposes) of a 
middle class in that country, renders 
the npper ranks the only section of 
the social system in which intellectual 
pleasure can be sought, or intellectual 
iiupremacy apjircciated. Pushkin him¬ 
self always attached no inconsiderable 


importance to his success in the hcait 
mondc-j and it is incontestably to liis 
friction (if we may so style it) with 
that beau luondc that he owed some of 
the more attractive, if not the more 
solid, qualities of his genius, and much 
of the refinement and good taste which 
distinguish his style. Like all iiioii 
of the higher order of intellect—like 
Scott, like Cervantes, and Michael 
Angelo—Piislikiu was endowed by 
nature M'itli a vigorous and mighty 
organization, bodij3’ as ^\x‘ll as mental ; 
and though lie ma3' apiiear to liave 
been losing much valuable time in the 
elegant frivolities of tlie. dnnving- 
room, he was not les.s industrious at 
this period of his career in amassing 
a store of observation derived from a 
praclieal study of Immaii character, 
tlian successful iu filling up—In the 
short intervals of ball and festival— 
the poetical outlines Avliich ho had 
roughly sketched at the L3’ceuiu. He 
worked iu lh<i inoniiiig at Ills poem, 
and jiassed the greatm* part of his 
nights ill society; very short intervals 
of repose sufficing to rcjiair, in so 
vigorously constituted a being, the loss 
of cnci'getie vitality caused by tlie 
quick suecessioa of intense int(‘llectual 
labour, and cipudly intense social cn- 
Joymeiit. It was at this iKwical that 
the enchanting creations of AX'ielaiul 
and Ariosto were first fnH'sented to 
his young and glowing imagination. 
These poets are emphatically and es- 
scntiaIJ3" the poets of the young : the 
u'Inte sonV^ of 3’outh, as 3'et uii- 
tinged with tlic colouring reflected 
from its own peculiar faulaS3% fu* the 
results of n'ading, mirrors faithfidlv 
the fairy stileiulour of their magic 
style, even as the Alpine snow the 
rosy light of dawn: and Pii-'^hlvin, 
with the natiirfll desire of imitating 
what he so well knew liow to admii'O, 
conceived the hajip}'thought of truns- 
jiorting Annidii and Oberon to a 
scenery admirably adapted for tlieir 
rejiroduction—to tlic world of ancienl; 
liussia. The popular sujicrsLiUons of 
the Sclavonic races, ihoiigh naturally 
possessing a tone and local colourmg 
of their own, and modified by the na¬ 
ture which they reflect, are neither 
less graceful nor less fertile iu poctiy 
than the delicate mythology so ex¬ 
quisitely embodied by tlie great Ger¬ 
man or the 3"ct greater Italian: and 
the poem of “ ilushin and Liudmila”— 
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therr=‘nlt of Pushkin’s bold and happy 
Gxpcnmciit—may be said to have 
been the very first oinbodiment of 
Kussian fancy, at least the first 
such embodiment exhibited under 
a form suificiently European to 
enable readers who Avore not Pus- 
sians to appreciate and adrnii’C. The 
cantos which compose this charm¬ 
ing work were read by Pushkin, as 
fast as they were completed, at the 
house of his friend and brother poet, 
Jnkbvskii, where were assembled the 
moat distiugiiishcd men of llussian 
literary society. In 1820 the poem 
of Kuslaii and Liudmila” was com- 
Xfictod, and its appearance must be 
CA,U'‘.idered as giving the finisliing blow 
to tlie woni-ont classicism Avhich cha¬ 
racterizes all the poetical language of 
the eighteenth century. This revo¬ 
lution was begun by Jukdvskii him¬ 
self, to whom lliissiaii literature owes 
so much; and lie liailed with deliglit 
the new and beautiful production of 
tlio young poet—the “ conquering 
scholar,” as Juk(')vsldi afiectionatcly 
calls Piislikin—which osLablishcfl for 
ever the new order of things originat¬ 
ing in the good taste of tlic “ con- 
qncrc<l master,” as lie designates him¬ 
self. 

The ever timid spirit of criticism 
was, as usual, exemplified in the 
judgments passed by the literary joui'- 
nals upon this elegant innovation. 
Some Averc alarmed at the novelty' of 
the language, otlicrs shocked at the 
irregularity of the versification, and 
others again at the occasional comic 
passages introduced into the poem: 
but all forgot, or all dared not confess, 
that this was the first Russian poetry 
Avliich had CA'or been greedily and 
universally rmr/and that, until the 
appearanceoflluslaivand Liudmi'Ui,” 
poetry and tircsonieiiess had been, in 
Russia, convertible terms. 

Immediately on the publication of 
“Ruslan and Liudmfhi,” the poet, 
becoming in all probability somewhat 
weary of a life of incessant and labour¬ 
ing pleasure, left tlic cajiital and re¬ 
tired to Kisheiiev; ho took service in 
the chancery (or office) of Lieutenant- 
General Inzdflf, substitute in the pro¬ 
vince of Bessarabia. From this epoch 
begias the Avandering and unsettled 
period of the poet’s life, Avhich occu¬ 
pies a. space of five years, and con¬ 
cludes AN’ith his return to his father’s 
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village of Mikliailovskoc^ in the go¬ 
vernment of Pskotf. The efifect upon 
the character and genius of Pushkin, 
of this pilgrim-like existence, must be 
considered as in the highest degree 
favourable: ho stored up, in tliesv^. 
wanderings, avc may be sure, cilccts 
of scenery and traits of human nature 
—in fact the rough materials of future 
poetry. Fortunately for liini, the 
theatre of his travels was vast enough 
to enable him to lay in an ample 
stock not only of recollections of the 
external beauties in the physical 
AA'orld, but also a rich siqqdy of tlie 
various characteristics of national 
manners. lie traversed the Avhole 
soutli of Russia—a district admirably 
calculated to strike and to impress 
the warm and Auvid imagination of 
our poet; and “he took genial tribule 
from the Avandoi-ing tribes of Bess¬ 
arabia, and from the m(u*chaiit in¬ 
habitants of Odessa, and from tiui 
classic ruins of the Tanridc, and from 
the dark-blue AvaA cs of the Euxiue, 
and from the Avild peaks of tlu; 
Caucasus.” 

It Avas at tills epoch of Pushkin’s 
career that the miglity star of Byron 
first rose, like some glittering, but 
irregular comet, above the literary 
horizon of Europe. Tlic genius of thii 
Russian poet liud far too many jioints 
of resemblance, in many of its most 
chavactorislic peculiarities, Avith tlo* 
Muse of the Noble Chikle, for us to 
be sni*j)rised at tlic circumstance that 
the new and brilliant jiroductious ot 
Bj'-ron sliould have a powerful in- 
iluence on so congenial a mind as was 
that of Pushkin. When wo allow, 
therefore, the existence of this inllii- 
cucc, nay more, Avheii Ave cndeaA'Our 
to a)ipreciate and measure the extent 
of that influence ; Avhen avc essay to 
express the degree of aberration (to 
use the language of the astronomer) 
]n'0(luccd in the orbit of the great 
poetic planet of the North by the 
approach in the literary Iieniisphcre of 
the yet greater luminary of J^higlaiid 
—we give the strongest possible denial 
to a fallacious opinion, useless to the 
glory of one "great man and injurious 
to the just fame of the other, viz. 
that Pushkin can bo called in any 
sense an imitator of Lord Byron. In 
many respects, it is true, there w’as a 
strange and suriirising analogy bc- 
tAveen the personal character, the 
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peculiar tone of thought, nay, even 
the nature of the subjects treated by 
the two poets: and to those Avho con¬ 
tent themselves with a superficial 
examination of the question—those 
“who liave not attayned,” as Sir 
Thomas Browne quaintly phrases it, 
“ to the deutcroscophie or second 
sight of thinges”—these analogies 
may appear conclusive ; but we trust 
to be able to show, that between 
these two great men there exists a 
difference wide and marked enough to 
satisfy the most critical stickler for 
originality. 

The next production of riishkin’s 
pen was a brilliant “Epilogue” to 
the poem of “Bushin and Liud- 
mfla”—in wliich he replies to tlie 
strictures which had appeared in the 
various literary journals. This piece 
was immediately ffdlowed (in 
by his “ Prisoner of the Caucasus,” a 
romantic iioem, -which breathes the 
very freshness of tlie mountain breeze, 
and must be considered as the perfect 
embodiment, in verse, of the sublime 
region from ivhenec it takes its title. 
So deep -was the ini])rossion jjroduced 
by this splendid and passionate poem, 
that it -was reprinted four times before 
it w^as incorporated into the edition of 
the author’s collected w'orks ;—the 
impressions having been exhausted in 
18 :^ 2 , 2 i, 28 , and Ilf). The reader, in 
order to appreciate the avidity with 
which the poem was read, must bear 
in mind the small amount of literary 
activity in Bussia, as compared -with 
England, with Germany, or wdtli 
Frances Wc shall not attempt to 
give, in this jilacc, any analysis of 
this, or the other wwks of ruslikin, 
as it is our conviction that short and 
meagre fragments—all that our space 
would admit of—arc very unsatisfac¬ 
tory and insiiflicient grounds on 
whicli to judge a work of liction, and 
particularly a work of jioetry in a 
language absolutely unknown to al¬ 
most all our readers, many of the 
chief peculiarities depending too upon 
the nationality of wdiich that language 
is the expression and vehicle. It is, 
however, our intention, should the 
specimens of lyric poetry presented in 
the translations accompanying this 
rnotice be favourably received in Eng¬ 
land, to extend tlio sphere of our 
humble labours, and to endeavour to 
Daguen'eotype, by faithful versions, 


portions of the longer poems (and in 
particular the narrative pieces) of the 
gi-eat witer whose portrait w^e aro 
attempting to trace. We shall, wc 
trust, by so doing succeed in giving 
our countrymen a more just idea of 
the merit and peculiar manner of our 
poet, than avc could hope to do by ex¬ 
hibiting to the reader the bare ana¬ 
tomy—the mere dry bones of his 
works, to which would be wanting tho 
lively play of versification, tlie life¬ 
blood of fancy, and the ever-varying 
graces of exju’CRsion. 

Betwx'cu the first of these two re¬ 
markable liuoms (“Buslaii and Liud¬ 
mila”) and tlie second—“The Pri¬ 
soner of the Caucasus,” the mind of 
Pushkin had undergone a most re¬ 
markable transformation ; “ there is 
hardly anything,” to use the wwds of 
the elegant critic Avhom we have 
already (£UoL(*d, common to the two 
jiocms, excf'pt tlic beauty of tlie 
verses.” Tliere is not a greater dif¬ 
ference between an early and a late 
pictuni of Baphael; and wliat is in¬ 
teresting and curious to remark, is 
the circumstance, that ])oet and 
painter (in their gradual advance to- 
w'ards consummate excellence in their 
respective arts) seemed to have 
passed through the same stages of 
development. In the earlier Avork 
all is studied, elaborated, carefully 
and scientilically composed; w'orked 
out from the quany of memoiy, chi¬ 
selled by the imagination, and polish¬ 
ed by a studious and someAvhat pe¬ 
dantic taste : Avliilo the imagery, tho 
passion, and the characters of the 
later iirodiicfion are modelled imme¬ 
diately from Nature herself. Tlie 
reader perceives that the young artist 
lias now reached Uic first phase of Ids 
development, and has thrown aside 
the rule and compjiss of precedents 
andbooks, andfcels himself suflicicntly 
strong of hand and steady of eye to 
look face to face upon tlie unveiled 
goddess herself, and Avith reverent 
skill to copy her sublime lineaments. 
We cannot better express our mean¬ 
ing, than by alloAving Pushkin him¬ 
self to give Ids own ojiiidon of this 
poem. In the latter part of his life, he 
writes as follows—“At Lars I found 
a dirtied and dog’s-eared copy of 
‘ The Prisoner of the Caucasus,’ and I 
confess that I read it through with 
much gratification. All this is weak, 
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bojisli, incomplete; but there is much 
happily guessed at and laitliruUy ex¬ 
pressed.” 

The indomitable activity which we 
have mentioned as forming a marked 
feature in ruslikiiPs intellect, tliough 
exhibited most strikingly throughout 
his whole career, was never more for¬ 
cibly displayed than at the i)rcscut 
period. Although the lirst fervour 
of his passions ^vas now in some de¬ 
gree moderated byindnlgcuco, and by 
that satudy Avliich is the inevitable 
attendant on sucli indulgence, it is 
not to be imagined that the poet, in 
retiring from the capital, intended by 
this to seclude himself from the gayer 
pleasures of society. We know, too, 
how absorbing of time is the wander¬ 
ing life wliich he led—and many have 
iearmid from experience, how ditiicult 
it is for a traveller to find leisure for 
intellectual pursuits. Some idea, 
tlierctbre, of Pushkin’s activity may 
be formed from a knowhidgi? of the 
circumstance, that during this roAing 
period lie had not only been storing 
his memory v ith images of the beau¬ 


ties of nature, taking tribute of gran¬ 
deur and loveliness from every scene 
through M'hich ho wandered, but 
found time to pursue what would ap- 
l)ear,eveu for an otherwise unoccupied 
stiideiit, a very steady and incessant 
course of labour. During tlie whole 
of Ids life, he made it his practice to 
read almost every remarkable work 
which appeared in the various lan¬ 
guages he had acquired. That this 
M'as no easy task, and tluit tlie (pian- 
lity of iutelloctual food which he un- 
ci‘asiagly consumed, must have rc- 
(pdred a iJOAvei'ful and rajiid digestioa 
to assimilate it, wc may conclude Iroui 
his own statement of his occupations 
and acquirements. Ou iiuitting the 
Lyceum, he was acquainted with the 
English, Latin, German, and French 
languages; to this list he managed 
to add, during his wanderings, a com¬ 
plete knowledge of tlie Kalian, and a 
comiictent proticiency in Spanish. 

lint Jet us hear his own account of 
these studies, extracted from a poem 
■written iu Ecssarabia— 


« 


In solitude iny soul, my wayward inspiration 
I’ve .schoolVl to (juiot toil, to fervent meditation. 

J*m master of my days; order is r('ason’s triend ; 

On graver thoughts I’ve leariiM my spirit’s jjowers to bend; 
1 seek to compensate, in freedom’s calm embraces, 

For the M’arra years of youth, its joys and vanish’d graces; 
And to ko(‘p equal step with an enlighten’d agt 




Wc cannot refrain from quoting in this place a passage from another poem, 
Y,rittcu at this jicriod ; our ivaders nil! be jdcased, ne think, with so graceful 
a tribute to llic glory of the great cxile-bard of Koine, whose fate and charac- 
ur had so much in common witli those of ruslikiu liimself— 


** Sweet Ovid ! Love’s o^^ u bard! 1 dwell by that still shore 
AV'liithcr thino e.vih'd gods thou broughtest—where of yoro 
Thou jiour’dst thy iilaiuts in life, and left tliiue ashes dying; 
With deathless, fruitless tears these places glorifying. 

* * * V * 

Here, with a nortliern lyre the wilderness awaking, 

1 wander’d iu tliose «lays, wlieii liberty was breaking— 
Roused by the gallant (Jreek—her sleep, by Danube’s tide; 
And not one friend would stand, a brother, by my side; 
And the far hills alone, and \»oods in silciiee dreaming. 

And the calm muses then would list with Iviudly seeming.” 


'I’lie influence exerted upon our 
poctV mind and pTOductions by tho 
iLroniiin spirit, to which wc alluded 
a lew jiages back, may be traced, in 
a very perceptible degree, iu the 
iU'Kt poem which he gave to tho 
public, “ The Fountain of Daklitclusa- 
lai,” a work in which is reflected, as 
vividly as it is in the storied waters 
of the fount from which it takes its 


name, all the wealth, the profuse and 
abounding loveliness, of the luxurious 
clime of the Tauric Chersonese. Tlie 
scene of the poem is one of the most 
romantic spots in that divine land; 
and the ruined palace and “ gardens of 
delight" wliich once made the joy 
and pride of the mighty kliaiis—the 
rulers of the Golden Horde—is per¬ 
haps not inferior, as a source of wild 
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legend and picturesque ftiiry lore— 
certainly not inferior in the eyes of a 
llussiiiu rcailcr—to the painted halls 
and fretted colonnades of the Alham¬ 
bra. The SUCCCS.S instantly obtained and 
pcnnaucntly enjoyed by this exquisite 
l>ocm must be attributed to something 
more than the profusion and beauty 
of the descriptive passages, so thickly 
and artfully interwoven with the ac¬ 
tion of the tale—a species of wealth 
and profusion, it may be remarked, 
which suits well with the oriental 
cliaractev of the story, and with the 
abounding loveliness of the scenery 
amid which that action is supposed 
to take place. In this i)Ocm, too, we 
may-remark the lirst decided essay 
made by the poet towai-ds delineating 
and contrasting, in an artistic man¬ 
ner, the characters of human person¬ 
ages. The dramatic opposition between 
llio two princii)al characters of the 
tale, Maria and Zarema, is well 
coiiecivcd and most sldlfully exe¬ 
cuted. This poem first appeared in 
and -was reprinted iu 1827, 
]8;)0, 18;>5. The powers of dramatic 
(lelhieation w liicli may be Foeii, as it 
>vcie, in einbrjo in this work, were 
to be still further developed in iMsIi- 
kiii's next production, which w'as 
begun in the same year, (1824,) and 
appeared in 1827. Those pow'crs, 
loo, wero destined to be exhibited in 
their full splendour in a historical 
tragedy—perhaps tijc finest wdiicli 
the Kiissiaii litcratiire can be said to 
jtossess. Tile w'ork to which we have 
alliuUid as being the second trial of 
Ills wings in tlie arduous regions of 
(iramatic creation, "was the short but 
cKquisitc tale entitled “ The (lipsies.” 
This talc, Avhich is esteemed by the 
Jxussiaus a inasteiqiicce of grace and 
simplicity, is a poem iu dialogue; the 
persons being only four iu munbei', 
and the action a Avild yet simijle 
cata.stroplu! of love, jealousy, and 
revenge. The dramatis jyersonoi are 
gipsies; and it is dillicult to select 
wliat is most admirable iu this ex¬ 
quisite little work—the completeness 
and distinctness of the descriptions of 
e Vternal nature—the artful introduc¬ 
tion of various allusions, (particularly 
iu one most charming passage, indi¬ 
cating Ovid’s exile in the beautiful 
couutry which is the scene of tlic 
di aina,) or the intense interest which 
the poet has kuoAvn how to infuse into 


Avhat Avoiild appear at first sight a 
subject simple even to mengrencss. 
Poets of many nations have endea¬ 
voured, Avitii various qualifications^ 
and AA'ith no less various degrees of 
success, to represent the picturesque 
and striking features of the nomad 
life and wild superstitions of the 
gipS 3 ^race: none hoAYcvcr, it may be 
safely asserted, have ever jiroduccd a 
)>icturc more true or more poetical 
than is to be found in the pvodiictioii 
of rushkin. lie had ample opportu¬ 
nities of studying their i)eculinr man¬ 
ners in the green oceans o/the south¬ 
ern stei)i)es. it is at this period that 
Pushkin began the. composition of his 
poem entitled “ Kvgenii Oniegin,” a 
lirodiiction Avliich has become, it may 
be said, ])art of the ordinary language 
oftlicpoet’scountrymen. Tliofirstcan- 
to appeared in 1825,1829. Thisw^ork, 
in its outline, it.s plan, in the g(?ueral 
tone of thoTiglit ])ervading it, and in 
certain otlier exienml circumstances, 
bears a kind of fallacious resemblance 
to the inimitable producthni of Lord 
Byron; a eircumslancc Avhich leads 
superficial readers into the eiTor (un¬ 
just iu the highest degree to Pi'uslikin’s 
originality) of considering it as an imi¬ 
tation of the Don. Itisiispeciesofsatire 
upon sociekv, (and llussian fashion¬ 
able society iu particular,) embodied 
in an easy Avaiiden))g verse something 
like that of Byron; and so far, iter- 
]iaj)s, the comparison betw een the tAvo 
jtocins holds good. Ihishkin's phi has 
the advantage of being (though .suf¬ 
ficiently" slight in construction, it must 
be confe.^sed) considerably more com¬ 
pact and interesting tlian the h rcgular 
narration Avliicli serves Byron to string 
together tlic bitter beads of hi.s satiri¬ 
cal rosary ; but, at tlie same time, tlio 
aim and scope of the English satirist 
is infinitely more vast and compre¬ 
hensive. The Bussian has also none 
of the terrible and deeply-thrilling 
j)ieturcs of passion and of Avar which 
so .strangely and i»uAverfully contrast 
Avith the bitter sneer and gay irony 
forming the basis of tlie Bon ; but, on 
the other hand, the interest of the 
reader (scattered, in Byron’s work, 
upon the various, unconnected, and 
somcAvhat monotonous outlines of fe¬ 
male characters in Julia, IIaid(fe, Gul- 
beyas, &c.,) is in “ Evgenii Oniegin’* 
most powerfully concentrated upon 
the heroine, Tutiaua—one of the most 
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exquisite tributes that poetry has ever 
paid to the nobility of woman. To 
show the difficnlty of judging of this 
work, we need only mention, that 
while many compare it to “ Don J uau,” 
others consider it as rather resembling 

Childe Harold;” while the author 
himself professed that it was rather to 
be placed in the category of “Beppo." 

On leaving Odessa, (in 1844,) Push¬ 
kin, who appears to have loved the 
sea with all the fervour of Shelley 
liimsclf, bade farewell to the waves 
with which ho had communed so ear¬ 
nestly, and whose deep voices liis 
verso so nobly echoed, in some grand 
stanzas “To the Sea,” of which a trans¬ 
lation will be given in a subseciueiit 
part. 

It is to this epoch that we must 
ascribe the first outline of the histori¬ 
cal trag(Mly to which wc have alluded; 
but which did not appear till a much 
later ]icriod. We shall recur to this 
work when we reach the date of its 
completion. 

As the composition of “ Evgeiiii 
Oniegiii” extendedover a considerable 
space of time, our readers may not be 
displeased at our reverting occasion¬ 
ally to the progress of this w'ork and 
to the character of its merits. 'IMiis 
production must be considered as the 
fullest and most complete embodiment 
that exists in Kussian literature, of 
the nationality of the country. It will 
be found to bo the expression of those 
appai'ently discordant elements the 
union of which composes that hard 
riddle — the Russian character. A 
passage of Jbislikin’s dedication will 
not incorrectly cxliibit the variety of 
its tone:— 

Accept this heap of motley traits, 

Half gay, half sad, half ialse, half real. 
Half every-day, yet hallMdeal, 

Tlie careless fruit of idle days, 

Of sleepless nights ; slight inspirations 
Of unripe years, of wasted art— 

The reason’s frigid obsei’vations, 

And sad conclusions of the heart.’* 

During the most tranquil and labo¬ 
rious portion of Pushkin’s life, which 
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was passed principally at Mikhailov- 
skoe, and which occu[>ics the period 
from his leaving Odessa at the end of 
the year 1824 to 182G, he continued 
to labour upon his tragedy, and to 
produce the second and third cantos ^ 
of “ Evgeuii Oniegin,” in addition to 
which, our indefatigable poet found 
means to collect and publish a num¬ 
ber of smaller poems, some of which 
will be found among the translations 
which we are about to offer; and to 
aid his friend and brother-poet D(51vig 
in an annual volume of prose and 
verse (illustrated after the manner of 
our Keepsakes, &c.) entitled “Korth- 
erii Flowers.” This publication was 
commenced in 182C, and continued to 
a])pear, always enriched with some¬ 
thing by Pushkin, till its existence 
closed at tlic early and lamented 
death of the projector and editor.’ 

Pushkin’s life at this period "was 
characterized by intense industry, and 
an nniformity of exertion modified and 
compensated by variety of occupa¬ 
tion. lie has left a minute descrip¬ 
tion of the manner in which his time 
was distributed between labour and 
ri;pi)se ; and even if we did not ]ius- 
sess his letters, it is described witli 
sufliciciit accuracy in the fourth caut;> 
of “ Evgeuii Oniegin,” to enable us to 
transcribe it here. lie was in tlui 
habit of rising earlj’’, and of devoting 
t]»e morning and forenoon to thost; 
parts of Ills literary occui)atioii whicli 
tleniandcd the exercise of the intellec¬ 
tual or reasoning powers, the memo¬ 
ry, &c. I'cc. Before dinner (wliatevcr 
was the state of the ■weather) he took 
somo-what violent walking exorcise ; 
lie then dined, (it should be remarked 
that the dinner-hour is earlier in 
Russia than is usual in England,) anti 
having passed the evening in societ 3 ' 
cither at home or ^it some neighbour¬ 
ing country-house, lie returned to his 
]>oetical labours, which he sometime-i 
continued far into the night.^ Ho 
has frequently repeated that he found 
himself more perfectly disposed to 
composition in the season of autumn; 
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* His fondness for books was absolutely insatiable; he was supplied with all 
the new publications as fast as they appeared ; and he would devote the last money 
in his purse to this purpose. His extravagance in this article of expense he ex¬ 
cused by comparing himsolf to the glazier, whose trade renders it necessary for 
him to purchase a diamond, an article which a rich man will frequently abstain 
from buying. 
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and that Ida poetical vein floored 
most generously and abundantly on a 
dark and stormy night. To those 
who are acquainted with the climate 
of Russia (particularly of that part of 
the Empire where Pushkin now re¬ 
sided) tills will not be surprising ; and 
the abundance and siilendour of the 
descriptions of tlic autumnal season 
introduced into his various works, 
will show that his mind and imagina¬ 
tion had something in harmony with 
that which is, in our opinion, the most 
poetical portion of the year. Like 
many persons of a highly nervous 
organization, the brilliunt sunshine 
of spring-tide produced in Pushkin’s 
temperament an impression of luolun- 
clioly, which he explained by a natu¬ 
ral tendency to consumption. 

In autunm 182G, Pushkin rc-entor- 
cd^io goveniment scr\ ice in his ori¬ 
ginal departnicnt, viz., that of the fo¬ 
reign atfairs ; and in 1827 he printed 
besides the third canb) of “ Evgeuii 
Ouiegin,”the “Gypsies,” ancw])Ocm 
of inferior merit entitled the “Rob¬ 
ber-Brothers,” and a comic tale, also 
in verso, which, though slight in con¬ 
struction, is a masterpiece of graceful 
and elegant satire. It is entitled 
“ Count Nulin,” and describes the 
signal discomfiture of certain designs 
meditated by the count (a most de¬ 
lightful specimen of a young Russian 
coxcomb) against the virtue of his 
hostess, a fair chatelaine, at -whose 
country-house the said count passes 
a night in consequence of a disabled 
travelling-carriage. 

To this period, too, must be assigned 
tlic composition of “ Poltava,” a work, 
the proper title of which would be 
“Mazepa,” but which received its 
name in order that tlic public might 
not confound it with Byron’s tale, the 
hero of both being the same histori¬ 
cal personage. It is almost unneces¬ 
sary to state that there is no resem¬ 
blance whatever between these two 
remarkable works. While the pro¬ 
duction of Byron is rather an admir¬ 
able development of certain incidents, 
either entirely invented by the poet, 
or only slightly suggested by passages 
of the old Kazak Hetman’s biography, 
the Mazepa of Pushkin is a most 
spirited and faithful version of the 
real history of the romantic life of the 
hero; the actual events adopted by 
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tlie Russian poet as the groundivork 
of his tale, being certainly not inferior 
in strangeness, novelty, and romantic 
incident, to the short licry tale, dawn¬ 
ing rosily in mutual love, and tinish- 
ing with the wild gallop on the desert 
steed, which thrills us so deeply in 
the pages of Byron. 

In 1821) was given to the world an 
edition of Pushkin’s collected works, 
arranged in chronological order; and 
the author had nnotlicr opportunity 
of visiting the East—those climes 
whence he liad drawn, and >vas to 
draw again, so much of his inspira¬ 
tion. Jlo once more crossed the Cau¬ 
casus, and leaving in his rear his be¬ 
loved Georgia, he followed tlic move¬ 
ments of the ixussiau army in its 
campaign, and aeeonqianieil it as far 
as Arzeram, receiving, during this 
joiiriiev, the most nattering attentions 
from i^Iarslial PaskiWitch, the com¬ 
mander-in-chief of the expedition. 
We may Judge of the delight with 
which he seized this opportunity of 
indulging his taste for travelling, and 
of the vast store of recollections and 
images w'liieh he garnered up duritig 
tliLs pilgrimage—so peculiarly attrac¬ 
tive to a poet, as combining llio plea¬ 
sure of travelling with tlic s]>lcndour 
and picturesque novelties of a military 
march—by the letters in Avhich he 
has described Ids impressions during 
this interesting period. These letters 
arc models of simj)licity, grace, and 
interest, and have become classical iu 
the Russian language. 

In 1880, Baron Delvig commenced 
the publieation of the Literary Guzette^ 
an undertaking in w hich Pushkin took 
as active and zealous an interest as 
lie had done in the Northern Flowers^ 
edited by Ids friend and schooifellow. 
He not only»contribute(l many beauti¬ 
ful poems to this periodical, but also 
several striking prose tales and other 
papers, in whicli, by the elegance and 
brilliancy of the stylo, and the acute¬ 
ness and originality of the thoughts, 
the public found no difficulty in iden¬ 
tifying Pushkin, though they appeared 
anonymously. He now visited Mos¬ 
cow, in order to superintend the print¬ 
ing of his Boris Godunoff^ the tragedy* 
which he had l>een so long engaged 
in polishing and completing, and re¬ 
specting the success of which he ap¬ 
pears to have been more anxious than 
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usual, as he determined to write him¬ 
self the preface to this work. Q'he 
subject of this tragedy is tho well- 
known episode of Kussian histoiy 
which placed Boris upon the flirono 
of the Tsar ; and writers have taken 
various views of the character of the 
liero of this scone, Puslikiu represent¬ 
ing Boris as the assassin of the sou of 
1 vanIV., while the ancient chroniclers 
and the modem historians in general, 
as Ustriulotf, rog<»din, Kraevskii, &c. 

concur in asserting that that 
prince was elected by the clergy and 
the people. Whatever may be the 
historical truth of the design, Pushkin 
has given us in this tragedy a dra¬ 
matic ])ictiu’c full of spirit, of passion, 
of character, and of life; and some 
of tlio personages, particularly those of 
the pretender Diin/tri, and the hero¬ 
ine Marina, arc sketched with a 
vigorous and ilowing pencil. The 
form of this play is ostcjisibly Shak- 
spearian ; but it appears to us to re¬ 
semble less the works of Sliakspeurc 
Jiimself, than some of the move suc¬ 
cessful imitations of the great drama¬ 
tist’s manner—as, for instance, some 
jjarls of tlie AYalleustcin. As to the 
language and versilication, it is iu 
blank verse,* and the style is con¬ 
sidered by Unssians as admirable fur 
ease and IlcxibiUty. At this time 
Pushkin’s life was about to undergo 
a great change ; he was engaged to a 
3 'oung lady whom he afterwards mar¬ 
ried, and retiicd, in tho spring of this 
3 ear, to the village of Boldiuo, in the 
pr<)viiice of Nijegorod, iu order to 
make i>repa vat ions fur his new cxist- 
onee as a married man, and in this 
sjiot he remained, iu coiisccpicuce of 
the cliolera breaking out in Moscow, 
iTUtil tho winter. In spite of the en¬ 
grossing nature of these «»cciij)ations, 
he sc(Mns never to have been more 
industriously employed than during 
tills anlumu. “ I must tell 3 - 011 ,” he 
wrilos, “ (but between you and me !) 
that I have been working at Boldiuo 
as I have not done for a long time. 
Listen then 1 I brought with me hither 
tho tw^o last cantos of ‘ Onif-gin,’ 
ready for the press, a tale in octaves, 
(tlie Little House in the Kolomora^ 
a number of dramatic scenes—‘ The 
Stingy Knight,’ ‘ Mozart and Sali¬ 
eri,' ‘The i'east in the Time of the 
l'iague,’aiid 'DonJuau.’ Besidesthis, 


I liavewritten about thirtysmallpieccs 
of poetry. I have not done yet; I have 
written in prose (this is a great se¬ 
cret) five talcs,” (Ivan BidIkin’s Sto¬ 
ries.^ The 3 ’^ear 1831 began afilict- 
ingly for Pushkin. On-the 11th of 
January Baron Dclvig died. All 
Piishkin’s letters in which he makxs 
any allusion to this loss, breathe a 
sentiment of the most deep and per¬ 
manent sorrow. The following is 
extracted from a letter to a frumd, 
dated the 31st of this month :—“ I 
knew him (Deivig) at the L}'ceum.. 
I watclicd the first unnoted unfolding 
of his poetic mind—the eai'B' develop¬ 
ment of a talent whicli we then gave 
not its just value. AVc read together 
Derjiivin and Jukdvskii; -wc talked of 
all that swelleih the .vyn'r/r, that mvltcth 
the heart, Ilis life >vas rich and ^11 
—rich, not in romantic adventures, 
bnt in the most noble feelings, the 
most brilliant and the purest intellect, 
and the fairest hopes.” 

« But the grief caused by this great 
and irreparable loss—a grief wdiieli 
threw its dark cold shadow oi er the 
whole of Puslddn’s subsequent exist¬ 
ence—"Wiis not unrelieved by fedings 
of a brighter tone: the void caused 
by friendship was filled up with love. 
In February of this year he w'us mar¬ 
ried, at Moscow, to tlie lady to whom 
(as wc have mentioned above) he 
liad been some time engaged. Mile. 
GonteharelT w'ns of an ancient itus- 
siaii famiJj*, and a pcr>so]i of singular 
beauty. “ I am married,” (writes the 
poet to one of his friends, in a letter 
dated Febriiaiy 2 d.) “ I liave now 
but one desire iu the ivorld, and tliat 
is, that nothing iu m 3 '' prestmt life be 
changed. This existence is so new 
to me, that I feel as if I had been 
bom again. The death of Deivig is 
the only shadow in my bright exist¬ 
ence.” ibishkiu was desirous of editing 
a volume of the “NorthernFlowers,” 
in the following year, for the benefit 
of the family of Ids departed friend, 
for which he now began assiduously to 
collect materials. This labour detained 
him until the month of May in Mos¬ 
cow; and, before his migration to St 
Petersburg, the tragedy of Bdris Go- 
dundlF was printed. Among all the 
works of Pushkin there is not one 
which exhibits so higli a degree of 
artistic skill, or so vigorous and 
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powerful a genius, as drama, in 
which every word, every dialogue, 

,seems to unite the certainty of study 
and meditation with the fire and na¬ 
turalness of a happy improvisation, 
and in which there is not a character 
nor an allusion which destroys the truth 
and vigour of the composition, viewed 
as a faithful mirror of llnssian na¬ 
tionality, Russian history, and Rus¬ 
sian character. The remainder of 
riislikin’s short, alas! but laborious 
life, however filled with the silent ac¬ 
tivity of intellectual occupation, offers 
but few materials for the biographer: 
it was passed principally at St Peters¬ 
burg, varied by occasional journeys to 
Moscow, and the usual autumnal re¬ 
tirements, wliich we have mentioned 
as having been so favourabhi for the 
execution of the poet’s literary tasks. 
W# shall content ourselves with giv¬ 
ing a slight account of the principal 
works in which riishkiu employed his 
great powers—poners wliich had now 
reached their highest point of vigour, 
retaiiiiiig all the freshness and viva¬ 
city of youth, while they had acquir¬ 
ed the maturity and solidity of man¬ 
hood. The suhjiicts of these works, 
however, being for the most part 
historical, are of a nature which ren¬ 
ders them less susceptible of analysis 
ill our pages—and indeed their local 
nature 'would cause such analysis 
to be devoid, in a great measure, of 
interest to the English reader. There 
is, however, one episode in the poet’s 
life, which must possess peculiar in¬ 
terest to those who deliglit to watch 
that fond fidelity ■wiili which genius 
returns to the scenes where it was first 
developed, and which brought back 
Shakspeure, loaded with glory, to pass 
the calm evening of lus life amid the 
native shades of Stratford. On quit¬ 
ting Moscow for St Petersburg, Piish- 
kin passed a winter at Tsarkoc Selo 
This was a most blessed thought,” he 
says, in a letter of 2Gth March; “I can 
thus pass my summer and autumn in a 
most enchanting and inspiring seclu¬ 
sion ; close to the capital, in the circle of 
my dearest recollections. Ishallbc able 
to sec you every week, and Jukovskii 
also. Petersburg is within an hour’s 
drive. Living is cheap here. I shall 
not want an equipage. What can bo 
better?” And, iu fact, it is certain 
that he never was so perfectly happy 


in liis society and his occupations, and 
in himself, as in those summer and ' 
autumn months which he passed, as 
he says:— 

In those bright days wdicn yet all ig¬ 
norant of fame, 

And knowing neither care, system, 
nor art, nor aim, 

Thy tutelary shades, OTsarskoe! were 
Hinging 

Gay echoes to his voice, the praise of 
Idlesse singiii".” 

O O 

The beautiful rotiremont of Tsiir- 
skoc Held was at this period dignified 
by the in’cscncc of two groat poets, 
each producing works worthy of the 
imperial groves under whose shade 
tiicy were meditated. Pushkiu and 
Jukdvskii wore not only residing here 
together, bnt they were engaged in ii 
friendly rivaliy, and each writing so 
industriously as tliough determined 
never to meet without some new poetic 
novelty. Tlie deep impression i)ro- 
duced by J ukdvskii’s patiiotic stanzas, 
written at this period, entitled “ Rus¬ 
sian Glory,” was worthily responded 
to by the noble ]>oems written by 
Piiskkin, “To the Slanderers of Rus¬ 
sia ! ” and “ The Anniversary of Boro¬ 
dino,”—all these works being spirited 
and majestic embodiments of national 
triumph and exultation. 

It is curious and delightful to re¬ 
mark, too, that the poets of Tsarskoc 
Selo -were occupied, at this period, 
with the composition of two similar 
works of another and no less national 
character. 4’liese ere tales ” or 
legends in the popular taste of the 
Russian jjeoplc ; that of Jukovskii 
Avas entitled “ The Lay of the Tsar 
Bevendei,” and rushkiu’s, “ The Lay 
of the I’sar Saltan.” 

In this year, too, was ])riiitcd Push¬ 
kin’s small .collection of prose talcs, 
under the assumed name of Ivau 
Biclkin, which appeared with a bio¬ 
graphical preface, describing the life 
and character of the supposed author. 
The talcs are of extraordinary merit, 
remarkably for the simplicity and 
natural gi*ace of the style, and tho 
preface is a specimen of consummate 
excellence iu point of quiet Addison¬ 
ian humour. 

In the year 1831, Pdshldn girded 
up his loins to enter upon the great 
historical task which had so long at- 
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tracfced tis imagination, and which, 
difficult and arduous as was the un¬ 
dertaking, he was probably better 
calculated than any literary man 
whom Russia has yet seen, to execute 
in a manner worthy of the sublime 
nature of its subject. This was the 
history of Peter the Great, lie now 
began to set seriously about prepar¬ 
ing himself for approaching this gigan¬ 
tic subject, and passed the greater 
part of his time in the archives, col¬ 
lecting the necessary materials for the 
work. In his hours of relaxation ho 
produced the third volume of his 
smaller poems, and superintended the 
publication of another volume of the 
“ Northern Flowers," which appeared 
in 1832. But these must be considered 
as the results rather of his play-mo- 
ments, than as the serious occupation 
of his time. His mornings were gene¬ 
rally passed among the records pre¬ 
served in the various departments of 
the government, from whence, after 
the labours and researches of the day, 
lie usually returned on f Jot to his late 
dinner. He was an active and inde¬ 
fatigable Avalker, prizing highly^ and 
endeavouring to preserve by constant 
exorcise, the vigorous frame of body 
•with which he w'as blessed by nature. 
Even in summer he was accustomed 
to return on foot from his country re¬ 
sidence to his labours in the city, and 
was in the habit of 'taking violent 
corporeal exercise in gj'innastics, 
wliich he would continue with the 
patience and enduring vigour of an 
athlete. These walks (it should be 
remai’ked that a taste for walking is 
much more rare among the Russians 
than in England, from the severity 
and extreme changes in the climate 
of the North, the heat in summer 
rendering such exercise much more 
laborious than with us, hnd the cold 
in winter necessitating the use of the 
heavy shubA of fur)—these walks 
were Piishkiu’s principal amusement, 
if we except bathing, an exercise 
wliich the poet would frequently con¬ 
tinue fai' info autumn—a!%easouwhen 
tlio weather iu Russia is frequently 
very severe. 

In the prosecution of his great his¬ 
torical labour, it was evidently diffi¬ 
cult for the livclyimaginatiou of Piisli- 
kin to escape the temptation of being 
drawn aside from his chief aim, by 
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the attractive and romantic character 
of many episodes in Russian history 
—to wander for a moment from the 
somewhat formal and arid high-road 
of history, into some of the “ shady 
spaces,” peopled with romantic ad¬ 
venture and picturesque incident. It 
was under the influence of some such 
attraction, that he conceived the idea 
of working out in a separate pro¬ 
duction, the detached epoch rendered 
so remarkable by the rebellion of Fii- 
gatehdfF. Finding that he had already 
performed the fnost serious portion of 
the drudgery of collecting materials 
for his principal historical enterprise, 
he drew, with a wonderfully rapid and 
lively pencil, the vigorous sketch of 
the events of that extraordinary con¬ 
spiracy, and has left us a work which, 
whatever be its imperfections and 
slightness, vicM^cd as a work of llis- 
tory, cannot be denied to be a most 
admirable and striking outline of tlie 
picturesque and singular events which 
form its subject. Convinced of the 
importance, to an author of history, 
of a personal knowledge of the scenes 
in which his events took place, Push¬ 
kin, when the liistory of Pngatchcfl‘’s 
rebellion was already on the verge of 
completion, dotcnniiK'd (before liis 
work was published) to examine with 
his own eyes that cnstoni region of 
European Russia, which had been the 
theatre of the strange drama of that 
singular pretender’s life, and to enable 
himself to infuse into a narration 
founded upon dry records, the life 
and rcalily which was to be obtained 
from questioning tlic old inhabitants 
of that country, many of whom might 
remember the wiki adventures of 
which, in their youth, they had been 
witnesses or actors. In 1833, Push¬ 
kin was enabled to gratify this na¬ 
tural curiosity ; and the result of his 
visit to the scene of the rebellion, 
enabled him to communicate to his 
already plain, vigorous, and concise 
narration, a tone of reality, a warmtli 
of colouring, and a liveliness of lan¬ 
guage, which renders it impossible to 
leave the book unfinished when once 
opened, and which no elaborateness 
of research, and no minuteness of 
detail, could otherwise liave compm- 
nicated. 

During the first two years of its 
existence, the periodical entitled *^Tlic 
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Reading Library ” was, honoured by 
the appearance in its pages of that divi¬ 
sion of Piislikin’s smaller poems, after¬ 
wards published separately as the 
fourth volume of his collected works, 
in the year 1835. In this journal, 
too, were printed his two prose tales 
“ The Queen of Spades’’ and “ Kird- 
jali,” the former of which has, wc 
believe, appeared in English, and of 
the latter a translation has been at¬ 
tempted, together with several others 
of his smaller prose woiics, by tho 
author of tho present notice. A jour¬ 
ney which he made to Orenburg gave 
him the materials for fresh prose tales. 
Tho most remarkable of these, the 
beautiful and well-known story, “ The 
Captain’s Daughter,” first appeared in 
the periodical entitled “The Contem¬ 
porary,” which is justly considered as 
the chief miscellaneous journal that 
aj)pcars in Russia, and which partakes 
of the nature of what we in England 
call the review and magazine. In all 
his wu'iting, iirosc or vei*se, Pdshkin 
is most astonishingly unaffected, ra¬ 
tional, and straightforward; but in 
the last-named story he has at¬ 
tained the highest degree of per¬ 
fection—it is the simplicity of nature 
herself. 

This period must be considered as 
that in which Pilshkiu had arrived at 
the summit of his glory, lie was 
now enjoying the universal respect 
and admiration of his countrymen, a 
respect and admiration shared by the 
sovereign lumsclf, who distinguished 
the great poet by naming him “ gen- 
tilhoinme de la chambrehe was hi 
the very flower of health, life, and 
genius; ho had completed the labo¬ 
rious part of his great task, in collect¬ 
ing materials for the history of Peter 
the Great—all seemed to prophesy a 
future filled with bright certainties of 
happiness and glory. 

But tho end was not far off; the 
dark and melancholy event which 
was to put a sudden and a fatal con¬ 
clusion to this glorious and useful 


career was near at hand. The.stonn 
which was to quench this bright and 
shining light was already rising dimly 
above tiie horizon; and the poet’s 
prophetic eye foresaw—like that of 
the seer in the Scripture—tho “little 
cloud like a man’s hand,” that was 
rising heavily over the calm sky ; ho 
seems to have had an obscure pre¬ 
sentiment of the near approach of 
death, little suspecting, perhaps, that 
that death was to be one of vio- 
laice, of suffering, and of blood. He 
had, a few months before, lost his 
mother, and had himself accompanied 
her last remains to tlio monastery of 
Sviatogih'sk, and had fixed upon a 
spot where he wdshed to be buried by 
her side; leaving for this purpose a 
sum of money in the ti'casury of tho 
monastery. 

It is, we believe, generally known, 
even in England, that Pushkin was 
mortally w'ounded in a duel, on Wed¬ 
nesday 27th January, and tliat ho 
died, after lingering iu excruciating* 
torment during two days and nights, 
at half-past two in the. afternoon of 
tire 29tli of January 1837. 

Respecting the c.auses which led to 
this melancholy conclusion of a great 
man’s life, ami the details which ac¬ 
companied that sad and d(‘plorablo 
event, it is not our intciiUon to speak. 
Under any circumstances, to dw'ell 
upon so lamentable an affair would 
serve no good purpose; and would 
rather minister to a morbid curiosily 
in our roaders, than iu any respect 
illustrate the life and character of 
Pushkin ; but the propriety of avoid¬ 
ing more than an allusion to this sad 
story will be evident, when we reflect 
that the poet’s dying wish was, that 
the whole circumstance should if pos¬ 
sible be buried in oblivion. Respect, 
tlicn, to the 'last desire of a dying 
man! Respect to tho prayer of a 
great 'genius, whose lips, when qui¬ 
vering in the last agony, murmured 
tlie generous words, “ Pardon, and 
Forget I ” 



* The last hours of Piishkin have been minutely and eloquently described by 
the most distinguislied of his friends and brother poets, Jukovskii, in a letter 
addressed to Pushkin’s father. As this letter contains one of the most touching 
and beautiful pictures of a great man’s death-bed, and as it does equal honour 
to the author and its subject, wo append a translation of it. It is unaoubtedly one 
of the most singular documents in the >\holo range of literature.—T. B. S. 
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The foregoing brief notice is pro- 
.sented to * the English i'cader less in 
the character of a complete biography 
of Pdshkin, (a character to which it 
has evidently no pretensions,) than 
as a kind of necessary introduction to 
the translated specimens of his poe¬ 
try, which it is intended to accom¬ 
pany. For a perfect biogi’aphy, in- 
■deed, of the poet, the materials, even 
in Russia, are not 3 ’’et assembled; 
nor, perhaps, has a sufficient period 
■of time b6cn suffered to elapse siircc 
his death, to render it possible to at¬ 
tempt a life of riishkin, Avitli any hope 
of preserving that distance and pro¬ 
portion^ which is necessary for the 
successful execution of a portrait, 
whether traced with the pencil or tlic 
pen. The artist may be too near to 
his original in time as well as in 
The general accuracy of the pre¬ 
ceding ])ages may be depended on ; 
llic materials were obtained from va¬ 
rious sources, but principally from 
two persons Avho were both acquaint¬ 


ed—one intimately so—with Push¬ 
kin. Wo should be indeed ungrate¬ 
ful, were we to let pass the present 
opportunity afforded us, of express¬ 
ing our deep obligations to both those 
gentlemen for the assistance they 
have given us ; and wo cannot deny 
ourselves the gratification of pub¬ 
licly and particularly thanking M. 
Pletnieif, rector of the Imperial Uni¬ 
versity of St Petersburg, not only 
for the kind manner in which he faci¬ 
litated the composition of these pages, 
by supplying us with a copy of his 
own elegant and spirited critical 
sketch of Pnslikiii’s works and cha¬ 
racter (a short but masterly article, 
reprinted from the “ Sovremenuik,” 
or Contcinporaiy, a literary journal 
of which M. Pletnieif is tlie editor,) 
but for the iiuiny delightful and intel¬ 
lectual liours which we have passed 
ill his society, 

Thomas B. Shaw. 

5 ( 1 > 
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Tin: LAST nouns OF PUSHKIN. 


Lutthu n:oM Jukovskti to Sercei PusiiKiy, Tin; 


Poet’s Fathcu. 


1 *> 

Fehrnary xpdhj 1837. 


I have not till now succeeded in 
mustering up the courage to write to 
ymii, my iioor friend, Sergei LviSvitch. 
What could I sa^" to you, overwhelm¬ 
ed as I am b}’’ the national calamity 
which has just fallen upon us all, like 
an avalanche, and crushed us beacatli 
its ruin? Our Pushkin is no more! 
This terrible fact is unhappily true, 
but nevertheless it still appears almost 
incredible. The thought, that ho is 
gone, cannot yet ontci^into the order 
of common, evident, everyday ideas; 
one still continues, by mechanical 
habit as it were, to seek him; it still 
seems so natural to expect to see him 
at certain hours; still amid our con¬ 
versations seems to resound his voice, 
still seems to ring his lively childlike 
laugh of gaiety ; and there, ’where he 
was wont to be seen In daily life, 
there nothing is changed, there are 
iiardly even any marks of the melan¬ 
choly loss we have undergone—all is 
in its common order, every thing is 


in its place; but he is gone from \\<^ 
and for ever. It is hardly conceiv¬ 
able! In one moment has perished 
that strong and mighty life, full of 
genius, and glowing with hope. I will 
not speak of you, his feeble and uii- 
happy father ; I will not speak of us, 
his inouniing friends. Russia has lost 
her beloved, her national poet. She 
lias lost him at the very moment v hen 
his powers had reached their maturity, 
lost him when he had reached that 
climacteric — that point at wdiirii 
our intellect, bidding farewell to the 
fervid, and sometimes irregular force 
of youth agitated by genius, devotes 
itself to more tranquil, more order¬ 
ly powers of riper manhood, fresh 
as the first period, and if less tem¬ 
pestuous, yet certainly more creative. 
What Russian is there ^vho does not 
fccl as if the death of Piislikin had 
torn away one of liis very heart¬ 
strings? The glory of the present 
reign has lost its poet—a poet wlio 
belonged to it, as Derjavin belonged 
to the glory of Catharine, or Karam¬ 
zin to that of Alexander. 
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The first terrible moments of agony 
anil bereavement are over for you 5 
you can now listen to me and weep. 
I will describe to you every detail of 
your son’s last hours—details which I 
either saw myself, or which were re¬ 
lated to me by other eyewitnesses. 


On Wednesday, the 


27th January 
8 th February' 


at 


ten o’clock in the evening, I called at 


the house of the Prince Viazemskii, 


where I was told that both he and the 


princess Mxrc at Pushkin’s, and Va- 
JiiofF, to whom I afterwards went, ad[- 
dressed me on my entrance with the 
words :—“ Have you not received the 
Princess’s note? They have sent for 
you long ago; hurry off to Pushkin’s: 
he is dying.” Thunderstruck with this 
news, I rushed down-stairs. 1 gal¬ 
loped off to Pushkin’s. In Jiis ante¬ 
chamber, before the door of his study, 
I found Drs Arendt and Spasskii, 
Prince Viazemskii and Prince Mes- 


tclicrskii. To the question, “ How is 
he ? ”—Arendt answered me, “ He is 
very bad; he will infallibly die.” 
The following was the account they 
gave me of what had hapjicncd : At 
six o’clock, after dinner, Pushkin had 
been brought home in the same des¬ 
perate condition by Lieutenant-Colo¬ 
nel Danzas, his schoolfellow at the 
Lyceum. A footman had taken him 
out of the carriage, and carried him 
in his arms up-stairs. “ Does it hurt 
you to carry me?’'’' asked l^iislikin of 
the man. U’hey carried him into his 
study ; lie himself told them to give 
liim clean linen; he changed Ins dress, 
and lay down on a sofa. At the mo¬ 
ment when they were helping him to 
lie down, his wife, who knew nothing 
of what had happened, was about to 
come into the room; but he cried out 
in a loud tone—‘‘ N^entrezpas; ily a 
du monde chez moi^ lie was afraid 


of frightening her. His wife, how¬ 
ever, had already entered by the time 
that he was laid down completely 
dressed. They sent for the doctors. 
Arendt was not at home, but Sclioltz 
and Zadicr came. Pushkin ordered 
eveiybody to leave the roopa, (at this 
moment Danz^ and Plctnieff were 
with him.) ‘‘ I am very bad^'^ lie said, 
as he shook hands with Sclioltz. They 
examined his wound, and Zadler went 
away to fetch the needful instru¬ 
ments. Left alone with Scboltz, 


VOL. LYII, NO. CCCLVr. 


Pushkin enquired, “ What do you 
think of my state—speedt plainly ? ” “1 
cannot conceal from you the fact, that 
you are in danger.” “ Say rather^ I 
am dying'' “ I hold it my duty not 
to conceal from you that such is the 
case. But we will hear the opinion 
of Arendt and Salomon, who are sent 
for.” “ Je vous remercic^ vous avez agi 
en honnete homme envers moi," said 
Pushkin. Then, after a moment’s si¬ 
lence, he rubbed liis forehead with his 
hand, and added, “ llfaut giie far~ 
range ma maison," “ Would you not 
like to see anyofyour i*cIations?” ask¬ 
ed Scholtz. “ Farewell^ my friends ! ” 
cried Pushkin, turning his eyes to¬ 
wards his library. To whom he bade 
adieu in these words, whether it was 
to his living or his dead friends, I 
know not. After waiting a few mo¬ 
ments, he asked, “ Then do you think 
that I shall not live through the hour I" 
“ Oh no! 1 merely supposed that it 
might be agreeable to you to see some 
of your friends—M, Plctnieff is here.” 
“ Yes^ hut I should like to see Jiikdv- 
sliii too. (Jive me some water^ 1 feel 
sick." Sclioltz felt his pul.se, and found 
that the hand was cold, and the pulse 
weak and quick; he left the room for 
some di'ink, and they sent for me. I 
was not at liomc at this moment, and 
1 know not how it happened, but none 
of tlieir messengers ever reached me. 
In the meanwhile Zadler and Salo¬ 
mon arrived. Scholtz left the patient, 
wlio affectionately sliook lianris with 
him, but wdthoiit spcaJdng a single 
word. Soon after Arendt made his ap¬ 
pearance. He was convinced at the first 
glance that there ^vas not the slightest 
hope. They began to apply cold fomen¬ 
tations with ice to the patient’s stomach, 
and to give cooling drinks; a treat¬ 
ment which sqon produced the desired 
effect; he grew more tranfpul. Before 
Arendt’s dc])arturc, he said to him, 
“ Beg the Emperor to pardon me" 
Arendt now departed, leaving him to 
the care of Spasskii, the family phy¬ 
sician, who, during that whole night, 
never quitted the bed-side. “ I am 
very bad" said Pushkin, when Spass- 
skii came into the room. Spasskii 
endeavoured to tranquillize him ; but 
Piislikin waved his hand in a negative 
manner. From this moment he seem¬ 
ed to have ceased to entertain any 
anxiety about himself; and all his 

2y 
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thoughts were'UoW turned towjunla 
his wife. “ 2?a, not {/ive my wife Wiy 
useless hope;" he feaid to Spasskii; 
“ c/o not conceal from her what is the 
matter ; she is no pretender to senti¬ 
ment ; you know her well. As for wie, 
do as you please with me; I consent to 
every thing^ and I am ready for eveiy 
thing.'^ At this moment were already 
assembled the Princess Viazemskii, 
the Prince, Turg^uieiF, the Count 
Vielhdrskii, and myself. The princess 
was with the poor wife, whose condi¬ 
tion it is impossible to describe. She 
from time to time stole, like a ghost, 
into the room where lay her dying 
husband; he could not see her, (ho 
was lying on a sofa, with liis face 
turned from the window and the 
door;) but cveiy time that she en¬ 
tered, or even stopped at the^ dopr, 
lie felt her presence. “ Ti/y w\fe is 
here—is she not?" he said. “ TaJte 
her away" He was airaiti to ndinit 
her, because ho did not wish her to 
perceive the sufferings wliich he over¬ 
mastered with aatonishing courage. 

IPAa^ is my wife doing 1" ho once 
enquired ol* Spasskii. “ Poor thing! 
she suffers innocently. The world icUl 
tear iter to pieces" In general, from 
the beginning to the end of his suffer¬ 
ings, (e.Kcept during two or three 
hours of the first night, when they 
exceeded all measure of human en¬ 
durance,) he was astonishingly firm. 

I have been in tliirty battles,” said 
Dr Areiult; “ 1 have seen numbers of 
dying men ; but I have very seldom 
seen any thing like this.” ' And it is 
peculiarly remarkable that, duripg 
these last hours of his life, he seomod, 
as it were, to have become another 
person ; the tempest, which a few 
hours back had agitated his soul with 
uncontrollable passion, was gone, and 
left, not a trace beliiml; not a -word, 
not a recollection of what had hap- 
ponefl. On tlio previous day lie had 
received an invitation to the funeral 
of Gretch’s son. lie vcinembefed this 
amid his own suiFerings. “ Jfyou see 
Gretchf said he to SpAsskii, ^'■gioe him 
my complLments^ atid say that I feel a 
heartfilt sympathy vi, his loss." He 
was asked, whether he did not desire 
to oohfess and take the sacrament, 
lie willingly cousonted, and it was 
determined that the priest should he 
sei^t for iu the morning; At midnight 


Dr Arendt returned. Whatever was 
the subject of th'e'copvorsation, it was 
evident Xhat what the dying man had 
‘ heard ffom the physician tranquillized, 
consoled, and fortified him. Fulfilling 
a desire (of which he was already 
awai’c) on the part of those who had 
expressed a touching anxiety respect¬ 
ing his eternal welfare, he confessed 
and took the holy sacrament. Down 
to five o’clock in the morning, there 
had not taken place the slightest 
change in his condition. But about 
five o’clock the pain in the abdomen 
became intolerable, and its force mas¬ 
tered the strength of his soul: he 
began to groan; they again sent for 
Arendt. At his arrival it was foiiuxL 
necessary to administer a clyster; but 
it did no good, and only seemed to 
increase the patient’s sufferings, wliicli 
at length reached the higlicst pitch, 
and continued till seven o’clock in tlu^ 
morning. What would have been the 
feelings of his unhappy wife, if she 
had been able, during the space ol* 
these two eternal horn's, to hear Ids 
groans ? I am confident that hci* rea¬ 
son could not have borne tins agoniz¬ 
ing trial. But this is what happened . 
she was lying, in a state of complete 
exhaustion, iu the drawing-room, 
close to the doors which 'were all that 
separated her from her husband’s bed. 
At the first dreadful cry h(i uttered, 
the Frinc(‘ss \'idzcmskii, wdio w’as iu 
the drawing-room with her, darted to 
her side, dreading that sonicthiug 
might liapiMin. But she still lay im¬ 
movable, (although she had been 
speaking a moment before;) a heavy 
lethargic slumber bad overcome Iier, 
and this slumber, as if purj)oscly scnl 
down iu mercy from above, busted till 
the very minute wdicii the last groan 
rang on the other aide of the door. 
But in this moment of most cruel 
agony, according to tlie account of 
Spiisskii and Arendt, the dying man’s 
firmness of soul was shuw’ii in all its 
force: when on the point of scream¬ 
ing out, he with a violent effort merely 
groaned, fearing, as he said himself, 
that his wife might hear it, and thatj 
she might* be frightened. At seven 
o’clock the pain grew milder. It is 
necessary to rci»ark, that during all 
this time, and even to the end of his. 
sufferingSy his thoughts were perfectly! 
rational, and his memory dear. EveuI 
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at tlio beginning of tbe terrible attack 
of pain, be had called Spasskii to his 
bedside, ordered him to hand him a 
paper written with his own hand, and 
made him burn it. He then called in 
l)auz4s, and dictated to him a state¬ 
ment respecting a tew debts which he 
had incurred'. This task, liowever, 
only exhausted him, and afterwards 
he was unable to make any other dis¬ 
positions. When, at the arrival of 
morning, his intolerable sulieiing 
ceased, he said to Spasskii, “ My 
wife! call my wfe!''' This farewell 
moment I dare not attempt to de¬ 
scribe to you. He then asked for his 
children; were asleep; but they 
wont for them, and brought them lialf 
asleep as tiiey were, lie bent liis eyes 
in silence upon each of them, laid Jiis 
band on tlicir heads, made a sign of 
tlic cross over them, and tlien, with a 
gesture of the band, scut thorn a^ray. 
‘‘ Who is therer' he cni]uircd of 
Spasskii and Danzas. Tiny named 
me and VL'izoinskii. “ f’a// them 
said he in a feeble voice. I entered, 
took the cold hand which be held ont 
to me, -kissed it. I could not speak; 
he waved his hand, I retired; but be 
call(*(l me back. “ Tell theKmpiror^^'' he 
said, “ that 1 am sorry io die; Iinndd 
hat^e beat wholly his. Tell him that I 
wish him a lony^ long reign; that I wish 
him hapjdness in hts son, happiness in 
his Russia,"' These -words he spoke 
feebly, intcrniptedly, but distinctly. 
He tlien bade farewell to Viazemskii. 
At tliis moment anived the Count 
Vielliorskii, and went into his room ; 
and he -was thus the last person who 
1 pressed Ins hand in life. It was evi¬ 
dent that he was iuistcning to his last 
earthly account, and fistening, as it 
wei*e, for the footstep of api)roaching 
death. Feeling his own pulse, he said 
to Spdsskii, Death is coming^ When 
Tnrgt^iiicff went up to him, he looked 
at him twice very earnestly, squeezed 
bis hand, seemed as though he desired 
to say something, but waved bis band, 
and uttered the word Karamzin P'' 
Mademoiselle Karamzin was not in 
the house; but they instantly sent for 
ber, and she arrived almost immedi¬ 
ately. Their interview only lasted 
a moment; but when Katerina An¬ 
dreevna was about to leave thebedside, 
lie called her and said, “ Sign me with 
the and then kissed her haed. 


•In the mean time, a doSc of opium 
whicli had been given eased him a 
little; and tlioy began to apply to Iris 
stomach emollient fomentations in¬ 
stead of the cold effusions. This was 
a relief to tbe sufferer; and he began, 
without a word of resistance, to per¬ 
form the prescriptions of the doctors, 
which he had previously refused ob¬ 
stinately to do, being tenified by the 
idea of prolonging his tortures, and 
ardent]}' desiring death to terminate 
tliem. Lilt he now became as obedient 
as a child; ho himself applii d the com¬ 
presses to his stomach, a id atsi.-ted 
those who were busied nroutid him. Jn 
short, he was now opparenily a great 
deal better. In this state he was lomid 
by Dr Dalil, who came to him at two 
o’clock. “ 1 am. in a had way, my 
dear fellow^ said riishkin, ivith a 
smile, to Dahl. But Dahl, wlio ac¬ 
tually entertained more hopes than 
the other pliysiciuns, answered him, 

‘‘ Wc all hope ; so you must not des¬ 
pair cither.” “ Ao,” he cried; “/ran- 
7tot live; 1 shall die. It seems that it 
must he soP At this moment, his 
pulse w^as fuller and steadier. A slight 
general fever began to show itself. 
Thiy put on some locclics: the pulse 
grew more even, slower, and consider¬ 
ably lighter. “ I caught,” says Dahl, 
“like a drowning man at a straw. 
With a firm voice, 1 jn-onounced the 
word hope; and was about to deceive 
both myself and others.” Pushkin, 
obsen ing that Dahl was growing more 
sanguine, took liim by the hand, and 
said—“ There is nobody thereV' “No 
oue,” “-/><?/•/, tell me the trvth,^ shcUl 
I die soonP’’ “We have hO])es of 
you, Pushkin—really, wc liavc hopes.” 

“ IPc//, thank yonf'^ he replied. As 
far as it appears, he had only once 
flattered bim^df with the consolation 
of hope: neither before nor after this 
moment did he feel any trust in it. - 
Almost the whole niglit (that is, of 
the 29th, during the whole of which; 
llahl sate by the bedside, and T, ViW* 
zeuiskii, and Viellidrskii, in the 
room,) he held Dahl’s hand. He often 
would take a spoonful of wat^, or ; 
little lump of ice, into his mou^, • 
doing every thing himself: taking tlio ' 
tumbler from a shelf within reach, 
rubbing his temples with ice, applying ■ 
himself the fomentations to his 
macb, changing them himself . 
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lie suffered less fk'om paiu than fronf 
au excessive- feeling of depression. 

Aki what depression I" he several 
times exolaimcd, throwing his hands 
baejeward above his head ; “ it makes 
my heart die within meV^ Ho then 
begged tlicm to lift him up, or to tnni 
him oh his side, or to arrange his pil¬ 
low; and, without letting them finish 
to do so, would stop them generally 
with the words—“ There! so, so — 
very well; so it is very well ; well enough; 
now it is quite right;'' or, '‘^iStop — never 
mind—only pull my arm a little—so ! 
now it is very well — excellent! ”—(these 
are all his exact expressions.) “ In 
general,” says Dahl, “ with respect to 
lay treatment, he was as manage¬ 
able and obedient as a child, and did 
every thing 1 wished.” Once he in¬ 
quired of Dahl, “ 147/0 is withmyirifef' 
Dahl answered, “ Many good people 
feci a sympathy with you ; the dra^v- 
iiig-room and the antechamber are 
full from morning to niglit.” “ Oh^ 
thank yoM,” he replied; “ only go and 
tell my ivife that all is going on welly 
thank God! or else they will talk all 
sorts of nonsense to her iherCy I 
suppose." Dalil did not deceive 
liirn. From the morning of the 
28th, when the news that riishkin 
was dying had fiown through the 
whole town, his antechamber had 
been incessantly crowded with \isi- 
tors; some enquiring after him by 
messengers, others—and pcojilo of all 
conditions, whether acquainted with 
liim or not—coming themselves. 'I'hc 
feeling of a national, an universal af¬ 
fliction, was never more touchingly 
expressed than by this iwocccding. 
The number of visitors became at last 
so immense, that the entrancc-door 
(wlihdi was close to the study where 
the dying man lay) w.as incessantly 
opening and shutting ; this disturbed 
the sufferer, and we imagined the ex¬ 
pedient of closing that door, by pla¬ 
cing against it achest from the hall, 
and instead of it opening another 
little door which led from the stair¬ 
case into the pantry, and partitioning 
off with screens the dining-room from 
the drawing-room, where his wife was. 
From this moment, the pantry was 
nnceAsingly thronged with people; 
none but acquaintances were admitted 
intd 'thc dining-room. On the faces 
of all these visitors was expressed a 


most heartfelt sympathy; very many 
of them wept. ^ strong a testimony 
of general affliction touched me 
deeply. In Russians, to whom is so 
dear their national glory, it was not 
to be wondered at; but the sympathy 
of foreigners was to me as gratifying 
as it was unlocked for. We were 
losing something of our own; was it 
wonderful that we should grieve? 
Hut what was it that could touch 
them so sensibly ? It is not difficult 
to answer this. Genius is the pro- 
jicrty of all. In bowing down before 
genius all nations ai*e brethren ; and 
when it vanishes untimely from the 
earth, all will follow its departure 
with one brotherly lamentation, 
ruslikiu, Avitli respect to his genius, 
belonged not to Russia alone, but to 
all Europe; and it was therefore that 
many foreigners approached his door 
with feelings of personal sorrow, and 
mourned for our Pushkin as if he had 
been their own. But let me return to 
my recital. Though he sent Dahl to 
console lu’s wife with hoi)e, Pushkin 
himself did not entertain the slightest. 
Once he enquired, “ What o'clock is 
it/" and on Dahl’s informing him, he 
continued, in aii interrupted voice, 
“ Have i . . . long to ... he 
tortured thus/ . . . Pray . , . haste!" 
This he repeated several times after¬ 
wards, “ Will iheendhesoon /"sa\i\ 
ho always added, '‘'‘Pray .... make 
haste!" In general, however, (after 
the torments of the first night, which 
lasted two liours,) he was astonish- 
iiigly patient. AVlien the pain and 
auguisli o\crcamc him, he made 
movements Avith his haiuls, or uttered 
at intervals a kind of stilled groan, 
but so that it Avas hardly audible. 
“ You must bear it, iny dear felloAv; 
there is nothing to be done,” Lsaid 
Dahl to him ; “ but don’t be ashamed 
of your pain ; groan, itAvilleaseyou.” 
“ Noy" he replied, interruptedly; 
“ nOy . . . it is of no ... . use to 
.... groan; . ... wy wife . . . . 
will . . , hear ; . . . absurd . . . 
that such a trifle .... should .... 
master mCy . ... 1 will not" —I lefi- 
him at five o’clock in the morning, 
and returned in a couple of hours. 
Having observed, that the night had 
been tolerably quiet, I went home 
with an impression almost of hope; 
but on my return I found I had de- 
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ceivod myself. Arendt assured me 
confidently that all was over, and 
that he could not live out the day. 
As he predicted, the pulse now grew 
weaker, and began to sink percep¬ 
tibly ; the hands began to be cold. 
He was lying with his eyes closed; it 
was only from time to time he raised 
his hand to take a piece of ice and 
rub his forehead with it. It had 
struck two o’clock in the afternoon, 
and Pushkin had only three quarters 
of an hour left to live. Ho opened 
Ills eyes, and asked for some cloud¬ 
berry water. When they brought it, 
he said in a distinct voice,—“ Call my 
vnfe ; let her feed wie.” She came, 
sank down on her knees by the head 
of the bed, and earned to his lips one, 
and afterwards another spoonful of 
the cloud-berries, and then pressed 
her cheek against his; Pushkin 
stroked her on the head, and said, 
Therey therey never mind] thank 
Gody all is well; The tranquil 

expression of his face, and the firm¬ 
ness of his voice, deceived the poor 
wife; she left the room almost radi¬ 
ant with joy. “ Yon see,” she said to 
Dr Spasskii, “he will live; he will 
not die.” But at this moment the last 
process of vitality had already begun. 
1 stood together with Count Viclli6r- 
skii at the head of tlio bed ; by the 
side stood Turgeuieff. Dahl whispered 
to me, “ He is going.” But his thoughts 
were clear. It was only at inteiwals 
that a half-dosing forgetfulness over¬ 
shadowed them; once be gave Ids 
hand to Dahl, and pressing it, said: 
“ NoWy lift me up — come—but higheVy 
higher .... noWy come along V'' But 
awaking, he said, “ / was dreamingy 
and I fancied that I was climbing with 
you up along these books and shelves ! 
So high .... and my head began to 
turnJ" After pausing a little, he 
again, without unclosing his eyes, be¬ 
gan to feel for Dahl’s hand, and pull¬ 
ing it, said : NoWy lei us go theUy if 
you wish; but together'’' Dahl, at his 
request, took him under the arms, and 
raised him higher; and suddenly, as 
if awaking, he quickly opened Ids 
eyes, his face lighted up, and he said, 
'‘'‘Lifeis finished!" Dahl, who had 
not distinctly heard the words, an¬ 
swered, “ Yes, it is finished ; we have 
turned you round. ” ‘ ‘ Life is finished! ” 
be repeated, distinctly and positively. 
/ can't breathcy I am styling!" were 


his last words. Pnever once removed 
my eyes from him, and I remarked 
at this moment, that the movement 
of the breast, hitherto calm, became 
interrupted. It soon ceased altoge¬ 
ther. I looked attentively; I waited 
for the last sigh, but. I'could oot re¬ 
mark it. The stillness which reigned 
over his whole appearance appeared to 
me to be tranquillity; but ho was now- 
no more. AVe all kept silence around 
him. Ill a couple of minutes I asked, 
“ How is he ?” “ lie is dead!” an¬ 
swered Dahl. So calmly, so tran¬ 
quilly had his soul departed. We 
long stood around him in silence, 
without stirring, not daring to disturb 
the mysteries of death, which were 
completed before us in all their touch¬ 
ing holiness. When all liad left the 
room, I sate down before him, and 
long alone 1 gazed upon his face. 
Never had I beheld xipon that counte¬ 
nance any thing like that which was 
upon it in this first moment of death. 
Ills head was somewhat bent for¬ 
ward ; the hands, which a few mo¬ 
ments ago had exhibited a kind of 
convulsive movement, were calmly 
stretched, as if they liad just fallen 
into an attitude of repose after some 
heavy labour. But that which was 
expressed in the face, I am not able 
to tell in words. It was to me some¬ 
thing so new, and at the same time so 
familiar. This was not cither s]ee]> 
or repose; it was not the expression 
of intellect which was before so pccu - 
liar to the face ; nor was it the poetic 
expression ; no! some mighty, some 
wondrous thought was unfolded in it: 
something resembling vision, some 
full, complete, deeply-satisfying know¬ 
ledge. Gazing upon it, I felt an ir¬ 
resistible desire to ask him, “ Wliat 
do you see, iqy friend?” And what 
would he have answered if he had 
been able for a moment to arise? 
There are moments in our life which 
fully deserve the epithet of great. 
At this moment, I may say, I beheld 
the face of death itself, divinely-mys— 
tcrious; the face of death without a 
veil between. And what a seal was 
that she had stamped upon him, and 
how woiidrously did she tell her secret 
and his own 1 I most solemnly assure 
you that I never beheld upon his face 
an expression of such deep, majestic, 
such triumphant thought The ex¬ 
pression bad undoubtedly been latent 
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in tlio face before; but it was only 
displayed in all its purity then, when 
all earthly things had vanished from 
his sight at the approach of death. 
Such was tlie end of our Pushkin. I 
will describe in a few words what fol¬ 
lowed. Most fortunately, I remem¬ 
bered, before it was too late, that it 
was necessary to take a cast of the 
mask; this was executed without loss 
of time. Ills features had not yet 
entirely changed. It cannot be denied 
that the first expression which death 
had given them, was not preserved 
in them ; but we now all possess an 
attractive portrait, a fac-simile of the 
features, and which images—not 
death, but a deep, majestic slumber. 
I will not rejatc to you the state 
in which was the poor wife—many 
good friends remained inseparably 
with her, the Princess Viazern- 
skii, Elizabeth Zagiiajskii, the Count 
and Countess Strdganoff. The Count 
took upon himself all the arrangements 
for the funeral. After remaining some 
time longer in the house, I Avent away 
to Viellidrskii’s to dinner; there were 
asscinltlcd all the other persons who, 
like myself, had seen Pushkin’s last 
moments; and he himself had been 
invited, three days before, to this din¬ 
ner .it was to celebrate my 

birth-day. On the following morning 
wo, his friends, with oiir own hands, 
laid Pushkin in tlic coffin ; and on the 
evening of the succeeding day, wc 
transported him to the Koninshennaia 
(the Imperial Stables) Church. And 
during the w^hole of these two days, 
the drawing-room where he lay in liis 
coffin was incessantly full of people. 
It may bo safely asserted that more 
than ton thousand persons visited it, 
in order to obtain one look at him: 
many were in tears, others stood long 
immoveable, and seemed as though 
they wished to behold his face ; there 
was something inexpressibly striking 
in his immobility amid all this move¬ 
ment, and something mysteriously 
touching in the prayer which was 
heard so gcntlr and so uniformly 
murmured amid that confused mur¬ 
mur of whispered conversation. The 
ftmeral service was performed on the 
1st of February. Many of our great¬ 
est nobles, and many of the foreign 
ministers, were in the church. Wo 
carried the coffin with onr own hands 
to the vault, where it was to remain 
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until the moment of its being taken 
out of the city. On the 3d of Feb¬ 
ruary, at ten o’clock in the evening, 
we assembled for the last time around 
all that remained to us of Pushkin; 
the last requiem was sung; the caso 
wdiich contained the coffin w^as placed 
upon a sledge; at midnight the sledge 
set off; by tho^ light of the moon I 
followed it for* some moments with 
my eyes; it soon turned the corner of 
a house ; and all that once was Push¬ 
kin was lost for ever from my sight. 

V. JuKovsKir. 

The' body was accompanied by 
TnrgdnicfT PQshkiu had more than 
once said to liis wife, that he desired 
to be buried in the monastery of the 
Assumption at SviatogtSrsk, where Ids 
mother had recently been interred. 
This monastery is situated in the 
government (province) of PskofT, and 
in the riding of Opdtchkoff, at about 
four versts from the country-house 
and hamlet of Mikhdihvshod^ where 
Pushkin passed several years of his 
poetic life. On the 4th, at nine 
o’clock in the evening, tlic cor])so ar¬ 
rived at Pskoff, from whence, conform¬ 
ably to the excellent arriuigcniciits 
made by the j)rovincial government, 
it was forwarded on the same night, 
and the morning of the otii, through 
the tow'n of Ostroff to the Sviatogorsk 
monastery, Avlicre it arrived as early 
as seven o’clock in the evening. The 
dead man glided to his last abode, 
past his own deserted cottage, past 
the three beloved firs which lie had 
planted not long before. The body 
was placed upon the hohj kiU {avtaldia 
gord^ from whence the monastery 
takes its name,) in the cathedral 
cliurch of the Assumption, and a re¬ 
quiem was performed in the evening. 
All night longAvorkmcn were employ¬ 
ed in digging a grave beside the spot 
where his mother reposes. On the 
following day, as soon as it was light, 
at the conclusion of divine service, the 
last requiem was chanted, and tho 
coffin was lowered into the grave, ia 
the presence of Turgenieff and tho 
peasants of Pushkin’s estate, who had 
comefrom the village of Mikhailovskoe 
to pay the last honour to their kind 
landlord. Very strangely to the ears 
of the bystanders soimdcd the words 
of the Bible, accompanying the hand¬ 
ful of earth as it was cast upon Piish- 
kin —earth thou artP^ 
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The Novel aiid tlte Dt^ama. 



THE KOTEE AKD THE DKAMA. 
(Some Advice to an Avtiioh.) 


You tell me, my dear Eugenina, 
that you are hesitating between the 
novel and the drama: j^ou know not 
which to attack; and you wdsh me to 
give you some suggestions on the 
subject. You are candid enough to 
say that it is not point-blank advice 
that yon ask, Avliich you would pro¬ 
bably liccd just as much as good 
counsel is generally heeded by those 
w ho appl}^ for it; but you would have 
me lay before you such ideas as may 
occur to me, in order that you may 
have the picking andchoosing amongst 
them, Mith the cliauco of finding 
somctliiiig to your mind—something 
wliich may assist you to a decision. 
Artists in arabesque get an idea by 
watcliing the sliilthig forms of the 
kaleidoscope; in the same manner 
3^011 hope—if I will but turn my mind 
about a little—that some lucky ad¬ 
justment of its fragments of Qljscrva- 
lion may help to a servkviablc 
thought or two. At all events, you 
.shall not have to com]>laiii of too much 
method in Avhat follows. 

If I could onh% my dear Eugenius, 
persuade you to leave them both 
alone !—drama and novel both ! But 
this is liopcless. The love one bears 
to a woman may be conquered—not 
Indeed hy good counsel, but by speedy 
flight; but the ])assiou that drawls us 
to poeliy and romance, can only die 
out, it cannot be expelled; for in this 
passion, go where we will, we carry 
our Helen with us. She steals upon 
ns at each unguarded moment, and 
renew.s in secret her kisses upon onr 
Jip. Weil, if I cannot persuade you 
to leave both alone, my next advice 
is that you attack both; for if j’ou 
endeavour to express in either of tlicso 
forms of composition all that is pro¬ 
bably fermenting in your mind, the 
chance is tliat you spoil your work. 

And by all means lay yxur hands 
first upon the drama. True, it is the 
higher aim of the two, and I ■will not 
pretend to augur any very brilliant 
success. But still it is the more ap¬ 
propriate to the first ebullitions of 
genius, and the spasmodic efforts of 


youth. The heart is at this time full 
of poetry, which, be its value what it 
may, must be got rid of before the 
stream of prose will i nn clcai*. Besides, 
the very efibrl of verse ■eems neces¬ 
sary to tliis age, ■^vhicIl disdains a 
facile task, and seeks to expend its 
utmost A'igonr on its chosen labour. 
Moreover, to write a good novel one 
sliouldhavc]iassed through the spring¬ 
time and enthusiasm of j^oulh—one 
should be able to survey life with 
some degree of tranquillity ; neitlier 
wrapped in its illusions, nor full of 
indignation at its discovci'cd hollow¬ 
ness. At tw'O-and-tw'cnly, even if 
the heart is not burning with fever 
heat of some kind—some enthusiastic 
passion or misanthntpical disgust— 
the head at least is jn'coccujiied with 
some engrossing Idea, which so besets 
the man, that lie can see nothing 
clearly in the world around him. At 
this age he has a jiliilosoi'hy, a meta- 
pliysical system, w inch he really be¬ 
lieves in, (a species of (h-lusion the 
first to quit us,) and he jiersists in 
seeing his dogma renected to him 
from all sides. This is sn]»iJortable, 
or may be disgui.se.d in iioctiy ; it be¬ 
comes iiitolorable in prose. Add to 
all which, that the w l iter of a novel 
should have had some ed-pcricnce in 
the realities of lifts a cerlain einjnrical 
know ledge of the manner in which the 
passions develop themselves in men 
and women. The liigh ideal forms of 
good and c^ il In; may learn fj’om his 
own heart; but there is in actual life, 
so to spoali, a vulgar monstrosity 
which must be seen to be credited. 
I can figure to mj^self tlic wu'iter of a 
drama musing out Ids subject in soli¬ 
tude, whether the solitude of the sea¬ 
shore or of a garret in London; but the 
successful novelist must have mingled 
with the world, and should know 
wliatever thcdiib, the drawing-room, 
and, above all, the boudoir can reveal 
to him. 

Of course it is understood between 
us, that in speaking of the drama we 
make 110 reference to the stage. In¬ 
deed, you can hardly contemplate 
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writing for the stage, as there is no 
stage to write for. We speak of the 
^ama solely as a form of composition, 
presented, like any other, to the reader, 
1 have heard the opinion expressed 
that the drama, viewed as a compo¬ 
sition designed only to bo read, is 
destined to be entirely superseded by 
the novel, which admits of so great a 
variety of material being worked into 
its structure, «nd affords an unrivalled 
scope for the development both of story 
and of character. To me it seems that 
the drama, especially in its more classic 
form, .apart from its application to 
the sthgc, has a vitality of its own, 
and will stand its ground in literature, 
let the novel advance as it may. 

All the passions of man represent 
themselves in his speech, the great 
]»rerogative of the human being; 
almost every thing he docs is trans¬ 
acted through the medium of speech, 
or accompanied by it; even in solitude 
his thoughts arc thrown into words, 
which arc frequently uttered aloud, 
and the soliloquy is welhiigli as na¬ 
tural as the dialogue. Give, therefore, a 
fair representation of the sj)cech of men 
throughout every gi'eat transaction, 
and yon give tlie best and truest re¬ 
presentations of their actions and their 
passions, and this iu the briefest form 
possil)le. You have all that is essen¬ 
tial to the most faithful portrait, with¬ 
out the distraction of detail and cir¬ 
cumstance. With a reader of the 
drama tlic eye is little exercised ; he 
seems to be brought into immediate 
contact with the minds of those ima- 
ginaiy persons who are rather think¬ 
ing and feeling, than acting before him. 
To this select representation of hu¬ 
manity is added the charm of verse, 
the strange power of liannonizing 
diction. If the drama rarely capti¬ 
vates the eye, it takes possession of tho 
car. May it never lose its appropri¬ 
ate language of verse—that language 
which so well comports with its high 
ideal character, being one which, as a 
French poet has happily expressed it, 
the world underatands, but docs not 
speak— 

'^Elle a cela pour elle— 

<^ue Ic monde rentend, et ne la parle 
pas!** 

Tho drama is peculiarly appropriate 
to the ideal; and it seems to me that 
\ he very fact, tli at whatever appertains 


to the middle region of art, or requires 
the aid of much circumstance and de¬ 
tail, has found in tho novel a far moro 
perfect development, ought to induce 
us to purify the drama, and retain 
amongst us its most exalted type. It 
is in vain that it strives to compete 
with the novel in tho intricacy of its 
plot, in tho number of its dramatis 
permncB^ in the representation of thcpc- 
culiaritics, or as they used to bo called, 
the humours of men. These have 
now a better scene for their exhibition, 
than the old five-act play, or tragi¬ 
comedy, could afford them; but tlie 
high passions of mankind, whatever 
is most elevated or most tender, wliat- 
ever naturally leads tho mind, be. it 
good or evil, to profound contcnqda- 
tion—this -will still find its most com¬ 
plete, and powerful, and gi*acefiil de- 
veloiiment in the fioetic form of tlio 
drama. 

The novel and the drama have thus 
their several characteristics. Do you 
wish to hurry on your reader with an 
untiring curiosity? you will, of course, 
select the novel. Do you wish to 
hold him lingering, meditative, to 
your pages—pages which he shall 
turn backw^ards as well as forwards V 
you wxre wdsc to choose the drama. 
Both should have character, and pas- 
siou, and incident; but in the first the 
interest of the story should pervade 
the wliolc, in the second the interest 
of passion should predominate. If 
you write a novel, do not expect your 
readers very often to stand still and 
meditate profoundly; if you wnitc a 
drama, forego entirely the charm of 
curiosity. Do not hope, by any contri¬ 
vance of your plot, to entrap or al¬ 
lure the attention of your readers, wdio 
must come to you—there is no lieli> 
for it—with something of the spirit, 
and something of the unwillingness, of 
the student. What some man of ge¬ 
nius may one day perform, or not 
perform, it were presumptuous to as¬ 
sert; for it is the privilege of genius 
to prove to the critic what is possible; 
but, speaking according to our present 
lights^ we should say that the sustain¬ 
ing of the main characteristic interest 
of the novel, is incompatible with tho 
more intense efforts of reflection or of 
poetry. One cannot be dragged on 
and chained to the spot at the same 
time. Some one may arise who shall 
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combine the genius of Lord Byron and 
of Sir Walter Scott; but tUl the pro¬ 
digy makes his appearance, I shall 
continue to think that no intellectual 
chymistiy could present to us, in ouo 
compound, the charms of Ivanhoc and 
of Sardanapalus. 

I should be very ungrateful—I who 
have been an idle man—if I under¬ 
rated the novel. It is hardly possible 
to imagine a form of composition more 
fit to display the varied powers of an 
author; for wit and pathos, the tragic 
and the comic, descriptions, reflections, 
dialogue, naiTative,, each takes its 
turn; but I cannot consent that it 
carry off all our regard from its elder 
sister, the drama. Jn the novel every 
thing passes by in dizzy rapidity ; w'c 
arc whirled along over hill and valley, 
tlirough the grandeur and the filth of 
cities, and a thousand noble and a 
thousand grotesque objects flit over 
our field of vision. In the drama, it 
is true, w^e often toil on, slow as a 
tired ])edestriau; but then iiow often 
do wc sit down, as at the foot of some 
mountain, and fill our eyes and our 
hearts with the prospect before us? 
How gay is the first!—even when ter¬ 
rible, she has still her own vivacity ; 
but then she exhausts at once all the 
artillery of her charms. How severe 
is the second!—even -when gayest, she 
is still thoughtful, still maintains her 
intricate movement, and Iicr habit of 
involved allusions; but then at each 
visit some fresh beauty discloses itself. 
It was once my good fortune—I who 
am now old, may prattle of these 
things—to be something a favourite 
with a fair lady who, with the world 
at large, had little reputation for 
beauty. Her sparkling sister, with 
her sunny locks and still more sunny 
countenance, carried away all hearts; 
she, pale and silent, sat often unre¬ 
garded. But, oh, Eugenius I when she 
turned upon you her eyes lit with the 
light of love and genius, that pale and 
dark-browed girl grew suddenly more 
beautiful than I have any words to 
express. You must make the appli¬ 
cation yourself; for having once con- 
jured up her image to my mind, I 
cannot consent to compare her even 
to the most eloquent poetry that w'as 
ever penned. 

Undoubtedly the first dramatic 
writer amongst our contemporaries is 
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Henry Taylor, and the most admir¬ 
able dramatic poem which these times 
have witnessed is Philip van Artevelde. 
How well he uses the language of the. 
old masters / how completely has he 
made it his own I and how replete is 
the poem with that sagacious obser¬ 
vation which penetrates the very core 
of human life, and which is so appro¬ 
priate to the drama! Yet the author 
of Philip van Jricvelde, I shall be 
told, has evidently taken a very dif¬ 
ferent view of the powers and func¬ 
tions of the drama at this day than 
what I havc^een expressing. In his 
poem we have the whole lifetime of a 
man described, and a considerable 
portion of the history of a people 
sketched out; wc have a canvass so 
ample, and so well filled, that all the 
materials for a long novel might be 
found there. But the example of 
Philip van Artvvelde rather con¬ 
firms than shakes iny opinion. I am 
persuaded that that drama, good as it 
is, w'ould have been lifty times better, 
had it been framed on a more restrict¬ 
ed plan. You, of course, have read 
and admired this poem. Now recall 
tomind tliose parts which you probably 
marked witli your pencil as 3 'oii pro¬ 
ceeded, and which you afterwards 
read a second and a third and a fourth 
time; bring them together, and you 
will at once perceive how little the 
poem would have lost, hoAv much it 
would have gained, if it had been cur¬ 
tailed, or ratlier constructed on a sim¬ 
pler plan. What care ivc for his Sir Si¬ 
mon Bette and his Guisebert Gnitt? 
And of wliat avail is it to attempt, 
w ithin the limits of a drama, and under 
the trammels of verse, what can be 
much better done in the freedom and 
amplitude of prose ? Ibidcr what dis¬ 
advantages decs the historical play 
appear after the histoiical novels of 
the Author of Wavorley ! 

The author of Philip van AiteveldCy 
and JCdwin the Fair^ seems to shrink 
from idealizing character, lest he 
should depart from historic truth. But 
historic trutli is jiot the sort of trutli 
most essential to the drama. We are 
pleased when wc meet with it; but its 
presence will never justify the author 
for neglecting the higher resources of 
his art. l)o not think, however, that 
in making this observation I intend to 
impeach the character of Philip van 
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Artcvelcle himself. Artevclde I ad¬ 
mire without stint, and without ex¬ 
ception. Compare this character with 
the Wallenstein of Schiller, and you 
will see at once its excellence. They 
arc both leaders of armies, and both 
men of reflection. But in Wallenstein 
the habit of self-examination has led 
to an irresolution which we feel at 
once, in such a man, to be a degrading 
weakness, and altogether inconsistent 
with the part he is playing in life. It 
is an indecision which, in spite of the 
philosophical tone it assumes, pro¬ 
nounces him to be unfit%r tlic com¬ 
mand of men, or to sway the destinies 
of a people. Artevclde, too, reflects, 
examines himself, pauses, considers, 
and his will is the sei’vaiit of his 
thought; butrenectionwith him comes 
in aid of resolution, matures it, esta¬ 
blishes it. lie can discuss with him¬ 
self, whether he shall pursue a life of 
peaceful retirement, or ])hingc into one 
of stormy action; bnthavingonceinnde 
liis election, he proceeds along his de¬ 
voted path with perfect self-confi- 
denee, and without a look that speaks 
of retreat. A world of thought is still 
around him ; he carries with him, at 
each step, his old habit (tf reflection— 
fur this, no man who has once pos¬ 
sessed, can ever reliiKiuish—but no- 
tbing of all this di^iturbs or impedes 
him. 

Do not you, Engenius, be led by 
the cant of eriticisin to sacrifice the 
real interest of yoiw drmnatis personrr. 
Some dry censor will tell yon that 
your Greeks are b}" no means Greek, 
nor your Komans Roman. Sec yon 
first that they arc real nnm, and be 
not afraid to throw your own heart 
ijjto them. Little will it console 
cither you or your readers, if, after you 
have repelled us by sorne frigid for¬ 
mal figure, a complimentary critic of 
this school should propose to place it 
as a frontispiece to a new edition of 
Potter or of Adam—applauding 3 ’'ou 
the while for having faithfully pre¬ 
served the classic costume. I tell you 
that the classic costume must mffle 
and stir with passions kindred to our 
own, or it had better be left hanging 
against the wall. And what a decep¬ 
tion it is that the scholaatib imagina¬ 
tion is perpefaally imposing on itself 
in this matter 1 Accustomed to dwell 
on the points of difference between 
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the men of one ago and of another, 
it revolts from admitting the many 
mere points of resemblance which 
must have existed between them ; it 
hardly takes into account the great 
fund of humanit}-' common to them 
both. The politics of Cicero, it is true, 
would be imiutclligible to one un¬ 
versed in the constitution and history 
of Rome; but tlic ambition of Cicero, 
tl»c embarrassment of the politi¬ 
cian, the meditated treachery, the 
boasted independence, the doubt, the 
fear, t!je hesitation,—all this will bo 
better studied in a living House of 
Commons, than in all the maiiiiscripls 
of the Vatican. Sacrifice nothing of 
wliat you know to be the substantial 
interest of 3 ^our piece, to v lmt these 
critics call the colour of the age, wliicli, 
after all, is nothing better than one 
guess amongst many at historic truth. 
Schiller fell a victim, in one or two 
instances, to this sort of criticis'.u, and, 
in obedience to it, contradicted tlie 
natural bias of his genius. In his 
TcK^ instead of the hero of 
liberty and of Switzerland, he has 
given us little more than a sturdy 
])eas'int, who, in destroying Gesshu*, 
follows only a personal I’cvengc, and 
feels the remorse of a common 
assassin. If this were historic truth, 
it was not the ])nrt of the poet to be. 
the first to discover and proclaim it. 
Was ho to degrade the character be¬ 
low tlic rank which ordinaiy Idstoviatis 
assigned to it ? We do not want a 
drama to frame the portrait of a Lin¬ 
colnshire farmer; it is the place, if 
place there is, for the re])resentation 
of the higlicr forms of Iiumanvt}^ 

After taking note of the distinctive 
qualities of the drama and the novel, 
it were Avell—O author tliat will be! 
—to take note of thyself, and observe 
what manner of talent is strong(*st 
within thee. There are two descrip¬ 
tions of men of genius. The one aro 
men of genius in virtue of their own 
quick feelings and intense reflection ; 
they have imagination, but it is chiefly 
kindled by their own personal emo¬ 
tions : they write from the inspiration 
of their own hearts; they sec the 
world in the height of their own joys 
and afflictions. These amiable egotists 
fill all nature with the voice of their 
own plaints, and they have ever a 
tangled skein of their own peculiar 
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thoughts to unravel and to ravel 
again. The second order of men of 
genius, albeit they are not deficient in 
keen susceptibility or profound reflec¬ 
tion, see the world outstretched before 
them, as it lies beneath the impartial 
light of heaven; they understand, they 
master it; they turn the great globe 
round under the sun; they make their 
own mimic variations after its strange 
and varied pattern. Now you m ust take 
rank, high or low, amongst this second 
order of men of genius, if yon are to 
prosper in the land of fiction and 
romance. Pray, do you—as I half 
suspect—do yon, when sitting down 
to sketch out some budding romance, 
find that you have filled your pnpei’ 
with the analysis of a character or a 
scutimeut, and that you have risen 
from your desk without relating a 
single incident, or advancing your 
story beyoml tlie first attitude, tlic 
first pofie of your hero? If so, I doubt 
of your aptitude for the novel. 1 
know that you have some noble 
ideas of elevating tlie standard of the 
romance, and, by retarding and sub¬ 
duing the interest of the narrative, to 
make this combine with more elabo¬ 
rate beauties, and more subtle thought, 
that has been liitherto considered as 
legitimately appertaining to the novel. 
I like the idea—I should rejoice to 
see it executed; but pardon me, if the 
very circumstance of you being pos¬ 
sessed with this idea, feads me to 
augur ill of 3 'on as a writer of fiction. 
You have not love enough for your 
stoiy, nor sufficient confidence in it. 
You arc afraid of everysentcncewliich 
has in it no pcciUiar beauty of diction 
or of sentiment. A novelist must be 
liberal of letter-press, must feel no 
remorse at leading us down, page 
after page, destitute of ail other 
merit than that of conducting us to 
his denouement: he writes not by 
sentences ; takes no account of para¬ 
graphs ; he strides from chapter to 
chapter, from volume to volume. 

‘‘Verily,” I think I hear you say, 
“you are the most consolatory of 
counsellors; you advise me to com¬ 
mence with the di*ama—but with no 
prospect of success—in order to prepare 
myself for a failure in the »ovel! ” 

My dearEugenius, you shall not fail. 
Ton shall write a very powerful, excit¬ 
ing, affecting romance. Pray, do not 


be too severe upon our sensibilities, do 
not put us on the rack more than is 
absolutely necessary. It has always 
seemed to me—and I am glad to have 
this opportunity of unburdening my 
heart upon the point—it has always 
seemed to me, that there was some¬ 
thing barharoits in that torture of the 
sympathies in which the novelist de¬ 
lights, and which his reader, it must 
be supposed, finds peculiarly grateful. 
It really rcinincls ino of that pleasure 
w'hich certain savages arc said to 
take in cutting themselves with 
kni\xs, and ’inflicting other wounds 
upon themselves when in a state of 
great cxcitemeut. 1 liave myself 
often flung away the work of fiction, 
when it seemed bent upon raising my 
P^mipathies only to torture llicni. 
Pra}^, sfiare us when you, in your 
time, shall have become a potent 
magician. Follow the example of tlio 
poets, Avho, when they bear tlic sword, 
yet hid(i it in such a clnstro of laurels 
that its sharpness is not seen. 

"J'o take ii very common instance— 
All the world knows that the cata¬ 
strophe of a romance must be inevi¬ 
tably imstponed, that suspense must 
bo. prolongetl, and that the two lovers 
whose fate we have hcconie interested 
in, cannot possibly be made happy in 
the first or even in the second volume. 
But the expedients employed to delay 
this term of felicity, arc sometimes 
such as the laws of a civilized society 
ought really to proscribe. J will 
mention the first example that occurs 
to me, though ^mur better memory 
will directly suggest many more strik¬ 
ing and more flagrant. It is taken 
from the work of no mean artist; 
indeed, none but a writer of more or 
less talent could inflict this gratuitous 
auguish upon us. In the novel of 
Rienzi^ a young nobk'man, Adrian, 
goes to Florence, at that lime visited 
by the plague, to seek his betrothed 
Irene, sister of the Tribune. Fatigue, 
the extreme heat, and his own dread¬ 
ful anxiety, have thrown him into a 
fever, and lie sinks down in the public 
thoi-oughfare. It is Irene herself who 
rushes to his assistance. Eveiy one 
else avoids him, thinking him struck 
by the plague. She and a benevolent 
friar convey him, still’in a state of 
unconsciousness, into an empty and 
deserted palace which stood by, and 
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of which there were many at that time 
in Florence. She tends him, nurses 
him day and night, aided only by the 
same pious and charitable friar. In 
his delirium he raves of that Irene 
who is standing by his head, and 
who thus learns that it is to seek her 
he has exposed himself to the horrors 
of the plague. At the end of this 
time the friai*, who had administered 
to the patient some healing draught, 
tells her, on leaving, that Adrian will 
shortly fall into a sound slumber— 
that this will be the crisis of his fever 
—that lie will either wake from tliis 
sleep restored to consciousness and 
health, or will sink under his malady. 
Adrian falls accordingly into a sound 
sleep, Irene watching hy his aide. 
Now we know that the patient is do¬ 
ing well, and our hearts have been 
sedulously prepared for the happy 
interview that is promised us, when, 
on awaldng, he will see beside liim the 
loved Irene whom he has been seek¬ 
ing, and recognise in her the saviour 
of his life. But this sleep lasts longer 
tlian Irene had anticipated ; she be¬ 
comes alarmed, and goes away to seek 
the friar. The moment she has left 
the room, Adrian wakes!—finds him¬ 
self well and alone—there is no ono 
to^tell him who it is that has pre¬ 
served his life *, nor has Irene, it seems, 
left any trace of her presence. He 
sallies forth again into the city of the 
plague to seek her, and she is destined 
to return to the empty chamber! 
Taken to a hideous sort of charnel- 
house, Adrian is shown the body of a 
female clad in a mantle that had once 
been Irene’s, and concludes that it is 
the corpse of her who, for the last 
three days and nights, has been tend¬ 
ing on him. I recollect that, when I 
came to this part of the novel, I threw 
tho book down, and stalked for five 
minutes indignantly about the room, 
exclaiming that it was cruel—bar¬ 
barous—savage, to be sporting thus 
with human sympathies. To be sure, 

I ought to add, injustice to the author, 
that, after exhaling my rage in this 
maimer, I again took up tho novel, 
and read on to Ihe end. 

I do beseech you, Eugenius, do not 
give us a philosophical novel. Every 
work of art of a high order will, in 
one sense of the word, bo philosophi¬ 
cal; there will be philosophy there 


for those wfio. can penetrate it, and 
sometimes the readet will gather a 
prbfottuder and Juster meaning, than 
the author himself detected in his fic¬ 
tion. I mean, of course, those works 
where some theory or some dogma is 
expressly taught, where a vein of 
scholastic, or political, or ethical mat¬ 
ter alternates with a vein of narrative 
and fictitious matter. I dislike tlie 
whole genus. Either one is interested 
in your story, and then your philo¬ 
sophy is a bore; or one is not inte¬ 
rested in it, and then your philosophy 
can gain no currency by being tacked 
to it. Suppose the narrative and 
didactic portions of such a book 
equally good, it is still essentially two 
boolis in one, and should be read once 
for the story, and once witliout. We 
are repeatedly told that people arc 
induced to peruse, in the shai)e of a 
novel, wliat tljey would have avoided 
as dry and uninteresting in the sliape 
of an essay. Fray, can you get people 
to take knowledge, as you get children 
to take physic, without knowing what 
it is they swallow ? So that the powder 
was in the jelly, and the jelly goes 
down the throat, the business, iii 
the one case, is done. But 1 rather 
think, in gaining knowledge, one must 
taste the powder; there is no help for 
it. Really, the manner in which these 
good nurses of the public talk of pass¬ 
ing olF their wisdom upon us, reminds 
us of the old and approved fashion in 
which Paddy passes his bad shilling, 
by slipping it between two sound 
penny pieces. To be sure it is but 
twopence after all, and he gets neither 
more nor less than his twopenny- 
worth of intoxication, but he has suc¬ 
ceeded in putting his shilling into cir¬ 
culation. Just such a circulation of 
wisdom may we expect from novels 
which arc to teach philosophy, and 
politics, and political economy, and I 
know not what else. But such works 
have succeeded, you will tell me. 
What shall I say to Tremaine ?—what 
to Coningsby ? In Tremaine^ so far 
as I remember, the didactic portion 
had simk like a sort of sediment, and 
being collected into a dense mass in 
the third volume, could easily be 
avoided, ^s to Coningshy^ I deny 
that it any where calls upon the reader 
for much exercise of his reflective 
powers. The novel has some spark- 
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ling scenes written in the vivacious 
manner of our neighbour, thei'rench, 
and these we read. Some Eton boys 
talk politics, and as they talk just as 
boys should talk, their prattle is easily 
tolerated. Besides, I am not respon¬ 
sible for the caprice of fashion, nor 
for those adventitious circumstances 
which give cm-rcncy to books, and 
which may sometimes compel us all 
to read what none of us heartily ad¬ 
mires. 

Certainly, if I w'crc admitted to the 
counsels of a novelist, I should never 
have finished with my list of griev¬ 
ances, niy entreaties, and depreca¬ 
tions, I will not inflict it upon you. 
But there is one little request I can¬ 
not help making even to a novelist in 
embryo. I have been annoyed l) 03 ’ond 
measure at the habit our writers of 
fiction have fallen into, of throwing 
their heroes perpetually into a sort of 
swoon or delirium, or state of half 
consciousness. That a heroine should 
occasionally faint, and so permit the 
author to caiTy her quietly off tlie 
stage—this is an old expedient, natu¬ 
ral and allowable. AVhat I conqflain 
of is, that whenever the passions of 
the hero himself rise to a certain pitch; 
(u* whenever the necessities of the ])lot 
require him to do one thing, whilst 
both his reason and his feelings would 
plainly lead him to do another—lie is 
iinincdiately thrown into a state of 
lialf frenzy, has a “ vague conscious¬ 
ness” of something or other, makes 
a complete nightmareof the business; 
is cast, in short, into a state of coma^ 
in whicli the author can carry him 
hither and thither, and communicate 
to him whatever impulse he pleases. 
In this sort of dream he raves and re¬ 
solves, he fights or he flics, and then 
wakes to a confused incmoiy of just 
what the author tliinks fit ti) call to 
his recollection. It is very interesting 
and cdflying, truly, to watch the 
movements of an irrational puppet! 
I do beg of you, when you take up the 
functions of the novelist, not to dis¬ 
tribute this species of intoxication 
amongst your dramatis personce^ more 
largely than is absolutely necessaiy. 
Keep them in a rational state as long 
as you can. Depend upon it they will 
not grow more interesting in propor¬ 
tion as they approximate to madmen 
or idiots. 


And so, dear Eugenius, you are re¬ 
solved, at all events, in some fom or 
other, to be the author I This is de¬ 
cided, Wliat was that desperate 
phrase I once heard you utter—you 
would strike one blow, though you put 
your whole life into the stroke, and 
died upon the broken sword! 

Ah! but one does not die upon the 
broken sword; one has to live on. 
Would that I could dissuade you from 
this inky pestilence! This poetizing 
spirit, which gives all life so much 
significance to the imagination^ strikes 
it with sterility in every thing Avhich 
should beget or prosper a personal 
career. It opens the licart—true, but 
keeps it open ; it closes in on nothing 
—shuts in nothing for itself. It is an 
open heart, and tlic siinsliinc enters 
there, and the bird alights there; but 
nothing retains them, and the light 
and the song dc])art us freely as they 
came. You lose the spring of action, 
and forfeit the easy intercourse with 
the Avorld; for, believe me, however 
you struggle against it, so long as you 
live a poet, will you feel yourself a 
stranger or a child amongst men. And 
all for Avhat? I have that confidence 
in your talent, that I am sure you will 
make no ridiculous failures. What 
3 'oii Avritc for fame, Avill bo far supe¬ 
rior to what others Avrltc for popularity. 
But these will attain their end, and 
yon, with far more merit, will be only 
known as having failed. And know 
3 'ou not that men rcv<‘ngo oii medio¬ 
crity the praise extorted from them 
by indisjmtablc celebrity? It is a 
crime to be above the Auilgar, and 3 'et 
not overawe the vulgar. Tlicrc arc 
a few^ great names they cannot refuse 
to extol; men of genuine merit, of a 
larger niei'it than they can measure, 
Avho 3 'et cannot coufessedl 3 ' approach 
to these- select few, they treat with 
derision and contempt. 

But 6 ui)posc the most complete 
success that you can rationall 3 'expect 
—what have you done? You have 
added one Avork of art the more to a 
literature already so rich, that the life 
of a man can hardly exhaust it; so 
rich, that it ks compelled to drop by 
the wa 3 ', as booty it cannot preserve, 
what ill another literature, or at an 
earlier period of its own career, would 
have been considered invaluable trea¬ 
sure. 
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But tho question of success or fail¬ 
ure is not, after all, tlie first or most 
important to your happiness. Could 
the hope of literary fame, could the 
passion for it, could the esteem even 
of its possession, keep a steady place 
in your mind, there were but little 
danger in admitting this species of 
ambition as the ruling spirit of 3 ^our 
house. But, alas! whilst it is the 
most tenacious, it is also the most 
fluctuating of passions. It rises all 
radiant with the morning, and before 
the sun is in the zenith, it forsakes 
you, and tlic bright world at your 
feet is as a glittering desert. But if 
you should make good resolutions to 
reform and eject your tyrant, it will 
not fail to return before the night de¬ 
scends, to dash and confound them. 

1 remember meeting somewhere 
with the complaint of a j'oung poet 
who had made trial of his muse and 
failed ; the stylo was perhaps sonic- 
wliat quaint, but it spoke the lan¬ 
guage of truth, and I copied it out. 
I will transcribe it for your edifica¬ 
tion, and so conclude this wandering 
epistle. You must not ask me for 
the title of the book, for I am not 
sure tijat 1 could give it yon correctly. 
Besides, it would be of no use, as the 
work i know is out of print. 

I could do better,’' saj’S tho poet 
in reply to his friend, who had been 
suggobting the usual consolations and 
lenitives applicable to the case, “but 1 
could not so far excel what I have 
written, as to make all the difference 
between obscurity and fame. It is not 
a brief and tolerated exibtence in the 
world of letters that can be a sanction 
and motive to my endeavours; and 
since a noble immortality is denied me, 
1 am willing to sink at once into obli¬ 
vion. The senlence lias been passed. 
I have not that obstinacy t)f hope wliich 
can make an appeal to the decision of 
posterity. My labours have been futile 
—my whole being has been an error— 
my life is without aim or meaning. 

“ I sought it not,” continued tho dis¬ 
appointed bard, I sought not this gift 
of poesy—I despised not the ruder toils 
of existence—I strove to pursue them, 
but I strove in vain. I could not walk 
along this earth with the busy forward 
tread of other men. The fair wonder 
detained and withheld mo. Flowers on 
their slender stalks could prove an 
hindrance in ray path j tho light acacia 


would fiing the barrier of its beauty 
across my way; the slow-thoughted 
stream would bend me to its winding 
current. Was it fault of mine that all 
nature was replete with feeling that 
compassed and enthralled me ? On the 
surface of the lake at even-tide, there 
lay how sweet a sadness! Hope visited 
me from the blue hills. There was per¬ 
petual revelry of thought amidst tile 
clouds, and in the wide cope of heaven. 
This passion of the poet came to me, 
not knowing what it was. It came the 
gift of tranquil skies, and was breathed 
by playful zephyrs, and fell on me, with 
many a serene influence, from the bright 
and silent stars. 

I saw others pursuing and enjoying 
the varied prosperity of life—I felt no 
envy at their success, and no participa¬ 
tion in their desires. 1 could not call 
in and limit my mind to the concerns of 
a personal w'elfare. I had leaned my 
oar unto the earth, and heard the beat¬ 
ing of her mighty heart, ami tlie mur¬ 
mur of her mysteries, and my spirit lost 
its fitness for any selfish aim or narrow 
purpose. I stood forth io be the inter- 
pr(‘tcr of his own word to man. Alas! 
1 myself am but one—the poorest-—of 
the restless and craving multitude. 

Gone! gone for ever! is the plea¬ 
sant hope that danced before me on my 
jiath, with feet that never wcari('d, and 
timbrel that never paused! Oh, gay 
illusion ! wliither hast Ihou led mo ? and 
to what desolation has the music of thy 
course conducted ? I am laden, as it 
were, with the fruitage of cultivated 
affections, but I myself am forlorn and 
disregarded. I kindle with innumerable 
sympathies, but am shut out for ever 
from soeial endearments—from the sweet 
relationships that make happy tho homes 
of other men. I am faint with love of 
the beautiful, and my heart pants with 
an unclaimed devotion—but who may 
love tho poet in his poverty ? 

The disappointed bard, who, I 
slKiuld ineutioij, ■was an Italian, re¬ 
solves to quit Koine, and books, and 
meditations; be goes to a seaport 
town, becomes a mariner, and is soon 
advanced to tho rank of cajitaiii of a 
small trading vessel. The same friend 
to whom he had ponrccl out the la¬ 
mentation I have already transcribed, 
encounters him in this new character, 
and he then gives the following ac¬ 
count of himself;— 

I worked hard with the men, and 
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fituUicil diligently ■with the caj>tain. One 
voyage to the Levant was speedily fol¬ 
lowed by a second j I gained experi¬ 
ence ; I have earned promotion—go 
to—I have earned money! Here I am, 
master of this vessel, 'W’hich shall carry 
you to the mouth of the Tiber, or the 
port of Genoa/’ 

Then you have quite merged the 
poet in the sailor ? ” said his compa¬ 
nion. 

“ Quite! quite! These hands are 
hard,” replied the poet, gaily exhibiting 
his swarthy palms; “ they have tugged 
at other than the cordage of a lyre. I, 
who used to burden the passing clouds 
with many a poubivo sentiinont, now 
ask of them what W'cathor they predict. 
I, who was \vont to give a thousand ut¬ 
terances to the winds of heaven, enquire 
from what point of the compass they 
are blowing. I, who could never behold 
the ocean without lapsing into dreamy 
emotions or endless speculations, now 
study its tides, and sound its shallows, 
an<i know it as the high-road 1 travel 
on. Yes,” ho continued, pacing the 
deck with animation, “ 1 am no longer 
tliat commiserated mortal, whose mu¬ 
sing gait marks liim out fur th(} mingled 
ridicule and compassion of all obser¬ 
vers; who burns with a passion for 
fame which renders him at once the 
most solitary and the most dependent 
of men. ]SIe—I belong to the multitude 
—I am one of themselves. Thev can- 
not point the finger at me. I am 
roloased from that needless necessity 
to distinguish myself from others—from 
that pledge, given unsought to a heed¬ 
less world, to leave behind an enduring 
memento of my existence. I can be 
lillcd with daily life, as with daily bread. 
Life is indeed a freedom—I can give all 
to death,” 

“ 1 think,” said his friend with a 


smile, " I trace something of the icaven 
of poetry even in this description of 
y'our unpoctized condition. Fear you 
not that the old fever will return ? ** 

“No; I resist—I fly from all temp¬ 
tation. If leaning, perchance, over the 
side of the vessel, and looking down on 
the troubled water, my mind grows 
troubled also with agitiited thoughts, I 
start from the insidious posture. I And 
something to tug—to haul. A rope is 
thrown to nus and I am saved! Or I 
seize the rudder—1 grasp its handle, 
grown smooth by its freciuent inter¬ 
course with the human palm—and, be¬ 
lieve mo, there is a magic in its touch 
that brings mo back instantly to tho 
actual world of man’s wants and of 
man’s en(‘rgios. 1 feel ray feet jiross 
firm upon tho boarded deck; I look 
out and around me; and my eye sur¬ 
veys, and my ear listens to the plain 
and serviceable realities of this our 
habitable globe.” 

This seems like a case of cure. Bnfc 
the symptoms wore deceptive. The 
next time we meet the poet-sailor he 
has emburked all he possessed in an 
expedition of discovery in the new 
world which had recently been laid 
open by Columbus; and this, not from 
love of gain, nor love of science, nor 
oven tlic ardour of cnterpi'isc, but 
iviircly from tlie restlessness of a spirit 
which, ejected from its home in the 
•world of thought, could never find 
another amongst those “ serviceable 
realities ” of life, which he knew so 
well how to appliincl. He set sail 
from the port of Genoa, and was 
never lieard of afterwards. Tho moral 
of which is, that 3*011 take timely 
warning, Eiigenius, lest j’Our poetic 
culture end in a voyage of discovery 
to New South Wales! 
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I^ART XVII, 

Havo 1 not in my time heard lions roar ? 

ITayo I not he^rd the sea, piift up with wind, 

Rage hko an angry boar chafed with sweat ? 

Have I not heard great ordnance in the fluid. 

And lIcareirB arlillory thunder in the skies ? 

Have I not In the pitched battle heard 

Loud ’larums, neighing stcuds, aud trumpets clang ? " 

SHAK&I’EAUR. 


• The speech of tlic Ojipositioii 
hiadcr decided the question. No 
mail on las side would venture be¬ 
yond tlic line wliicli he had drawn; 
and the resolutions of Government 
were triumpliantly carrietl, after a 
brief appeal from me to tlic loy alty 
aud inauliiicss of the House. ] 
placed before them the undeniable in¬ 
tention of llie cabinet to promote the 
public prosperity, the immeasurable 
value of unanimity in the parliament 
to produce confidence in the people, 
aud the ma^juitude of the stake *for 
which Jilngland and Ireland were con¬ 
tending with the enemy of Europe. 
Those sentiments were received with 
loud approval—my language was con¬ 
tinually echoed during tlic debate, 
f was congratulated on all sides; and 
this night of expectancy and alarm 
closed in a success which relieved me 
from all future anxiety for the fate of 
the Govcniment. 

The House broke up earlier than 
usual; and, to cool the fever which the 
events of the night had produced in 
my veins, I rambled into one of the 
spacious squares which add so much 
to tlic ornament of that fine city. 
The night was serene, the air blow 


fresli and flower-breathing from the 
walks, the stars shone in tlicir lustre, 
aud I felt all the power of nature to 
soothe the troubled spirit. Some of 
the fashionable inhabitants of the sur¬ 
rounding houses had been induced by 
tlie fineness of the night to prolong 
their promenade; aud the light laugh, 
and the sound of pleasant voices, 
added to the touching and simple 
charm of the scene. A group had 
stopped round a player on the guitar, 
witli wliich lie made a tolerable ac¬ 
companiment to some foreign songs. 
My car -was caught by a chorus which T 
liad often heard among the French 
peasantry, and I joined in the ap¬ 
plause. The minstrel was ragged 
aud pale, aud had evidently met with 
no small share of the buffets of for¬ 
tune ; but, cheered by our ajiproval, 
lie volunteered to sing the masterpiece 
of his collection—“ The Hisiiig of tlu: 
Vendee”—the rallyiiig-soug of the in¬ 
surrection, a performance chanted li> 
the Vendean army in the field, by the 
Vcntlcan peasant in his cottagx*, and 
which he now gave us with all the 
enthusiasm of one wlio had fought 
and suflered in the cause. 


The Risino of the Vended. 

It was a Sabbath morning, and sweet the summer air, 

Aud brightly shone the summer sun upon the day of jiraycr ; 
And silver-sweet the village bells o’er mount and valley toll’d, 
Aud in the church of St Floreiit w'cre gather’d 3’oang and old. 
When rushing down the woodland hill, in fiery haste was seen, 
With panting steed and bloody spur, a noble Angevin. 

And bounding on the sacred floor, he gave Iiis fearful cry,— 

“ Up, tip for iVance ! the time is come, for France to live or die. 

“ Your Queen is iu the dungeon ; your King is in. his gore; 

On Paris waves the flag of death, the fiery Tricolor; 

Your nobles in their ancient lialls arc hunted down and slain, 

In convent cells aud holy shrines the blood is pour’d like rain. 
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The peasant’s vine is rooted up, his cottage given to flame, 

His son is to the scaffold sent, his daughter sent to shame ; 

With torch in hand, and hate in heart, the rebel host is nigh. 

Up, up for France! the time is come, for France to live or die.” 

That livelong night the horn was heard, from Orleans to Anjou, 

And pour’d from all their quiet fields our shepherds bold and true; 

Along the pleasant banks of Loire shot up the beacon-fires, 

And many a torch was blazing bright on Lucon’s stately spires; 

The midnight cloud was flush’d'with flame that hung o’er Parthenaye, 

The blaze that shone o’er proud Brissac was like the breaking day; 

Till east and west, and north and south, the loyal beacons shone, 

Like shooting-stars, from haughty Nantz to sea-begirt Olonne. 

And through the night, on foot and horSe, the sleepless summons flew, 

And morning saw the Lily-flag wide waving o’er Poitou ; 

And many an ancient musketoon was taken from the wall, 

And many a Jovial hunter’s steed was harness’d in tiie stall; 

And many a noble’s armoury gave up tlic sword and spear, 

And many a bride, and many a babe, was left with kiss and tear; 

And many a homely peasant bade “ farewell” to his old “ dame 
As in the days, when Franco’s king unfurl’d the Oriflame. 

There, leading his bold marksmen, rode the eagle-eyed Lcscure, 

And dark Stoifiet, who flies to fight as falcon to the lure ; 

And fearless as tlie lion roused, but gentle as the lamb, 

Came, marching at his people’s head, the brave and good Bonchamps. 
Charettc, where honour was the prize, the hero sure to wdn ; 

And there, with Ilcnri Quatre’s plume, the young llochcjaquclin. 

And there, in peasant speech and garb—the terror of the foe, 

A noble made by Heaven’s own hand, the great Cathelineau. 

We march’d by tens of thousands, we march’d through day and night, 

The Lily standard in our front, like Israel’s holy light. 

Around us rush’d the rebels, as the wolf upon the sheep, 

Wc burst upon their columns, as the lion roused from sleep ; 

We tore the bayonets from their hands, w^e slew them at their guns, 

Their boasted horsemen flew like chaff before our forest-sons ; 

That eve wc heap’d their baggage high their lines of dead between, 

And in the centre blazed to heaven their blood-dyed Guillotine! 

i 

In vain they hid their heads in walls; we rush’d on stout Thouar,— 

What cared we for its shot or shell, for battlement or bar? 

We burst its gates; then, like the wind, we rush’d on Fontenaye— 

We saw its flag at morning’s light, ’tw^as ours by setting day. 

Wc crush’d, like ripen’d grapes, Montreuil, we tore down old Vetier— 

Wc charged them with our naked breasts, and took them with a cheer. 

We’ll hunt the robbers through the land, from Seine to sparkling Rhone. 
Now, “ Here’s a health to all we love. Our King shall have his own.” 

This song had an interest for me, Vill ever suffer France to forget; and 
independent of the spirit of the per- it gave a glance at the succession of 
former. It revived recollections of those gallant exploits by which the 
the noblest scene of popular attach- heroic peasantry and gentlemen of 
ment and faithful fortitude since the Anjou and Poitou had gained their 
days of chivalry. I heard in it the imperishable distiuction. 
names of all the great leaders of the But the streets of a capital, itself 
Boyalist army—names which notliing almost in a state of siege, were not 
but the deepest national ingratitude the scene for indulging in romance 
VOL. LVII. KO. CCCLYI. 2 Z 
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"by starlight 5 and one of the patrols 
of soldiery, then going its rounds, 
suddenly ordered the group to dis¬ 
perse. The Frenchman, unluckily, 
attempted to apologise for his own 
appearance on the spot; and the 
attempt perplexed the matter still 
more. The times were suspicious, 
and a foreigner, and of all foreigners 
a Gaul, caught under cover of night 
singing songs of which the sergeant 
could not comprehend a syllabic, was 
a personage in every way formed for 
the guard-house. The startledFrench- 
man’s exclamations and wrath at 
discovering this purpose, only made 
the sergeant more positive; and he 
was marched off as a traitor convicted 
of giiitar-playing and other traitorous 
qualities. 

I interposed, but my interposition 
was in vain. My person was un¬ 
known to the man in authority ; and 
I was evidently, from the frown of 
the sergeant, regarded as little better 
than an accomplice. My only re¬ 
source was to follow the party to the 
guard-house, and see the officer of the 
night. But he was absent; and half- 
- laughing at the singular effect of the 
report in the morning, that I had 
been arrested as the fellow-conspirator 
of a French mendicant, I called for 
pen, ink, and paper, to explain my 
position by a message to the next 
magistrate. But tliis request only 
thickened the perplexity. As I ap¬ 
proached the desk to write, the pri¬ 
soner bounded towards me with a 
wild outcry, flung his arms round my 
neck, and plunging his hand into the 
deepest recesses of his very wayworn 
costume, at length drew out a largo 
letter, which he held forth to me with 
a gesture of triumph. The sergeant 
looked graver still; his rosponMbility 
was more heavily involved by the 
despatch, which he intercepted on the 
spot, and proceeded to examine, at 
least so far as the envelope was con- 
'Cemed. He and his guard pored over 
it in succession. Still it was unin¬ 
telligible. It was a mysterious affah' 
altogether. The Frendiman and I 
begged equalfy in vain to be allowed 
to interpret. Impossible. At length 
the subaltern on duty was found; 
and on his arrival I was released, 
with all due apologies, and carried 
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off the captive arid his despatch 
together. 

The letter was addressed to me, in 
French, and in a hand with which I 
was unacquainted. To obtain any 
knowledge of its contents on my way 
home, and from its bearer, was out 
of the question, until, with a hundred 
circumlocutions, I had heard the full 
and entire hair-breadth ’scapesofMoii- 
sieur Hannibal Augnste Dindon. He 
had been the domestic of Madame la 
Mavechale de Tourvilic, and had at¬ 
tended her and' the countess to Eng¬ 
land in the emigration; in "England 
he had seen me. On the reduc¬ 
tion of the Mar^(5hale’s household lie 
had returned to his own country; and 
taken service with the Royalist army 
in the Vendee. There, too, he had 
suffered that “fortune do la guerre” 
which is ill-luck with every body but 
the clastic Frenchman. lie had been 
taken prisoner, and was on the point 
of being shot, when he saw the coun¬ 
tess, a prisoner also in the Republican 
hands, who interceded for his safety, 
andgave him thislettcr,tohc delivenul 
to me if he should escape. After fol¬ 
lowing the march of the armies, a 
defeat scattered the Republican divi¬ 
sion along with Avhich they were car¬ 
ried ; ho procured a conveyance to 
the coast of Britanny, and tiiey em¬ 
barked in one of the fishing vessels 
for England. Again ill-luck came; 
a storm caught them in tlie Channel, 
swept them the crew knew not where, 
and finally threw them on the iron- 
bound shore of the west of Ireland. 
Clotilde was now actually in the 
capital, on her way to England! 

If ever there was wild joy in tlie 
heart of man, it was in mine at that 
intelligence. It was a flash, bright, 
bewildering, overwhelming! 

I longed to be alone, to hear no 
sound of the human tongue, to in¬ 
dulge in the deep and silent delight 
of the overladen heart. But M- 
Ilannibal was not a personage to bo 
disappointed of his share of interest; 
and, to avoid throwing the honest 
prattler into absolute despair, I was 
forced to listen to his adventures, until 
the blaze of the lamps in the vice- 
royal residence, and the challenge of 
the sentries, reminded him, and mo 
^0, that there were other things iu 
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the world than aFreuchraau’s \7an(lcr“ 
ing3* "-The substance of his tale, how¬ 
ever, was—that his resources having 
fallen sliort on the road, and resolv¬ 
ing not to burden the tinances of the 
countess, which he believed to be 
scarcely less exhausted than his own, 
he had made use of his voice and 
guitar to recruit his purscr-a chance 
which he now designated as a mira¬ 
cle, devised by the saint who presided 
over his birthday, to finish his perils 
in all imaginable felicity. 

Giving him into the care of my 
servants, 1 was at length alone. The 
letter was in my hand. Yet still I 
dreaded to break the seal. What 
might not be the painful scfiitiincnts 
and sorrowful remonstrances within 
that seal ? But Clotilde was living; 
was near me; was still the same con¬ 
fiding, generous, and high-soiilcd be¬ 
ing.—Borrow and ten’or were now 
passed away. I opened the letter. It 
was a detail of her thoughts, written in 
the moments which she could snatch 
from the insulting surveillance round 
her; and was evidently intended less 
as a letter than a legacy of her last 
feelings, written to relieve an over¬ 
burdened heart, with but slight hope 
of its ever reaching my hanif. It was 
wi'itten on various fragments of ])aper, 
and often blotted with tears. It be¬ 
gan abruptly. I shuddered at the 
misery which spoke in every word, 

I am, at this hour, in the lowest 
depth of wretchedness. I have but 
one consolation, that no life can en¬ 
dure this agony long. After being 
carried from garrison to garrison, 
with my eyes shocked and luy feel¬ 
ings tortured by the sights and suf¬ 
ferings of war, 1 am at last consigned 
to the hands of the being whom on 
earth I most dread and abhor. Mon- 
trecour has arrived to take the com¬ 
mand of Saumnr. I have not yet seen 
him ; but he has had the cruelty to 
announce that I am Iiis prisoner, and 
shall be his wife. But the wife of 
Montrecour I never will be ; rather 
a thousand times would I rved the 
grave ^- 

“ This letter may never reach your 
hands, or, if it does, it may only be 
when the great barrier is raised be¬ 
tween us, and this heart shall be dust. 
Marston, shall I then be remcmbeiM? 


Shall my faith, my feelings, and my 
sufferings, ever come across yom* 
mind ?—Let not Clotilde be forgotten. 

I revered, honoured, loved you. i 
feel my heart beat, and ray cheek 
burn at the words—but I shall not 
recall thftn. On the verge of the 
future world, I speak with the truth 
of a spirit, and oh, with the sincerity 
of a woman!- 

“ From that eventful day when I 
first met your glance, I determined 
that no power on earth slionkl ever 
make me the wife of another. To me 
you remained almost a tcftal stranger. 
Yet the die was cast. I finally re¬ 
solved to abandon the world, to hide 
my unhappy head in a convent, and 
there, in loneliness and silence, en¬ 
dure, for I never could hope to ex¬ 
tinguish, those stritlggles of heart 
which forced me to leave all the 
charms of existence behind for ever. 

“ The loss of niy beloved parent 
gavfe me the power of putting my re¬ 
solution into cficct. I returned to 
France, though in the midst of its 
distractions, and took refuge under 
the protection of my venerable rela¬ 
tive, the superior of tlie convent at 
Valenciennes. My narrative is now 
brief, but most melancholy. On the 
evening of the day when I heard your 
love—a day which T shall rememba: 
with pride and gratitude to the clos¬ 
ing hour of my existence—we wen; 
suffered to pass the gates, and take 
the route for Italy. But, on the third 
day of our journey, wc were stopped 
by a division of the Republican forces 
on their march to the Vendee. We 
were arrested as aristocrats, and moved 
from garrison to garrison, until we 
reached the Republican headquarters 
at Saumnr; where, to my infinite ter¬ 
ror,*! found Montrecour governor of 
the fortress. ' He was a traitor to his 
unhappy king. The republic had of¬ 
fered him higher distinctions than he 
could hope to obtain from the emi¬ 
grant princes, and he had embraced 
the offer. Betrothed to him in my 
childhood, according to the foolish 
and fatal custom of our country, I 
was still in some degree pledged to 
him. But now no human bond shall 
ever unite me to one whom 1 doubly 
, disdain as a traitor. Still, I am in hia 
power. What is there now to save 
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me ? I am at tbis moment in a pri¬ 
son! 

“ I hear the sounds of music and 
dancing on every side. The town 
is illuminated for a victory which 
is said to have been gained this 
morning over the troops %f Poitou, 
advancing to the Loire, The stars 
are glittering through my casement 
with all the brilliancy of a summer 
sky; the breath of the fields flows 
sweetly in; laughing crowds arc pass¬ 
ing through the streets; and here am 
I, alone, friendless, broken-hearted, 
and dreading the dawn.- 

“ I spent the livelong night on my 
knees. Tears and prayers were my 
sole comfort during those melancholy 
hours. But time rolls on. Montre- 
cour has just sent to tell me that my 
choice must be made by noon—the 
altar or the guillotine. An escort is 
now preparing to convey prisoners to 
Nantes, where the horrible Revolu¬ 
tionary Tribunal holds a perpetual 
sitting; and I must follow them, or be 
his bride!—^Never I I have given ray 
answer, and gladly I welcome my 
fate. I have solemnly bade farewell 
to this world.- 

“ No! My tyrant is not so merci¬ 
ful. He has this moment sent to 
‘command’ (that is the word)—to 
command my presence in the church; 
as he is about to march against the 
enemy, and he must be master of my 
band before he takes the field. The 
troOps are already preparing for the 
march. 1 hear the drums beating. 
But one short hour is given me to 
prepare. Would I were dead! 

“There are times' when the soul 
longs to quit her tenement; when the 
brain secs visions; when the heart 
feels bursting; when a thousand 
weapons seem ready for the hand, 
and a voice of temptation urges to 
acts of woe.—Marston, Marston, 
where are you at this hour?” 

The letter fell from my hands. I 
had the whole scene before my eyes. 
And where was I, w^hile the one to 
whom every affection of%iy nature 
was indissolubly bound, this>;rcature 
of beauty, fondness, and magnanimity, 
was wasting her life in sorrow, in 
captivity, in the bitterness of the 
broken heart ? If I could not reproach, 
myself with having increased her ca¬ 
lamities, yet had I assuaged them; 


had I flown to her rescue; had I pro¬ 
tected her against the cruelties of for¬ 
tune ; had 1 defied, sword in hand, the 
heartless and arrogant villain who 
had brought her iuto such hopeless 
peril ? Those thoughts rushed through 
my brain in torture, and it was some 
time before I could resume the read¬ 
ing of the blotted lines upon my table. 
I dreaded their next announcement. 
I shrank from the pang of certainty. 
Tiie next sentence might announce to 
me that Clotilde had been compelled 
by force to a detested marriage;—I 
dared not hazard the knowledge. 

Yet the recollection, that I was 
blameless in her trials, at length 
calmed me. I felt, that to protect 
her had been wholly out of my power, 
from the day when she left Valen¬ 
ciennes ; and, while I honoured the 
decision and loftiness of spirit which 
had led to that self-denying, step,’ I 
could lay nothing to my chai-ge but 
the misfortune of being unable to con¬ 
vince her mind of the wisdom of dis¬ 
daining the opinion of the world. I 
took up the letter again. 

“ Another day has passed, of terror 
and anguish unspeakable. Yet it has 
closed in thanksgiving. I have been 
respited.—1 wasforcedfrom my cham¬ 
ber. I was forced to the altar. I 
was forced to endure the sight of 
Montrecour at my side. A revolu¬ 
tionary priest stood prepared to per¬ 
form the hateful ceremony. I resisted, 
I protested, I wept in vain. The 
chapel was thronged with revolution¬ 
ary soldiers, who, regarding me as an 
aristocrat, were probably incapable of 
feeling any sympathy with my sufler- 
ings. I was hopeless. But, during the 
delay produced by my determination 
to die rather than yield, I could sec 
confusion growing among the specta¬ 
tors. I heard the hurried trampling of 
cavalry through the streets. Drums 
and trumi^ets began to sound in all 
quarters. The tumult evidently in¬ 
creased. I could perceive even in the 
stony features of Montrecour, his 
perplexity at being detained from 
showing himself at the head of Ilje 
troops; and with senses wound to 
their utmost pitch by the anxiety of 
tho moment, I thought that 1 could 
perceive the distant shouts of an 
iaynensc multitude advancing to the 
Aide-de-camp after aide-de* 
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camp now came hurrying in—each 
with a fresh summons to the general. 
He alternately threatened, insulted, 
and implored me. But no measm-o 
or entreaty on earth could make me 
consent. At length I heard a heavy 
fire of cannon, followed by the shat¬ 
tering of houses and the outcries of 
the people. The batteries of the 
town soon returned the fire, and all 
was uproar, Montrecour, gnashing 
his teeth, and with the look and fury 
of a fiend, now rushed towards me, 
and bore mo to the feet of the priest. 
I felt tHc light leaving my eyes, and 
hoped that I was dying. At that 
moment a cannon-shot struck the 
roof, and dashed down a large por¬ 
tion of its fragments on the floor. The 
priest and Lis attendants, thinking 
that the whole fabric was falling, made 
their escape. Montrecour, with an 
exclamation full of the bitterness of 
his soul, flung me from him, and 
swearing that my respite should 
be brief, darted from the chapel, fol¬ 
lowed by the soldiers. What words 
ever uttered by human lips can tell 
the gratitude with which i saw my¬ 
self left alone, and knelt before the 
altar covered with ruins!- 

“ I am now on my way once more, 
I know not whither. The battle con¬ 
tinued during the day; and the sights 
and sounds were almost too much for 
the human senses to bear. At night 
the Royalists stormed the outworks 
of tlic fortress; and, to prevent our 
release on the capitulation, the pri¬ 
soners were sent away in the dark¬ 
ness. As our carriage passed the 
gates, I saw Montrecour borne in, 
wounded. The spirit of the insulter 
was in him still. He ordered the 
soldiers to bring his litter near me, 
and in a voice faint through pain, but 
bitter with baffled revenge, he mur¬ 
mured—‘ Countess, you shall not 
have long to indulge in your caprices. 
My hurts are trifling. You arc still 
in my power.* 

“Whatabideous desolation is war! 
We have just passed through one of 
the forest villages, which, but a few 
days since, must have been loveliness 
itself.—^Vineyards, gardens, a bright 
Stream, a rustic chapel on a hill— 
every thing shaped for the delight of 
the eye! But a desperate skinnish had 
occurred there between the retreat- 
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ing Republicans and their pursuers, 
and all that man could ruin was ruin¬ 
ed. The cottages were all iu ashes, 
the gardens trampled, the vineyards 
cut down for the fires of the bivouac, 
the chapel was even smouldering stiD, 
and the river exhibited some fright¬ 
ful remnants of what were once hu¬ 
man beings. Not a living soul was 
to be seen. A dog was stretched upon 
the ground, tearing up with his paws 
what was probably the grave of his 
master. At the sight of the escort, 
he howled and showed his teeth, in 
evident fury at their approach ; a dra¬ 
goon fired his pistol at him—fortunate¬ 
ly missed him; and the dog bound¬ 
ed into the thicket. But when I looked 
back, I saw him creep out again, and 
stretch himselfliowlingupon the grave. 

“ I write these lines at long inter¬ 
vals, in fcai’, and only when the escort 
arc sleeping on their liorses’ necks, or 
eating their hurried meals upon the 
grass. 

“ Last night the Royalist army 
ci'ossed the Loire; and the firing was 
continued until morning. The heights 
all seemed crowned with flame. The 
forest in which wc had stopped for the 
night was set on fire iu the conflict, and 
a large body of the Royalist cavalry 
skirmished with the retreating Repub¬ 
licans till morning. It was a night of 
indescribable terror; but my personal 
fears were forgotten in the sorrow for 
my honoured and aged coinpanion. 
Shc often fainted in my arms; and 
in this wilderness, where every cot¬ 
tage is deserted, and where all is 
flight and consternation even among 
the soldiery, what is to become of her? 
I gazed upon her feeble frame and 
sinking countenance, with the cer¬ 
tainty that in a few hours all would be 
over. How rejoicingly would I share 
the quiet of her tomb!” 

My eyes filled, and my heart heav¬ 
ed, at a reality of wretchedness so 
deep, that I could scarcely conceive 
it to have passed away. The paper 
fell from my hands. My mind was in 
the forest. I saw the pursuit. The fir¬ 
ing rang in my cars ; and in the midst 
of this shock of flying and fighting 
men, I saw Ciotilde wiping the dews 
of death from the brow of her helpless 
relative. 

The Olusion was almost strength¬ 
ened at this moment, by the flashing 
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of a strong and sudden light across 
the ceiling of the chamber, and the 
trampling of a body of troops by 
torcUUglit entering the Castle gates. 
A squadron of dragoons had arrived, 
escorting a carriage. Even my glance 
at the buildings =of the Castle-square 
conld scarcely recall me to the truth 
of the locality ; until an aide-dc-catnp 
knocked at my door, with a request 
from tlie viceroy that I should see 
him as soon as possible. Safely lock¬ 
ing up my precious record, I followed 
him. 

There w'as a ball on tliat night in 
the Castle, and our way to the private 
apartments of his excellency leading 
through the state saloon, the whole 
brilliant display struck upon my eyes 
at once. By what strange love of 
contrast is it, that the human mind 
is never more open to the dazzling 
effects of beauty, splendour, and gaiety 
than when it has been wrapt in the 
profoundest sorrow ? Arc the con¬ 
fines of Joy and anguish so close ? Is 
there but a liair’s-breadth intervention 
of some invisible nerve, some slender 
web of imagination, bebveen mirth* 
and melancholy? The Irish are a 
handsome race, and none more enjoy, 
or are more fitted by nature or temper, 
for all the ornamental disjdays of so¬ 
ciety ; a Castle ball was always a 
glittering exhilaration of lustre and 
beauty. But I had seen all this be¬ 
fore. To-night they mingled with the 
tendei'ncps which the [lenisal of Clo- 
tilde’s letter had shed over all my 
feelings. As the dance moved before 
my eye, as the music echoed round 
me, as 1 glanced on the walls, filled 
witli the memories of all the gallant 
and the groat, wdiose names lived in 
the native history of hundreds of 
years, I imagined the f.womau wifcli 
whom I had now connected all my 
hopes of hai)piiiess, moving in the 
midst of that charmed circle, brillianfr 
in all tlie distinctions of her birth, 
admired for her accomplished loveli¬ 
ness, and yet giving me the whole 
tribute of a noble heart, grateful for 
the devotion of ail its thoughts to her 
happiness. I involuntarily paused, 
and, leaning against one of the gilded 
pillars of that stately hall, gave im- 
rostvained way to this ivaking dream. 

My conference with the viceroy was 
soon concluded. The prisoner had 


commanded a body of insurgents, wiio, 
after some partial successes, had been 
broken and dispersed. The leader, in 
Ills desperate attempts to rally them, 
had been severely wounded, and taken 
on the field. From the papers found’ 
on his person, an important clue to 
the principal personages and objects 
of the revolt was promised; and I 
proceeded to the place of temporary 
detention to examine the prisoner. 
What an utter breaking up of the 
vision which had so lately absorbed 
all my faculties! What a contrast 
WJis now before me to the pomps and 
pleasures of the fete 1 On a table, in 
the guard-house, lay a human form, 
scarcely visible by the single dim 
light which flickered over it from the 
roof. Some of the <lragoons, covered 
with the marks of long travel, and 
weary, were lounging on the benches, 
or gazing on the unhaiipy countenance 
which lay, as if in sleep or death, be¬ 
fore tliom. A sabre w'ound had co¬ 
vered his forehead with gore, w hicli, 
almost concealing all liis features, ren¬ 
dered him a hideous spectacle. Even 
the troopers, though sulliciently in¬ 
dignant at the very name of rebel, 
either respected the singular, bold¬ 
ness of his defence, or stood silenced 
by the appalling nature of the sight. 
All hope of obtaining any informat itni 
from him was given up; he w’as evi¬ 
dently insensible, and all that I conld 
do w'as done, in placing him in the 
care of the medical practitioner in 
attendance on the Ilousehold, and 
ordering that ho should have cvoiy 
accommodation consistent with his 
safe-keeping for the time. 

I rcturiK'd to my chamber, and w^as 
again lost in the outpourings of a pen 
wdiich had all the candour of a dying 
confession. ClotiUle was again mur¬ 
muring in my ear those solemn 
thoughts, which she believed that she 
was writing only to be trampled in 
the mazes of*a French forest. Her 
last w'ords were— 

Marston, Marston, we sliall never 
meet again I In my days of wretch¬ 
edness, I have sometimes w^pt over 
the resolution by which I tore myself 
away from you. But eveiy calmer 
thought has strengthened me in the 
consciousness, that I could give no 
higher proof of the honour, the hom¬ 
age, the fond and fervent affection, of 
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xny soul. I dared not bo a burden 
on your tenderness, or an obstacle to 
your natural distinction. What could 
I, helpless, houseless, fortuneless, be 
but a weight upon that buoyancy and 
ambition of eminence which maiics 
superior natures for tho superior hon¬ 
ours of life. I relinquished the first 
object of my heart, and in that act I 
still take a melancholy pride. I 
showed you of what sacrifices I am 
capable for your sake. But what 
sacrifice is too vast for the heart ot 
woman? Farewell! you will never 
see me more. 

“ Clotilde i>e Tourvill,e.” 

During that night I found it im¬ 
possible to rest; 1 continued alter¬ 
nately reading those fragments, walk¬ 
ing up and down my chamber, and 
gazing on tho skies. The cavalry 
torches still illumined the Castlc- 
squarc; the blaze from the wind'ws 
of the ball-room still poured its steady 
radiance on the gardens; and the pure 
serenity of a rising moon shone over 
all. Captivity, luxury, and the calm 
glory of tlie heavens, were at once 
before me. Feverish with pain and 
pleasure, pressed with the anxieties 
of state, and filled with solemn and 
spiritualized contemplation, I conti¬ 
nued gazing from my casement until 
the torches and tho lights of the fete 
had decayed, and the moonbeams had 
grown pale before the first flush of 
dawn. The sounds of life now came 
upon the cool air, aud I was again in 
the world. 

Tho eventful day was come^—the 
day which I had longed for with such 
ceaseless impatience tlirougli years of 
trial—the day of which, among scenes 
the most disturbing, the most peril¬ 
ous, and the most glhtering, I had 
never lost sight for a moment—the 
day which I had followed with a fond 
and fixed eye, as the pilgrim gazes 
on the remote horizon where stands 
the shrine he loves—it was come at 
last; and yet, such are the strange 
varieties and trembling sensibilities 
of human feelings, I now felt awed, 
uncertain, and almost alarmed, at its 
arrival. Before its close, I was to see 
the being in whom my existence was 
involved. When I had met Clotildc 
last, her sentiments for me were ^ 
devoted as wore those expressed in 


her letter; yet she had repelled mj 
declarations, sacrificed my happiness 
to a high-toued enthusiasm, and re¬ 
jected all the supplications of an hon¬ 
ourable heart, under the promptings 
of a spirit too noble to be called 
pride, yet with ail the effect of the 
haughtiest disdain. 

Stiii the hour advanced, and I sent: 
a note by her attendant, soliciting an 
interview. Her hotel was within a 
short distance; yet no answer came. 
I grew more aud more reluctant to 
approach her v-ithout her direct per¬ 
mission. There arc thcfusands who 
will not comprclicnd this nervousness, 
but they are still ignorant of the 
power of real passion. True affection 
is the most timid thing in the world. 
At length, unable to endure this fev^er 
of the soul, I determined to niake tho 
trial at once, enter her presence, 
make a final declaration of all my 
hopes and fears, and hear my fate 
once for all. 

I was on tho point of leaving my 
chamber for the pni’pose, when a 
message from the vieeroy stopped 
me. The prisoner whom I had seen 
brought in during the night was to be 
examined before the privy coimcil, 
and my presence was essential. Fate, 
or fortune, seemed always to tliwart 
me, and I followed the messenger. 
The prisoner was led into the conneU- 
room just as 1 entered; and at the 
first glance I recognised him as the 
unhappy being whom I had so strange¬ 
ly met in the North, aud whose ro¬ 
mance of rebellion had so deeply 
excited my interest. His features, 
which, in the night, disfigured with 
dust and blood, I had been unable to 
distinguish, now exhibited their ori¬ 
ginal aspect, that cast of mingled 
melaficholy and daring which marked 
him at once as conscious of the perils 
of his career, and resolved to en¬ 
counter them to the uttermost. Ilis 
ti*ibunal was formed of the first men 
of the countiy, and they treated him 
with the dignity of justice. Ilis con¬ 
duct was suitable to this treatment— 
calm, decided, and with more the 
manner of a philosopher delivering 
deliberate opinions on the theory of 
government, than of a desperate con¬ 
temner of authority, and the head of 
a stern and fierce conspiracy against 
the settled state of things. He cast 
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Ilia deep and powerful glance round 
the council-board; as if to measure 
the capacities of the men with whom 
he had once prepared himself to con¬ 
tend for national supremacy; but I 
could not discover that he had any 
recollection of me. I knew him well; 
and if ever painter or sculptor had 
desired to fix in canvass or marble 
the ideal grandeur of magnificent 
conspiracy, there stood its model. 
He spoke without the slightest ap¬ 
pearance of alarm, and spoke long 
and ably, in explanation of liis views; 
for he disdained all justification of 
them. He acknowledged their total 
failure, but still contended for their 
original probability of success, and 
for their natural necessity as the re¬ 
storatives of Ireland. He was listen¬ 
ed to with the forbearance alike aris¬ 
ing from compassion for the fate he 
had thus chosen, and respect for the 
singular talent which he displayed in 
this crisis of Ids fate. Man honours - 
fortitude in all its shapes. The cri¬ 
minal was almost forgotten in the 
eloquent enthusiast; and while, with 
his deep and touching voice, and eager 
but most expressive gesture, he pour¬ 
ed out his glowing dreams, revelled 
in brilliant impossibilities, and created 
scenes of national regeneration, as 
high-coloured as the glories of a tro¬ 
pical sunset; they sutFcred him to 
take his full range, and develop the 
whole force of that vivid imagina¬ 
tion, whose fiame alike lured him into 
the most dangerous paths of political 
casualty, and blinded him to their 
palpable dangers. He concluded by 
declaring a total contempt for life; 
pronouncing, that with the loss of his 
political hopes it had lost its value, 
and making but one request to the 
council, that, “ since fortune had flung 
him into the hands of tliclr law, its 
vengeance might be done upon liim 
with the least possible delay.” 

He was now removed; and a feeling 
of regret and admiration followed his 
removal. But his crime was unde¬ 
niable, the disturbance of the public 
miud was too smlous to allow of any 
relaxation in the rigour of justice; and 
X gave unwilling signature to his 
consignment to the state prison. 

I was now once again disengaged 
from the fetters of ofilce; and, re- 
solyad not to spend another day of 


suspense, I drove to the hotel. I 
found it crowded with families which 
had fled from their houses in the 
country in the first alarm of the insui- 
rection; and in the midst of the good- 
humoured but unmanageable tumults 
of a great household of Irish stran¬ 
gers, was forced to make my own way 
at last. In passing along the gallery^ 
my eye was caught by a valise laid 
outside one of the parlours, and cord¬ 
ed, as for an immediate departure. It 
was marked with “ La Comtesse do 
Touiwille.” I knocked gently at the 
door. I was unanswered. 1 touch¬ 
ed it—it gave way, aud I stood on the 
threshold. Before me, at a table, sat 
a female figure writing, with her face 
turned from me, and apparently so 
deeply engaged as not to have heard 
my entrance. But I should have 
known her among a million. I pro¬ 
nounced her name. She started up, 
in evident alarm at the intrusioii. 
But in the next moment, her pale 
countenance was flushed by nature’s 
loveliest rose, and she held forth her 
hand to me. All my fears vanished with 
that look and the touch of tliat hand. 
All the language of earth would not 
have told me half what they told at 
that moment. Of this I say no more. 
It was the golden moment of my life; 
I make no attempt to describe our in¬ 
terview, to describe the indescribable. 

Ireturued to the Castle a new being. 
The burden which had weighed so long 
upon my spirits was removed. The 
root of bitterness, which continually 
sent up its noxious vegetation in the 
midst of the most flattering hopes ot 
iny public existence, was now extii- 
pated; I was secure in the full con¬ 
fidence of one of the loveliest and 
the noblest-hearted of human beings. 
And yet how narrowly had 1 escaped 
the loss of all ? Clotildc, hopeless ot 
ever hearing of me morOj had form¬ 
ed the determination to leave Ire¬ 
land on that day; and weaiy of dis¬ 
appointed aifectioDs, and alienated 
from the world, to change her name, 
abjure her rank, and take the veil in 
one of the Italian convents connected 
with her family. I should thus have 
lost her for ever. She had waited 
on this eventful day only for the re¬ 
turn of her domestic. His arrest on 
the night before had deranged her 
plans; and when ho had returned. 
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his mixtui’e of French verbiage and 
Irish raptures, his guard-house terrors 
and his Castle feasting, formed a 
melange so unintelligible, tliat she 
was compelled to believe him under 
the influence of a spell—that spell 
jvhich is supposed to inspire so much 
of the wit and wisdom of one of the 
cleverest and most bizarre regions of a 
moonstruck world. Even my note only 
added to her perplexity. It was given 
by Monsieur Hannibal with such a 
magniloquent description of the palace 
in which he found me, and which he 
fully believed to be my own—of the 
royal retinue surrounding my steps— 
of my staff of glittering officers, and 
the battalions and brigades of my 
body-guard; that wdiilo she smiled at 
his ^narrative, she was perfectly con¬ 
vinced of his derangemeut. But all 
this had luckily produced delay ; and 
the hour came when her past anxie¬ 
ties were to bo exchanged for the 
faith and fondness of one who knew 
lier infinite value, and was determined 
to devote his life to embellishing and 
cheering every hour of her existence. 

We w^ere married; and I had the 
delight and honour of introducing 
Clotilde into a circle of rank and 
lustre equal to the highest of her 
native country. The monarchy of 
France was long since in the tomb; 
its nobility were wanderers over the 
face of the earth. The fortunes, the 
hopes, the honours, all but the name 
of her distinguished family, had gone 
down in the general wreck. But now 
was given to mo the joyous duty of 
replacing, by the purest and fondest 
of all rights, all that the chances of 
the world had taken away. I thought 
her countenance lovelier than ever. 
It exhibited some slight evidence of 
the deep and exhausting trials which 
she had so long endured ; it was pale, 
yet the paleness reminded me of the 
exquisitd^ue of some of those fin6 
sculptures which the Italian chisel 
has given for the admiration of man¬ 
kind. Its expression, too, had as¬ 
sumed a loftier character than even 
when its first glance struck my young 
imagination. It had shared some¬ 
thing of the elevation of a mind noble 
by nature, but rendered still loftier 
and more intellectual by being thrown 
on its own resources^ Yet all this 
was for Bocietj^ Her courtly air, in¬ 


herited from an ancestry of princes ; 
her manners, which retained the 
piquant animation of her own coun¬ 
try, combined with the graver ele¬ 
gance of high life in ours; that in- 
conipai*ablc taste in dress, which seems 
the inheritance of French beauty; and 
the sparkling happiness of language, 
scarcely less the gift of her native 
soil, ma'3c her conspicuous from tho 
first moment of her introduction to 
the circle of the Castle. 

But it was in our quiet and lonely 
hours that I saw the still more cap¬ 
tivating aspects of her nature ; when 
neither the splendid Countess de 
Tourvillc, nor the w^oman of brilliant 
conversation was before me, but an 
innocent and loving girl—no Armida, 
no dazzling mistress of the spells 
which intoxicate the heai’t by be¬ 
wildering the mind; but a sweet and 
guileless ci'cature in the first bloom of 
being, full of nature, full of simplicity, 
full of truth. How often, in those 
days of calm delight, have I seen her 
fine eyes suddenly fill with tears of 
thankful joy, her check glow with 
fond gratitude, her heart labour with 
the unutterable language of secure 
and sacred love I What hours can 
be placed in comparison with such 
hours of wedded confidence! It was 
then that 1 first became acquainted 
with the nature of the female heart. 
I then first knew the treasures which 
the spirit of woman may contain— 
the hope against hope, the generous 
faith, the unfailing constancy, tho 
deep affection. How often, when 
glancing round our superb apartments, 
crowded with all the glittering and 
costly equipment of alniost royal life, 
she would clasp my hand, and touch¬ 
ingly contrast them with the solitude 
of the cell, or the anxieties of the life 
of trial ‘‘•from which I alone had 
rescued her!” How often, when we 
sat together, uninterrupted by the 
world, at our sumptuous table, would 
she, half sportively and half in me¬ 
lancholy, contrast it with the life of 
flight and fear which she had so lately 
led, with the rude repast snatched in 
forests and swamps, in the midst of 
civil war, with desolation round her 
and despair in prospect, imprisoned, 
in the power of a tyrant, and, at every 
step, approaching nearer to the pl^ 
of a cruel death 1 Then a look would 
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thank me more than all the eloquence 
in the world. 'Then I saw her eyes 
brighten, and her cheek bloom with 
new lustre and beauty unknown be¬ 
fore, until I could have almost fallen 
at her feet atid worshipped. 1 felt 
the whole supremacy of woman, with 
the whole homage of the heart of man. 

A change in the British cabinet, by 
the death of one of its leadin^f mem¬ 
bers, now produced a change in the 
viceroyalty; and the charge of the 
government, during the iiiterrcgmim, 
necessarily devolved on the secretary. 
] never felt business more irksome 
than at this juncture, and I ha<l, 

. more than once, grave thoughts of 
casting aside the stall’ of office in spite 
of all its gilding, withdrawing from 
the disturbances of public life, and, 
with Clotilde at my side, findingsoiue 
quiet corner of England, or the cartlj, 
•where we might sit under our owu 
vine Jiud our own fig-tree, and forget 
revolutions and court-days for the rest 
of our lives. 

But against this my young and 
lovely partner protested, with all the 
sj)irit of her ancestry ; declaring 
that, though nothing would give her 
more unsigned delight than to quit 
courts and cities, and fasliioii and 
fetes, for ever, if I quitted them along 
with her—she could not endure the 
thought of my allowing “ the taleuts 
which nature had given to me, and 
the opportunities which had been so 
liberally offered by fortune,” to polish 
useless lotlie world. I had no answer 
to offer but that I had made her the 
arbitross of my fate, and she was wel¬ 
come to do with me as was her so- 
vcireign will, Accordingly I left her, 
looking like Hebe in her bower, to 
plunge into a chaos of undecipherable 
papers, to be deafened with a thousand 
impossible applications, to^ marshal 
lazy departments, to reform anti¬ 
quated abuses, and, after spending 
twelve hours a-day in the dust and 
gloom of official duty, to spend nearly 
SIS many hours of the night battling 
with aiTogsuit and angry faction in 
the House of Commons. 

But this toil, like most other toils, 
had its fruits 5 it gave me an extra¬ 
ordinary increase of public influence, 
and that influence produced, in the 
natural course of such things, an ex- 
tismixlinary crop of adherents. If I 


could have drunk adulation, no man 
was in more Inimiuent hazard of mys¬ 
tifying hia own brains. I began to be 
spoken of as one equal to the highest 
affairs of the state, and to whom the 
viceroyalty itself lay naturally open. 
But I still longed for a return to Eng¬ 
land. Delighted as I wfus with the' 
grace of the higher ranks, amused 
with the perpetual whim and eccen¬ 
tricity of the lower, and' feeliug that 
general attachment to Ireland which 
every man not disqualified by loss of 
character must feel, my proper posi¬ 
tion was in that couiitiy where my 
connexions, my companionships, and 
my habits, had been formed. A new 
viceroy wjis announced; and 1 soli¬ 
cited my recall. But I bad still one 
remarkable duty to undergo. 

The nortlieru insurrection had sunk, 
and sunk with a rapidity still more 
unexpected than the suddenness of its 
rise. TJie capture of its leader was a 
blow at the heart, and it lost all i)owcr 
at the instant. In the Castle all was 
.self-congratulation, and the officials 
talked of the revolt with as much 
scorn as if there existed no elements 
of discord in the land. But I was not 
quite so easily inclined to regard all 
things tlirongh the skirts of the raiii-w 
bow which ha<i succeeded the storm; 
however unwilling to check the na¬ 
tional exultation among a peoi)Ie who 
are as fond of ])aiuting the world 
rouhur de rose as the Fren(di; laugh 
as much, and enjoy their laugh 
iiiucli more—my communications with 
Engliuid constantly warned ministers 
of tiie liazard of new insurrections, on 
a broiider, d(;e))er, and more desola¬ 
ting scale. Even my brief tour of the 
island had shown me, that there were 
materials of wilder inflammability in 
the bosom of the south than in the 
nortli. The northern revolt was like 
tlic burning ofahou.se—the\^ole waa 
before the eye, the danger ™ght bo 
measured at a glance, the means of 
extinction might operate upon it in 
tlieir full power, aiid when the mate¬ 
rials of the house were in ashes, the 
conflagration died. But the southern 
insurrection was the biu’uiiig of a coal¬ 
mine—a fire ravaging whoi'c human 
skill could scarcely gain access, kindled 
among stoi'es of combustion scarcely 
to be calculated by human experience, 
growing fiercer the deeper it descended, 
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and at every new burst undermining 
the land, and threatening to caiTy 
down into its gulis all that was 
Stately or venerable on the surface of 
the soil. 

I continued to represent that the 
north had revolted only ou theories of 
government, metaphysical reveries, 
pamphleteering abstractions—food too 
thin to nurture tlie tierce firmness by 
which conspiracy is to be carried for¬ 
ward into triumph; while the south 
pondered on real or fancied injuries, 
which wounded the pride of every 
peasant within its borders.—That tlie 
one took up arras for republicnnisin, 
the feeblest of all temptations to na¬ 
tional resistance; while the other 
brooded over a sense of wrong, in vi¬ 
sions of revenge for liereditary rights, 
and the hopes of )-cstorijig the fallen 
supremacy of its religion—motives, in 
cveiy age, the most absoj'biug among 
the wild impulses of man. I repeatedly 
warned the Irish cabinet against an 
outbreak, which, if it succeeded, must 
convulse the empire; and which, even 
if it failed, must cost the heaviest 
sacrifices to the country. ]\Jy advice 
was answci'cd by professions of per¬ 
fect security, and magnanimous de¬ 
clarations of the wisdom of extin¬ 
guishing peril by exhibiting the ab¬ 
sence of fear! My part was now done, 
and I was thenceforth to be only a 
spectator. But the course of things 
was not to be controlled by tlie confi¬ 
dence of cabinets. The sun went 
down, notwithstanding the govern¬ 
ment conviction that it would shine 
through the whole twenty-four hours; 
the political night came, as regularly 
as the night of nature, and with it 
came the inarch of tens of thousands 
of political lunatics, as brave as lions, 
though as incapable of discipline. My 
jirediction was formidably fulfilled: 
the firebr^md and the pike ravaged 
the land; blood flowed in torrents; 
and when the country returned to 
its senses, and the light of common 
sense once more dawned, ministers 
and people alike had only the mclan- 
clioly office of burying the common 
offences in that great resting-place 
where the faults of the past generation 
arc marked by tombs, and where the 
Misdom of the future is to bo learned 
only from inscriptions recording the 
frailty of all thht lived before. 
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The conspiracy which it had fallen 
to my lot to extinguish had been brief 
and local. The half-Scottish popula¬ 
tion among whom it broke out, \vero 
among the most sharp-witted and 
well-informed subjects of the empire; 
and they had no sooner made tin*, 
discovtu*}', that government was 
awake, ^ than they felt the folly of 
attempting to encounter the gigantic 
strength of the monarchy, and post¬ 
poned their republican dreams to a 
“ fitter season.” The time now ap- 
])roaclied when the leader of the 
Northern insurrectioiv was to bo 
brought to trial; and hostile as I was 
to the effects of lus enthusiasm, 1 took 
no trivial interest in the individual. 
Still, to set him at liberty was jialpably 
impossible; and my only resource was, 
to give him .such aid in this extremity 
of his career as coiiJd be given by 
liglitening the severities of his prison, 
and providing him with the means of 
securing able counsel. 1 had now an 
opportunity of seeing, for the first 
time, the g<iinus of this singular people 
displayed under a new and brilliant 
form—the eloquence of the bar. 

In England the Bar holds a high 
rank ; from its essential value fo the 
maintenance of public right in a 
country, vdierc every possession, pro¬ 
perty, and principle of man comes 
continually in the shape of a (lueation 
of right, and where the true supremacy 
is ill the law. But in Ireland, the 
spirit of the nation comiiensatcd lor 
the dcfficiency of power in the law; 
and the liar was, par excellence^ the 
profession of the gentleman. Tliis 
gave it flic highest tone of personal 
manners. But it had another incen¬ 
tive, still more characteristic. The 
House of Commons was in the closest 
cftimexioii with the bar. It was scarce¬ 
ly more tlfan a higher bar. All the 
principal men of that House had either 
been educated for the profession, or 
were actually practising barristers; 
and as the distinctions of the senate 
were more dazzling, as well as more 
rapidly attainable, than those of the 
law, the force of the profession was 
thrown into parliamentary life. The 
result was, a reflected influence ou 
both; the learning of the bar invigo¬ 
rating tlie logic of the debates, the 
eloquence of the debates onrlching 
and elevating the eloquence of the 
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courts of law. At this period the 
Courts abounded with eloquent .men, 
who would have been distinguished at 
any tribunal on earth; but, while 
some might exhibit keener argument, 
and others more profound learning, 
the palm "of forensic eloquence waa 
universally conceded to one. Need 
I pronounce the name of Curran? 
Take him for all in all, he was the 
most extraordinary example of na¬ 
tural faculties that I have ever 
known. All the chief orators of that 
proud day of oratory had owed much 
to study, much to circumstances, and 
much to the stimulus of great topics, 
a great cause, and a great theatre for 
their display. AVhen Burke spoke, he 
had the world for his hearers.—Ho 
stood balancing the fates of empires; 
his voice reached to the bosom of all 
the cabinets of civilized nations; and 
with the otfice of a prophet, he almost 
inevitably adopted the majestic lan¬ 
guage, and seized the awful and mag¬ 
nificent views of the prophet. This is 
no depreciation of the powers of that 
immortal mind; for what can be a 
higher praise than that, with the 
largest sphere of duty before him per- 
ha]is ever opened to man, he was found 
equal to the fulness of his glorious 
task? Sheridan, too, was awakened to a 
consciousness of his own powers by the 
national voice raised against Indian 
delinquencies. He had a subject teem¬ 
ing with the loftiest materials of 
Oratory—the sufferings of princes, the 
mysteries of Oriental superstition, the 
wild horrors of bai*baric tyranny, 
tlje fall of thrones, once dazzling the 
eye and the mind with all the splen¬ 
dours of Oriental empire ; himself the 
chosen pleader for India, in the pre¬ 
sence of the assembled rank, dignity, 
and authority of England. Therd 
can be no question of the gcriius which 
showed itself competent to so illustri¬ 
ous a labour. But the materials were 
boundless; the occasion was a sum¬ 
mons to all the energies of the human 
intellect; never was the draught of 
human praise, the spell of that en¬ 
chantress which holds the spirit of men 
in most undisputed sway, presented 
to the lip in a more jewelled goblet. 

But Curran spolro almost whoUy 
deprived of those resistless stimu¬ 
lants: his topics were comparatively 
trivial—the guilt of provincial con¬ 


spiracy, incurred by men chiefly in 
the humbler ranks of life, and in all 
instances obscure. No great prin¬ 
ciples of national right wei’e to live 
or die upon the success of his plead¬ 
ing ; no distressed nation held him as 
its advocate; no impregnable barrier 
against oppression in Europe or 
Asia was to be inscribed with his 
name. He was simply the advocate 
in the narrow courts of a dependent 
kingdom—humiliated by the hopeless 
effort to rescue a succession of unfor¬ 
tunate beings whose lives were in the 
grasp of justice—compressed on 
every side by localities of time, 
habit, and opinion; and thwarted 
alike by the clamour of prejudice and 
the frowns of authority. Yet his 
speeches at the bar are matchless, to 
this hour. His creative powers seemed 
to rejoice in the very emptiness of the 
space which they were to fill with 
life, lustre, and beauty. Of all the 
great speakers, his images arose from 
the simplest conceptions; while they 
rapidly wrought themselves into 
magnitude and splendour. They 
reminded me of the vapours rising 
from the morning field—thin, vague, 
and colourless, but suddenly seized by 
the wind, swelling into volume, and 
ascending till they caught the sun¬ 
beams, and shone with the purple 
and gold of the summer cloud. 
This trial of the unfortunate rebel 
leader gave him a signal opportunity 
for the exertion of his extraordinary 
faculties. It had excited the deepest 
interest throughout the country. 
Thousands had flocked from all parts 
of the laud to be present at a crisis 
which involved the national feelings 
in the highest degree; which involved 
the personal safety of individuals, 
perhaps of a much superior rank to 
the accused; and, above all, which 
seemed to fix the stamp of public 
justice on the guilt or impunity of 
opinions long cherished by the mind 
of Ireland. As the day of the trial 
approached, physiognomies were seen 
in the streets, which showed that indi¬ 
viduals were brought together by the 
event who had never been seen in 
the metropolis before. The stem, 
hard, but sagacious countenances of 
the north contrasted with the broad, 
open, and bold features of the south; 
and those again contracted with the 
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long, dark, and expressive visages 
of the west, which still give indelible 
evidence of their Spanish origin. Many 
of those men who now filled the busy 
thorougbfai'cs of the capital, had come 
from the remotest corners of Ireland, 
as if to stand their own trial. The 
prisoner at the bar was their repre¬ 
sentative ; his cause was their cause ; 
his judgment the decision of the tri¬ 
bunal on their principles; his fate 
an anticipation of their own. 

As 1 pressed on to the noble building 
where the trial was to take place—one 
of the stateliest examples of archi¬ 
tectural grace and dignity in a city 
distinguished for the beauty of its 
public buildings—it was impossible to 
avoid being struck with the general 
look of popular restlessness. The 
precaution of government had called 
in a large military force to protect 
the general tranquillity, and the jja- 
trols of cavalry and the frequent 
passing of troops to their posts, created 
a perpetual movement in the streets. 
The populace gathered in gi'oups, 
which, rapidly dissolving at the ap¬ 
proach of the soldiery, as rapidly as¬ 
sembled again, when they had passed 
by; street minstrels of the most 
humble description were plying their 
trade with a remorseless exertion of 
lungs; I heard the names of the Paiiia- 
mentaiy leaders and the government 
frequently transpiring in those rough 
specimens of the popular taste; and 
from the alternate roars of fierce 
laughter and bui'sts of wild indigna¬ 
tion which arose from the gi'oiips, it 
was evident that “men and measures” 
were not spared. The aspect of the 
multitude in the vicinity of the Law 
Courts was still more disturbed, 
Kebellion has a jdiysiognomy of its 
own, and I had by this time learned 
to read it with tolerable fidelity to 
nature. It always struck me as of a 
wholly different character from that 
of the vice or the violence of the peo¬ 
ple. It wears a thoughtful air; the 
lips seem to have a secret enclosed, 
the eye is lowering, the step unsteady, 
the man exhibits a consciousness of 
danger from the glance or tread of 
every passer-by. His visage is sullen, 
stern, and meditative—I can scarcely 
allow this conception to be a work of 
fancy, for I have never been deceived 
in my readings^ of that most expres¬ 


sive of all betrayers of the inner man.. 
And on this day, I could have pre¬ 
dicted the preparation for some general, 
and reckless rising against govern¬ 
ment, on the first opportunity when 
it should be found slumbering on its 
post: and my prediction would liave 
been true. 

The court was crowded, and it was 
with no small diflScnlty tliat I was 
enabled to reach the seat beside the 
judge, which had been provided for 
me. The arraignment and prep^a- 
tory routine of the trial gave time for 
the court to subside into order; and 
the address of the principal law-officer 
for the prosecution, though exciting 
the deepest anxiety, was listened to 
in the most respectful silence. The 
case was strong, and was ably dealt 
with by the attoniey-goueral. The 
evidence was clear and complete, and 
the hope of an acquittal seemed to be 
gradually abandoned in the expres¬ 
sive gloom of the spectators. The 
prisoner at the bar, too, seemed more 
dejected than I liad presumed from 
his former intrepidity; and the few 
glances which I could sufier myself 
to give to a being in his cal^iitous 
condition, showed me a frequent 
ivi'ithing of the lip, a clenching of the 
teeth, and a nervous contraction of 
the features, which looked like despair. 
At length the counsel for the defence 
rose. It was the fii-st instance of my 
seeing the memorable Curran engaged 
in his profession. I had met him 
from time to time in general society^ 
and felt the delight which all expe¬ 
rienced ill his unfailing spirits and 
brilliant pleasantry. I had hitherto 
enjoyed him as the wit. I was now 
to be dazzled, delighted, and over¬ 
whelmed by him as the orator. 

•Curran was the last man to l>e 
judged of by appearances. Nature 
had been singularly unkiud to his 
exterior, as if the more to astonish us 
by the powers of the man within. 
HU figure was undersized, his visage 
brown, hard, and peasantlike, his 
gesture was a gesticulation, and his 
voice was alternately feeble and shrill. 
His whole effect was to be derived 
fi'om means, with which that little 
meagre frame and sharp treble had 
nothing to do. But he had a singu¬ 
larly vivid eye. It was of the deep-. 
est black, and such was the intensity 
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of its expression in hia more impas¬ 
sioned moments, that it was scarcely 
. an exaggeration to say that it shot fire. 
Still, a stranger would have regarded 
him chiefly as a humorist, from the 
glances of sly sarcasm, andevenof open 
ridicule which he cast round the court 
during tlie pleadings of some of his 
“ learned brethren.” But, in that 
court his true faculties were known; 
and the moment of his rising, careless 
as was his attitude, and listless the 
w^iich he gave as he turned from 
his brief to the jury, was the signal 
for universal silence, and the flxing of 
every eye upon the great pleader. 

He began by sweeping away the 
heap of useless facts and forensic pro¬ 
lixities with which his predecessors 
had encumbered the case; and nothing 
conld be more admirable Ijjian the 
dexterity witli which he seized on the 
most casual circumstances tending to 
clear the character of the accused. 
But it was when he amved at higher 
topics that he displayed his genius. 

‘‘ Nunc in ovilia^ max in reluctantes 
dracones.^'’ It was when, from deve¬ 
loping the ignorance and contradic¬ 
tions ^f the informer by whom the 
charge of conspiracy was sustained, 
he rushed to tlic attack on the general 
system of the Irish government, that 
I saw him in full vigour. He de¬ 
nounced it as the source of all the 
turaults which had of late years shaken 
the “ isle from its propriety.” “ Here 
was the fount,” said he, “ from which 
fiowed the waters of bitterness, not 
the less bitter that I can trace its 
wanderings through centuries of na¬ 
tional desolation, through fields of 
blood, through the graves of genera¬ 
tions.” After giving the most daring 
outline of what he tenned the evils of 
the local sovereignty of Ireland, die 
surprised me into sudden acquiescence 
and involuntary admiration, by a pa- 
negyric on the principles of British 
government in the more favoured 
island—on “ the majestic supremacy 
of the law, extending over all tilings, 
sustaining all things, administering life 
and health and purity to all; a moral at¬ 
mosphere, and though invisible, like the 
phy siofid, yet irresistible in its strength, 
penetratiag through the whole nation¬ 
al existence, and carrying on undis¬ 
turbed and perpetual, in the day and 
* of empire; all the great pro¬ 


cesses of national animation and pros¬ 
perity.” Then, suddenly daiting away 
from this lofty and solemn view, lie 
indulged in some wild story of native 
humour, which convulsed the whole 
audience with laughter. Yet, before 
the burst had subsided, he touched 
another string of that harp which 
so magically responded to the mas¬ 
ter's hand. He described the long 
career of calamity through which an 
individual bom with a glowing heart, 
brilliant faculties, and an aspiring 
spirit, must struggle, in a countiy 
filled witli the pride of indepeudence, 
and yet for ages in the condition of a 
province. Some part of his pathos in 
this sketch was probably borrowed 
from his own early diificulties; and 
I heard, poured out with the touch¬ 
ing vehemence of painful reality, 
probably the very meditations which 
had preyed upon the heart of the stu¬ 
dent in ids oliambcr, or darkened his 
melancholy walks in the cloisters of the 
Temple. But he suddenly started on a 
new train of thought; and reprobated 
with the loftiest rebuke, that state of 
the law which, while it required two 
witnesses for the proof of treason in 
England, was content with one in 
Ireland. This he branded with every 
name of indignant vituperation, fre¬ 
quently adopted, accordingtohis habit, 
from tlie most familiar conceptions; 
yet, by their familiarity, striking the 
mind with astonishing force. He 
called it “ playing at pushpin with the 
lives of men ”—“ the reading-made- 
easy of judicial murder”—“ the ‘ rule 
of three’ of forensic assassination;— 
given, a villain, multiplied by a false 
oath, the product, an execution!” 
He now revelled in the boldest extra¬ 
vagances of imagery and language, 
expressions which, written, might re¬ 
semble the burlesque of a public jester, 
or the wildness of a disturbed mind, 
but which were followed by the audi¬ 
ence, whom he had heated up to the 
point of passion, with all but accla¬ 
mation. Still he revelled on. His 
contrasts and comparisons continued 
to roll out upon each other. Some 
noble, some grotesque, but all effective. 
After one dazzling excursion into tlie 
native history, in which be contrasted 
the aboriginal hospitality and rude 
magnificence of the old Irish chieftain, 
"the Tir-Owen or OlBitd, with the 
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chilling halls of the modern absentee; 
he suddenly changed his toiie, and 
wandered away into a round of fantas¬ 
tic, and almost frolicsome pleasantries, 
which shook even the gravity of the 
bench. Then, suddenly checking him¬ 
self, and drawing his hand across his 
brow’to wipe away a tear—for even 
the hard-headed lawyer was not 
always on his guard against the feel¬ 
ing of the moment—ho upbraided 
himself, and the bystanders, for the 
weakness of being attracted by any 
lights conception, while the calami¬ 
ties of Ireland were demanding all 
their sympathies. And even this he 
did in his characteristic manner. 
“Alas!” said he, in a voice which 
seemed sinking with a sense of mis¬ 
fortune, “ why do / jest? and why do 
you smile? Or, are wo for ever to be 
the victims of our natioiml propensity, 
to be led away by trivialiies ? Wc 
tickle ourselves with straws, when wc 
■should be arming for the great contests 
of national minds. We arc ready to 
be amused with the twang of theJew’s 
harp, when we should be ycaniing 
for the blast of the trumpet. You 
remind me, and 1 remind myself, of 
the scene at one of our country-wakes. 
It is the true portrait of our fruitless 
mixture of levity and sorrow. We 
comti to mourn, ami wc arc turned to 
merriment by the first jest. Wc sit 
under the roof of death, yet we arc as 
ready to laugh as ever. The corpse of 
Ireland is before our eyes : we lling 
a few flowers over its shroud, and 
then wc cat, drink, and arc merry. 
Must it be for ever pronounced—that 
we arc a frivolous and fickle race— 
that the Irislimiui remains a voluntary 
beggar, with all the bounties of nature 
round him ; unknown to fame, with 
genius flashing from his eyes; humi¬ 
liated, with all the armoury of law 
and liberty open to bis bands; and 
laughing, laughing on, when the only 
echo is from the chambers of tlic 
grave?’’ 

The orator dropped his head on his 
clasped hands as he spoke the words; 
and there was an universal silence for 
a while. It was interrupted by a groan 
of agony from the prisoner. All eyes 
were instantly turned to the dock, 
and the spectacle there was startling. 
He seemed writhing under intoler¬ 
able torture, ilh bands clung cager- 
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ly to the front of the dock, as if to sus¬ 
tain him ^ his lips w ere as coloude^s 
clay, but his features and forehead 
were of the most feverish crimson. 
At first the general impression wa6, 
that be had been overcome by a sense 
of his perilous state; but it was soon 
evident that his pangs ■were more 
physical than moral. Cnrran pow 
flung his brief upon the table, and hur¬ 
ried to’ his side. A few words passed 
between tliem, inaudible to the court; 
but they had the unexpected effect 
of apparently restoring the sufferer to 
com})lGtc tranquillity, die again stood 
erect; his brow, and it was a noble one, 
resumed its marble smoothness ; his 
features grew calm, and hia whole 
aspect returned to the stem and move¬ 
less melancholy of an antique statue. 

Tlic advocate went back to liis ])Iacc, 
and conimeiiced a singularly dexterous 
attempt to avert the sentence, by an 
appeal to the national feelings. “If,” 
said ho, “my client had been charged 
with any of those crimes which effect 
their object by individual injury, I 
should disdain to offer a defence, which 
could be accomplished only by con¬ 
founding the principles of right and 
wn'ong. But Iiere is an instance in 
which the noblest mind might oit, in 
which the highest sagacity might be 
perplexed, in which the most self- 
denying virtue might discover no¬ 
thing but a voluntary sacrifice,” The 
problem before his client ^vas “ the 
proudest that had ever occiqiied the 
mind of ancient or modern times. It 
Avas, by what means a patriot might 
raise his country to the highest pos^ 
sible elevation. "What are the essen¬ 
tials for such a purpose ? Intrepidity, 
independence of heart, the steadiest 
perseverance, the manliest fortitude ; 
all the great qtialitics of the head and 
the heart. Those are the tributes which 
he must briiig.to the altar of his coun¬ 
try. But tlie priest must bo prepared 
himself to be the sacrifice. Is it the 
liands of his countrymen that are to 
bind him to the honis of the altar ? ” 

A sense of this haasardous line of 
observations, however, soon struck the 
keen understanding of the great plead¬ 
er; and he admitted in all its fulness the 
necessity of respecting public tranquil¬ 
lity, of relinquishing doubtful projects 
of good, and of studying the prospe¬ 
rity of a nation, rather through the 
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“ microscope of experience” than by 
“vague, though splendid, telescopic 
glances ” at times and things beyond 
our power. “ The man,” said he, 
“ who discovers the cause of blight 
in an car of corn, is a greater bene¬ 
factor to the world than the man who 
discovers a new fixed star.” From 
the glow on his countenance, and the 
sudden brightness of his eye, I could 
see that he was about to throV him- 
setf loose on some new current of rich 
and rapid illustration, when he was 
suddenly stopped by a shriek from 
the dock ; the prisoner had fallen with 
his head over its front, and seemed 
gasping in the last pangs. The drops 
of torture stood thick on his brow, 
his eye was glazed, and his lips con¬ 
tinued to quiver, without the power 
of utterance. The advocate approach¬ 
ed him; the dying man caught him 
by the hand; and, as if the touch had 
restored his faculties at the instant, 
said, with a faint smile, and in a low 
tone, yet so clear as to be audible to 
the whole assembly, in the words of 
Pierre—“ Wc have deceived the se¬ 
nate !” In the utterance he fell back 
and died. To escape the ignominy 
of the scaffold, the nuhappy man, be¬ 
fore he came into court, had swallow¬ 
ed po-ison! 

1 speak of Curran, only as I sec Iiiin 


through the lapse of years. Time has 
had no other effect on my recollection, 
than raising my estimate of his ge¬ 
nius. I admit, too, that in judging of 
an extraordinary man, time may ex¬ 
alt the image as well as confuse the 
likeness. The haze of years may mag¬ 
nify all the nobler outlines, wiiile it 
conceals all that would enfeeble their 
dignity. To me, his eloquence now 
rcsembics those midsummer night 
dreams, in which all is contrast, and 
all is magical. Shapes, diminutive and 
grotesque for a moment, and then 
suddenly expanding into majesty and 
beauty; solitudes startling the eye 
with hopeless dreariness, and at a 
glance converted into the luxury of 
landscape, and filled with bowers of 
perpetual spring. The power of his 
contrasts still haunts me; Aladdin's 
palace, starting from the sands, was 
not more sudden, fantastic, or glitter¬ 
ing. Where all seemed barren, and 
where a thousand other minds would 
have traversed the waste a thousand 
times, and left it as wild and unpeo¬ 
pled as ever; no sooner had he spoken 
the spell, than up sprang the brilliant 
fabric of fancy, the field was bright 
Avitli fairy pomp, and the air was 
filled with genii on the wing. 

Next morning, I was on my road 
to London. 
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LEBRUN’S LAWSUIT. 


In France, even before the Revo¬ 
lution, less regard was paid to the 
decisions of a court of law, than to 
public opinion. That tyrant of our 
modern days had already seized the 
throne, and bis legitimate authority 
and divine right were never doubted 
by the most anti-monarchical of tho 
sons of liberty. The only check on 
the insolence of tho noblesse, and tho 
only compensation for the venality of 
the judges, was found in a recourse 
to the printer. A marquis was made 
to imitate the manners of a gentle¬ 
man by fear of an epigram; a defeat¬ 
ed party in a lawsuit consoled him¬ 
self by satirizing the court; and from 
Voltaire down to Palissot, all the 
people who conld write, and could 
borrow ink and paper, had pen in 
hand, ready to appeal from prejudiced 
juries, overbearing nobles, or even 
kUres de cachet and the Bastile itself, 
to the reading, talking, gossiping, 
laughing, quick-witted, cold-hearted 
citizens of Paris. The consequence 
was that the whole city was overrun 
with pamphlets. Ministers of state, 
marshals, and princes of the blood, 
were as busy as any Grub-street 
garretteer. Literary squabbles em¬ 
ployed the lifetime of all the literary 
men—and some of them, indeed, are 
only known by their squibs and lam¬ 
poons on their more popular brethren. 
Bat so great at last seems to have 
been the rage for calling in the public, 
that it was not even expelled from 
the consulting chambers of counsel 
learned in the law. If a case came 
before an advocate that gave any 
scope for his talents as a pamphleteer, 
his opinion immediately took tho 
shape of a little historktte^ and in a 
few days was in print. The attorney 
WM no less literary in getting up his 
brief; and innumerable were the sage 
labours of avocats and proaireurs 
which rushed into type before the 
trial was over, and did duty, very 
much to the reader’s satisfaction, as a 
tale of fashionable life. In fact, a very 
amusing collection might be made, of 
the memorials of counsel which ap¬ 
peared in Paris about the middle of 
last century. TIA writings, for in- 
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stance, which secured the fame of 
witty Beaumarchais among the gos¬ 
sips of the capital, were not the Bar¬ 
ber Seville^ or his comedies, but the 
briefs which he composed in his law¬ 
suit with the Goezmans and the Sieur 
Bertrand. All the laughers w'ero on 
his side; and though lie was beat in 
the trial, his triumph w'as complete; 
for it was not in the nature of Parisian 
public opinion to believe a man guilty 
who was so prodigal of bon-mots; or 
that the opposite party had right or 
Justice on their side, whose pleadings 
were as uninteresting as a sermon. 
But Beaumarchais was not the only 
author who owed his notoriety to his 
legal proceedings. One of the great 
lyric poets of Franco, who is placed 
by his countrymen upon the same 
level as Pindar—Denis Lconchaid 
Lebrun—was the town-talk for several 
years, during his action against his 
wife for the restitution of conjugal 
rights. And as bis Memoire^ or plead¬ 
ing, gives a view of French life at the 
period, (1774J of a grade in society 
omitted in the MCmoires and Sou¬ 
venirs of dukes and princesses, we 
propose to give some account of it, 
and also of tho hero of the process, 
whose strange eventful history was not 
drawn to a close till 1807. He was 
born in 1720, in tlie house of the 
Prince de Conti, in whose service his 
father was. His talents soon recom¬ 
mended him to the notice of the 
prince; and, before he was thirty, he 
had established his reputation as a 
poet of the first order by an ode on 
the c^rthquako at Lisbon. Acknow¬ 
ledged as a man of genius, and feared 
as a man of wit—for his epigrams 
were even more celebrated than his 
lyrics—and placed in easy circum¬ 
stances by the kindness of his master, 
who bestowed on him the title and 
salary of his “ Scerdtaire des Com- 
mandemens,” nothing seemed want¬ 
ing to his felicity but a wife to share 
his glory; and, accordingly, in the 
year 1760, he married. If we believe 
his own account, he was the happiest 
of Benedicts for fourteen years ; but 
all of a sudden, without warning, 
without reason, and (though she was 

3 a 


a poetess) without even rhyme, his 
household gods were broken, and all 
his happiness engulfed. It was a 
second edition of the Lisbon earth¬ 
quake- The opposite party denied 
the fourteen yeaiHs’ felicity, and talk- 
•^cd wonderful things about cuffs and 
kicks bestowed on the spouse—land 
maledictions of more force than ele¬ 
gance ; but both sides agree that the 
matter came to a crisis when a certain 
Sieur Grimod—a sort of Cicisbeo— 
Platonic of course—ivas requested to 
leave the house, and discontinue his 
visits to Madame Lebrun. This sim¬ 
ple proceeding let loose all the winds 
of heaven ; poor Lebrun w-as pounced 
upon by the whole female sex. Even 
liis old mother turned against him; 
oven his sister, a sour vestal of thirty- 
seven, sided uith licr injured sister- 
in-law ; and what had the wretched 
poet to say for himself? lie sus¬ 
pected nothing improper—a good easy 
man—ho adored his “Fanny”—he 
wanted her to come biick—but that 
horrid fellow Grimod!—he would not 
have Grimod within liis door. So 
Fanny would not go within it either; 
and off to the avocat rushed Lebrun, 
to force her to come back by legal 
I)rocess; and off went Madame, ac¬ 
companied of course by the Sieur 
Giiinod, to her to resist tlio 

demand •, and then followed paper 
upon paper—love, regrets, i)ronus- 
iiigs, courtings, on one side; hatred, 
defiance, and foul names, ad libitum^ 
on the otlier. And, finally, the whole 
case was jftit into a Mimoire^ with 
the help of Monsieur Hardoiif dc la 
llegnei’ic, avocMt; and every tea- 
tablo—but there was no tea in those 
days—every card-table in Paris was 
as well able to decide the caufle as 
the Parliament itself. ^ 

Tlio Memohr. commences with some 
general reflections on the advantages 
possessed by a pretty woman, iu all 
cases of a quarrel with a man. And 
when, in addition to her pretthiess, 
she has the art to appear ill-used, 
there is no resisting her attacks. A 
halo of sympathy gathers round her, 
while a cloud envelopes the unfortu¬ 
nate antagonist; and people at last 
think that they arc performing an act 
of pure and disinterested Justice, when 
tliey kick him into the Seine, Im¬ 
pressed >>1111 this disagreeable couvic- 
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tion,' (from which we gather that Ma • 
dame Lebrun was a handsome wo¬ 
man, while the husband was notliing 
to boast bf—at all events compared 
to the Sieur Orimod,) he hurries on to 
the facts—and they rather alter the^ 
apjjcarance of affairs. 

It was in the year 1760, as we have 
said, that the Sieur Lebrun married 
the I)eraoiselle de Surcourt. Interest 
and ambition had nothing to do with 
the match. Love was the only fast¬ 
ener of the bond.. The Sieur l-^ebrun 
and the Demoiselle de Surcourt had 
been acquainted—had been lovers— 
for three 3 'cars. And that passion, born 
of a sympathy oftastesandsentinieuts, 
had gi'own in mystery—a secret cor¬ 
respondence was its aliment and in¬ 
terpreter—a delicious correspondence 
—where the Demoiselle dc Surcourt 
knew how to combine the sallies of 
imagination with the soft outpourings 
of the soul, or the burning expressions 
of her love I Pardon the Sieur Lebrun 
if he transcribes a few passages from 
her letters; Madame Lebrun, abo>c 
all, ought to excuse him. It is not 
betraying her secrets; it is recalling 
l:er to herself, and to a sentiment slio 
v.'C’iId never have forsworn, ifshe had 
been ,'flowed to follow the dictates of 
her h.' -.rt:— 

“ Fro:n v'y beU, this Tuesday evening. 

“ If it is fluttering to be loved by 
those we love, it is still more so wlicii 
the loved object is 3 'ou, my dear Misis. 
’Twoiild make me vain to think I 
jilcased you really as much as you 
I do; but I feel my happiiu^ss loo 
truly to give way to pride on account 
of it. Is it true, then, that you think 
of me, and prefer myrcmeinbranco to 
the gaieties of society? Ali! why am 
I not ill the room where yon I'cmaiii 
for my sake? You make me wish 
more—I wish I could be with you 
wherever you thqik of me. You mv 
riglit in saying our hearts arc made 
for one another; they have the same 
sentiments, they burn with the same 
fires. That charming harmony is tlie 
work of love; but nature had creatiul 
a sympathy between them that seems 
to tell us they were made to love and 
to be united. Yes, my dear Misis, 
thej' must love for ever; but in the 
mean time will you consent to languish 
in absence and coifstraiut? I would 
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not remind you of j’our unhappiness, 
since you have interdicted me from 
the subject, if you did not complain 
yourseli'; and your complaints make 
me wretched. They reveal to me 
your sufferings, and awaken all my 
affection. Do you think, if I had an 
opportunity of seeing you, that I would 
not seize it? Ah I you ought to feel 
assured of all I would do for you if I 
had it in my power, Btit wc can’t 
help hoping what we desire so much. 
Reproach me, therefore, no more; tell 
mo rather again that you are con¬ 
vinced of my affection, and promise 
to love me all your life. I ought to 
be sure of it already ; but every time 
you reproach me, I make you repeat 
the promise by way of expiating your 
fault. Good-uight, my dear ilisis ; 
I hope you will think of me in your 
dreams. Why must I say good-uiglit 
so fur from you ? ” 

Of the same period is tlie follow'- 
ing 

Prom my bed, this Wednesday night. 

“ What! you scold lue in sober 
truth! You write me a scrap of a let¬ 
ter—in the coldest, gravest style. 
Yes—you were sad—I see you were. 
Do you fancy that the lecture you 
gave me makes up for my grief at los¬ 
ing you ? Ah! if I had not recalled 
your eyes glowing with love, and all 
our mutual endearments, 1 should 
have been angi'y with you. IIow 
strange that your very recollection 
pleads your excuse! Whatever may 
bo your fault, you have but to show 
yourself to be forgiven. But do not 
presume, upon this confession, to add 
to ^our faults. Alas! if ever you de¬ 
serve a punishment, its bitterness uill 
all belong to me. Fortune befriended 
us when last we met; but don’t you 
find time pass too quickly when we 
are together ? I have always a thou¬ 
sand things to say to you; it is not, 
perhaps, the shortness of the time— 
it is, that the more I say to you tlic 
more I wish to say. In the same 
way, the more kisses I give you, the 
more 1 wish to give; all the feelings 
you inspire arc in extremes, llo^v 
you ought to love me if you wish your 
tenderness to equal mine ! And since 
it 'is always on tliu increase, how 
Cruel that wc can*iie\^er give way to 
tile sentiments wc feel, and cxpi*css 
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them to each other! What pleasure 
-we are deprived of, dear Misis I -why 
arc you not beside the couch where 
I am now writing ? Our silence alone 
would be more eloquent than all our 
letters. The kisseil would give you 
M'ould 110 longer be in dreams, though 
my^Iiappiness would perhaps make me 
think it one. Adieu! the more I 
think of it, the more I feel tlie misery 
of being separated fi’om you. It is 
near one o’clock. Are you in bed 
yet ? Think of me 1 ” 

This secret corrcspohdciico lasted 
for three yciirs; but, at last, a letter 
was opeued by a servant, and the 
secret was discovered by the Sieur dc, 
la iMotte, who passed for the Demoi¬ 
selle do Surcoiirt’s uncle, and with 
whom she lived. The Sieur Lebrun 
had but to whisper marriage, and all 
would have been arranged. Under 
other circumstances the word would 
Lave been easy—but there was a bar 
betw^ccii them: the Demoiselle de 
Surcourt was of illegitimate birth. 
Love, however, laughed at the obstruc¬ 
tion. The 8ieur Lebrun hurried to 
the house of De la Mottc ; demanded 
the hand of the lady he loved; and 
the Demoiselle dc Surcourt became 
his wife. The marriage contract will 
prove his diHintcrcstcdncss. The 
portion he obtained was small; con¬ 
sisting but of eighteen hundred francs 
a- 3 'ear. The 8icur Lebrun, secretary 
of tlie domains of the rriiicc do Coiiti, 
w'Uli two thousand livres a-year, might 
Lave looked higher—at all events ho 
might •ive bargained for a settlement 
in liis favour; but, so far from that, 
he made no claim upon her fortune, 
but settled all lie had upon her. Is 
this Jlie man wliom Madame Lebrun 
accuses of hjV'ing married her from 
iutorcsted motives? 

Alius, sometimes, for the marriages 
which liave been preceded by too vio¬ 
lent a love!—illusion gives place to 
sad reality. The boy and girl love 
without having learned to know each 
other; and cease to love wdien that 
knowledge comes I But the attach¬ 
ment of the Sieur and JMadame Le¬ 
brun oxiieviciiced no revolution of the 
kind. Fourteen years passed away 
in uninterrupted union. Though con¬ 
verted into a husband, the Sieur Le¬ 
brun did not cease to be MlsIs; the 
w edded Dc Surcourt continued to bo 
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Fanny”—cbarming names—inge¬ 
nious disguises—chosen by two lovers 
to perpetuate the memory of the times 
of courtship! 

More than three hundred letters, 
written by Mad^pie Lebrun during 
that time, were in the hands of her 
husband—irrefragable proofs of their 
mutual affection; but she has found 
means to get away the greater part 
of them; enough, however, remain to 
make his justification complete. Never 
was a union more harmonious—a wife 
more petted and indulged. It seemed 
that felicity, resting ou such founda¬ 
tions, could never be disturbed; but 
one single moment was sufficient to 
overturn the work of seventeen yeara I 
The Sicur and Madame Lebrun had 
been intimate for some years w'ith a 
certain Sieur Grimod, who held an 
appointment from the king, and lived 
as if his office was of great value. 
The Sieur Lebrun is not astonished 
that his wife was pleased with the 
acquaintance, for he prized it vciy 
highly himself; but a time came when 
he thought it better for all parties 
that it should cease. The Sieur Le¬ 
brun believes in his wife’s virtue as in 
his own existence. What I if he had 
not that belief, would he be here to 
reclaim her by course of law ? But 
it is not enough for a woman to have 
the reality of virtue—^slic must have 
the appearance also; and every man 
has a right to be in that respect a 
Cmsar. Already some indiscretions 
of Madame Lebnin, which the ojMin- 
ncss and purity of her mind could 
alone render excusable—her ^fortrait 
drawn without her husband’s know¬ 
ledge for the Sieur Grimod—a letter 
from that individual to the lady, writ¬ 
ten in a style such as no one would 
use towards a lady he rpspcctcd-^had 
begun to inspire the Sieur Lebrun 
with a certain coolness. The whis¬ 
perings at last, unjust os they were, 
no doubt, of a malicious public—the 
advice of his friends—his own suscep¬ 
tibility, made it imperative on him to 
come to a rupture, in which Madame 
Lebrun should have been glad to join. 
And here is the letter he wrote to the 
Sieur Grimod:— 

ThU 15tH January 1774. 

“ There are a thousand circum¬ 
stances, Sir, which every day ma^c it 
a man's duty no longer to see the 


persons who have previously been 
most highly prized. I experience this 
myself in declining an acquaintance 
with you, which in other respects I 
greatly valued. You know better than 
any one else how much I lose by this • 
step. Madame Lebrun unites her rc- 
gi'ets to mine, and begs me to assure 
you, and also Madame Grimod, of her 
affectionate thanks, de ses plus ten- 
dres remcrcimciis.’) I have the honour 
to be, with perfect truth, and for ilio 
last time,” &c. 

‘ And the Sieur Grimod immediately 
replied— 

Your letter, Sir, did indeed sur¬ 
prise Madame Grimod and me, wlio 
believed ourselves among the number 
of your friends, after the many years 
we have had the honour to know you. 
We do not know the motives for so 
sudden a quarrel; if you were pleased 
with our society, we were no less so 
with yours. The number of true 
friends we retain, does not hinder us 
from regretting those we lose, in you 
and Madame Lebrun, to whom we 
beg you will express our regret, 
have the honour,” &c. 

After two such polite epistles, the 
reader Avould naturally expect that 
the Sicur Lebrun and the Siem- Gri¬ 
mod, with their respective wives, 
would toss their heads at each other 
when they met in the street, and give 
the cut direct with the utmost unani¬ 
mity. But another glance into the 
Mtmoire will soon convince hip of 
his mistake. The Sicur Lebrun may 
probably look vastly majestic, and 
pass the Sieur Grimod with a con¬ 
temptuous jerk; but sorry are we to 
say that Madame Lebrun joins in no 
such dignified proceeding. She cuts 
the magnanimous Lebrun instead; she 
stu's up against him the wrath and 
indignation of all his friends and rela¬ 
tions ; she continues her intimacy with 
the Sieur Grimod; and, as a finish to 
her connubial obedience, she goes one 
moiTiing with three hackney coaches, 
and carries off every article of furni¬ 
ture the unhappy little man possesses. 
A pleasant s^cimen of a wife of the 
middle class in the year 1774! A 
duchess could scarcely be more sub¬ 
lime. Now, who was this Sieur Gri¬ 
mod, and what nAinner of rank was 
his considered ? He had nothing 



1845.] Lebrun^s 

do with the noblesse; he kept no shop; 
he had no private fortune; but he was 
one of the true causers of the French 
Bevolution, the rascally collectors of 
taxes, the underlings of the atrocious 
fermiers generaux^ who wrung the 
last farthing from the already oppress¬ 
ed peasant, and made the whole 
realm of France as sterile, hopeless, 
and wretched, as a nation must in¬ 
evitably become, if it is allowed to be 
the prey of an O’Connell in every 
parish. His nominal salary was under 
a hundred a-year; but we shall see 
the style he lives in, as wc get on in 
the account—his country-houses—his 
carriages, and even his politenesses 
to Madame Lebrun; and wc shall 
hear in eveiy one of these luxurious 
enjoyments the sharpening of the 
guillotine axe. hladamc Lebrun the 
wife, Madame Lebrun the mother, 
and Mademoiselle the sister, are all 
in the same story. The old lady, 
whose virtuous indignation towers 
above her sex, has no patience for the 
insufferable tyrant who won’t let his 
wife sec her best friends, (“qui vouloit 
rempuicher do voir ses oons, amis.”) 
They trump up all manner of stories 
against him; and even maintain, in 
their first paper of accusation, that he 
tlircslicd and kicked iiis tender-hearted 
spouse, and put her in bodily fear. 
Lilt when the magistrate looked at 
our diminutive friend, and compared 
his powers of threshing and kicking 
with the tall majestic figure and full 
chest of the complainant, he dismissed 
the charge “ avec unc sorte d’indig- 
nation,” as the Sienr Lebrun triumph¬ 
antly declares; and wc think the 
magistrate was quite justified in so 
doing. No, no—the Sieur Lebrun was 
bad enough, as you shall hear in the 
sequel; but he never had the cruelty, 
not to mention the courage, to attack 
so stately a woman as his wife. But, 
alas 1 from the magistrate’s decision 
there lay a power of appeal. The three 
ladies—witli the help, no doubt, of the 
irresistible Sicur Grimod—carried the 
cause into ahighor court. Th cy brought 
it before the bailliage of the Temjde; 
but the Sieur Lebrun had some mis¬ 
givings as to the impartiality of the 
court, and ho carried it before the 
judges at the Chiltelet. In this court, 
Grimod and his party knew had no 

chance, suflered itlie case to go against 
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them by default, and finally appeal¬ 
ed to the Grande Chambre. And 
the Sieur Lebrun did all this to get 
back a woman that had robbed, and 
pillaged, and slandered him, and pre¬ 
ferred her bon ami the Sieur Grimod, 
and her bonne amie the Dame Grimod, 
to her Misis, in spite of his ode on the 
earthquake at Lisbon, and his being 
ranked by the Parisian critics as a 
little above Pindar. 

^ Well, to it they go, reply, replica¬ 
tion, rejoinder—till at last wc are 
verily persuaded the little man tried 
to get her into his poAver again for the 
express purpose of murdering her at 
his leisure. And Avhat our verdict in 
such a case, if avc had been upon tho 
jury, would have been, wo are not 
prepared to say. 

The lady, in the course of her accu¬ 
sations, proved too much. She brought 
witnesses to state, that for the whole 
fourteen years of her wedded life she 
had been thumped and bullied Avorse 
than Cindendla; accused of trying to 
poison her lord and master; and, in 
short, had led a life of perfect misery. 
Oho ! cries the Pindar of the reign of 
Louis the Fifteenth, yon are a pretty 
woman to talk of misery and ill- 
treatment for fourteen years! Why, 
never Avas such a merry, happy, care¬ 
less being in France. For fourteen 
years you did nothing but amuse 
yourself and worship me, as a good 
wife ought. I buried myself in iny 
books, and wrote astonishing odes and 
epigrams, con'cspondcd Avith Voltaire, 
and discovered grand-daughters of 
Compile, and got up subscriptions for 
their benefit; and all the Avhile you 
attended every party, Avent to all the 
theatres, and never missed a single 
masquerade. No, ’twas when I for¬ 
bade the visits of Grimod- 

But at that name his eloquence leaves 
him, and he descends to facts. There 
is one fact, he says, against which 
the whole plot of this separation will 
fall to pieces. It is tho harmony 
which always reigned between man 
and wife till about six weeks before 
she went away. The witnesses ot 
4he Sieur Lebrun to this fact arc in¬ 
dubitable. They are her own letters— 
those, be it understood, which she 
left behind, or rather, wliich she was 
not able to cairy away with her. By 
the pcimsal of some of her notes be- 
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If you, fair sister, ratify the accord. 

And talte him for your husband «ind your lord, 

’Tis no dishonour to confer your grace 
On one descended from a royal race; 

And were ho less, yet years of service past. 

From grateful souls, exact ro^^ard at last. 

Pity is heaven’s and your's; nor can she find 
A throne sd soft as in a woman’s mind.— 

He said: she blush’d; and, as oVrawod by might, 
Seem’d to give Thescnis what she gave llie knight. 

Then, turning to the Theban, thus he said:— 

Small arguments are neediul to persuade 
Your t(*mper to comply with my command: 

And, speaking thus, he gave Emilia’s hand. 

Smiled Venus to behold her oun true Uniiiht 
Obtain the cuuquc.st, though he lost th(‘ lighl; 

And bless'd, niih nuptial bliss, the sweet laborious night. 
Eros and Antei'os, on oil her side, • 

One fired the l)ridt*groom, and oikj warniM the bride ; 
And long-attending Hymen, from above,^ 

Shower'd on the bed the wImIo Idalian grove. 

All of a tenor was their atYer-lifo, 

No day discolour’d with domestic slrifi*; 

No jealousy, but nnilual truth believed, 

Secure repose, and kiadne.ss undeceivt'd. 

Thus Heaven, Ix'yond the eompa.s.s of his thought. 

Sent him the hh*ssing he so dearly bought. 

So may the Queen of Love long duty bless. 

And all true lovers tiud the same success. 


The time is come in which a onri- 
oiis and instructive chapter in English 
criticism—a long one too, possibly— 
might be written on the Versification 
of Chaucer, and upon the history of 
opinions respecting it. Tyrwhitt laid 
the basis, in Ids edition of the Cuuter- 
tmry TaU ^—the only work of tlie an¬ 
cestral poet that can yet fairly be said 
to ha\'c found an editor—by a text, 
of w'hicli the admirable diligenc(‘, 
fidelity, skill, and sound discveiion, 
Avrimg energetic and unqualified iiraise 
from the illaudatory ))Cii of llitson. 
But the Grammar of Chaucer has yet 
to be fully drawn out. 'J'hc profound 
labours of the continent al scholars, late 
or living, on the language tliat was 
immediate mother to our own, the 
Anglo-Saxon, makes that which was 
ill Tyrwhitt’s day a thing inijxvssible to 
be done, novv almost an easy adventun*. 
Accomplished, it would at once coiisi- 
<leral)ly rectify even Tyrwhitt’s ti'xt. 
Tlic Knlcs of the Verse, 'which are 
many, and evince a systematic and 
cautious framing, no less than a sen¬ 
sitive musical ear in the patriarch, 
would follow of themselves. In the 
mean time, a* few observations, for 
which the materials lie at hand, arc 


called for in this jilace, by the colli- 
.si(ui of the two great names, Chaucer 
and Dryden. Dryden says— 

“ The vcTsc* t»f Cliauccr, I confess, is 
n<tt harmonious to us ; but it is like the 
eloquence of one whom I'acitus com- 
m(*ml.s, it was aw'lbits intivs temporh 
a('(‘om)nodatif. They who lived with 
him, and some time after him, thought 
it musical; and it continues so, even in 
our judgint‘nl,if cojnj>ar(‘dwith the num¬ 
bers of Lidga.to and (Jower, his contem¬ 
poraries :—there is the ru<lc sweetne.ss of 
a Scotch tune in it, which is natural and 
ph asing, though not perfect. Ft is true, 
T cannot go so far he who published 
tlio last edition of him; for lie would 
malte us believe the fault is in our ears, 
and tlfat there were really ton syllables 
in a verse where we iind but nine; but 
this opinion is not worth confuting; it 
is so gross and obvious an error, that 
cominou sense (which is a rule in every 
thing but matters of faith and revela¬ 
tion) must convince the reader that 
equality of numbers, in every verse 
which we call heroic, was either not 
known, or not always practised in Chau¬ 
cer’s age. It were an easy matter to 
produce soijio thousands of his verses 
which are lame for want of half a 
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nnd sometimes a whole one, and which 
iio pronunciation can make otherwise. 
MVe can only say, that he lived in the 
infancy of our poetry, and that nothing 
is brought to perfection at first We 
must be children before we grow men. 
There was an linnius, and in process 
of time a Lucilius and a Lucretius, 
before Virgil and Horace; even after 
(^haucer there was a Spenser, a Har- 
j-lngton, a Fairfax, before Waller and 
Denham were in being; and our nuni- 
beis wore in their nonage till these last 
a])peared.** 

Strange to say, by the changing 
}oonuiicialioJi of the language, there 
liTCw with ^inc upon the iniuds of 
iiicu a doubt, -wiicther or no the 
l^ithorof ourVociry vrvtc veru! Tlie 
icne of Dryden, in the aboVc passage, 
when animadverting upon Speght, 
^]lows that that editor, in standing up 
for ten syllables, put forth an unusual 
Opinion; wliilst the poet, in alleging 
the deficiency, manifestly agrees with 
the opinion of the antique versifica¬ 
tion that had become current in the 
world. lie taxes Chaucer, it will be 
observed, with going wrong on the 
side of deficiency, not of excess; nor 
ilocs he blame the interchange even 
of deficiency and excess, as if the 
Syllables were often nine and often 
oleven. His w'ords leave no room for 
misconception of their meauhig. They 
are as definite as language can supply. 

Thousands of the verses arc lame 
for -want of half a foot, or of a wdiolc 
one.” in this sense, then, he intends : 

That equality of numbers, in every 
verse w'hich we call heroic^was either 
nut known, or not always practised 
in Chaucer's age.” 

lint as Drydeu has been severely 
taken to task by some insignificimt 
writers of our day for the .above pas¬ 
sage, let us, not for his vindication, 
but excuse, take a momenF%glanco 
at Speght’s edition (160:2,) which, in 
Jliyden’a day, was in high esteem, 
and had been at first published on 
the recommendation of Speght’s “ as¬ 
sured and ever-loving friend,” the 
illustrious Francis Beaumont. In 
his preface, Speght says—“ and bis 
verses, although in divers places they 
may 8(^m to us to stand of unequal 
measures, yet a skilful reader that 
can scan them in their «nature, shall 
find it otherwise. And if a verse 


here and there falout a sillablc shorter 
or longer than another, I ratlier aret 
it to the negligence and rape of Adam 
Scrivener, that I may speak as Chau¬ 
cer doth, than to any unconuing or 
oversight in the Author. For hdV 
fearful he w^aa to have his works mis- 
wrilten, or Ida verse ndsmeasured^ 
may appear in the end of his fifth^ 
book of Troilfis and Cresside, where 
he wilteth thus:— 

* And for there is so great divcrsitic, 

In English and in writing of our tongue, 
iso pray 1 God, that none miswrite thee, 
Ne tlue misinctro for defaut of 

tongue,’” &c. 

IIow' Spoglit made up the measure 
to Ids ow'u satisfaction does not ap- 
])oar; nor what those methods of pro¬ 
nunciation may Iiavo been which Diy- 
dcu tried, and which Ici't some thou¬ 
sand verses deficient by half a foot, 
or a foot. 

Hut believing 8peght’s text to be 
accurate, Dryden could not but be¬ 
lieve in the artlessness and irregu¬ 
larity of Cliauccr’s versification. 
Speght’s text is most inaccurate, and 
altogether undeserving of his own 
very higli opinion, thus expressed in 
the Dedicaiioii to Sir llobcrt Cecil 
—“ Now% tlierfforc, that both by old 
written copies, and by Master "William 
Thynn’s praiseworthy labours, I have 
refonued the whole workc, 'whereby 
Chaucer for the most part is ivstorcd 
to his owne anliquitio.” In his 
Cliancer, Hryden met every where 
such lines as these— 

When that April with his shours sole.” 

And small foules maken mclodie 
That slepcn all night with open eie.” 

“It befell that Boason on a day.” 

“ Ready to wend in my pilgrimage.” 

“ That toward Canterbury w'ould ride— 
The cbambrcB and stables w'eren wide.” 

“ To tell you all the condition.*’ 

“ Full worthy was he in his lords 
warre.” 

“ Aboven all nations in Pruce.’* 

« For to tell you of his array.” 

We suspect that there was all 
along a lingering tradition amongst 
the learned about the virtue of the 
Mute ii’s. Vestiges*of the use oc¬ 
cur in the poets of Elizabeth’s time. 
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celebrated gi'aramariiin, 
that “-with oar early poets it 
is^^nd that that (final) E did or did 
jiclt coufjtitutc an additional syllable, 
yust as the structure of the verse re- 
(|uircd it.” Urry, ^vliose edition of 
rhaucer was published, not long after 
las death, in 1721, knows for vocal tlie 


termination in ES, of genitive singular 
#ind of the pluriil—also the past tense 
and participle in ED, which, liOAvcvcr, 
can Iiardly be thought much of, as it 
is a power oa cr one mute E liiat wc 
retain in use to this day. The final 
J’l, too, he marks for a syllabic where 
he finds one wanted, but evidently 
Avithout any grammatical reason. 
I'rry Avas an unfortunate editor, 
'rruly docs Tyrwhitt say of him, that 
his design of restoring the metre of 
Chaucer by a collation of MSS., was 


as laudable as his execution of it lias 
c(*vtaiuly been unsuccessful,” Tlic 
uatural causes of this ill success im; 
thus severely and distinctly staled, 
*‘The strange license in which lie 
ajipcars to have indulged himself, of 
Jengtheniug and shortening Chancers 
words according to hi^ own fancy, and 
of even adding nurds of his oavu, 
AviChout giving his readers Ihc least 
notice, has made the text of Chaucer 


in his edition by far the Avorst that 
Avas ever published.” One is not sur¬ 


prised Avhen TyrAvhitt, the model of 
a gentlemanly and scholarly editor, a 
very pattern of temperate, equitable, 
and merciful criticism, cannot refiain 
from closing his preface Avitli this ex¬ 
tinguishing censure of his Avilfui pre¬ 
decessor—“Mr Urry’s edition should 
jicvcr be opened by any one for the 
juirpose of reading Chaucer.” 

Morell, a scholar, published in 1737 
the Prologue and the Knight's Talc 
—and he, too, marked at need the 
Mute E’s in his text, but by Avhat 
rule Tyrwhitt does not intimate, nor 
do we now distinctly recollect. He 
courageously holds that the numbers 
of Chaucer “ are always musical, 
whether they Avant or exceed the 
complement.” But that cannot Avell 
be; for except in \cry peculiar cases— 
such, for example, as the happy lino, 
“ Gingling in the Avhistling wind full 
clear”—if the MS. have it so—a line 
of nine syllables only must be a lame 
one—and their /requent rcciuTcircc 
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Avould be the dcstnktioft ol’ ail 
music. 

Tyrwhitt urges the reason of jiro- 
noiincing the final E; namely, that 
it remuins to us from a language in 
which it formed a syllable. So from 
the Norman French we have 

cAcf«j7-K, &c. 'I'his is basing the 
matter on it.s true gi-oniul. It must, 
hoAvcver, be ackuoAvlcdged Avith some 
sorrow, that this Avcll-s<*hooled, clcar- 
miuded, and most laborious editor 
did not feel himself bound, for the be- 
Jioof of his author, to master, as far 
as the pliilology of the day might liave 
enabled him, the Saxon tongue itself, 
and learn from tlic fountain AAliat 
might, and Avliat could* not be—the 
language of Chaucer. Impci lVcta.s the 
study of the Anglo-Saxon then Avas, 
he Avoiild thus have ])o>»sesscd a need¬ 
ful mastery o\'cr the maiiuscvijUs, 
upon Avhicli, as^it Avas, lie a\ holly do- 
tu'udcd; and he would have been saved 
from some unguarded i>liilo!ogieai as¬ 
sertions and Avliimsical speculations. 
M’anling this gnid.nuc, the Avork, so 
AAcil executed as it is, is a nioiiunu ut, 
only the more to be wondered at of 
bis indefatigable industry and extra¬ 
ordinary good sense. 

Upon any AAhcre o]»enu)g Chaucer, 
of the many seemingly defective verses, 
(Drydcn in saying tboiisaiids may 
have exaggerated the miinber even in 
Hpeght,)by far the greater part a\ ill be 
found recoverable to measure by that 
restitution of the IVliitc E A\liieh avc 
since, too exclusively pci liajAs, comicet 
Avith the name of Tyrwhitt. Tlic conii- 
dence felt in iiis text, liowc\er—the 
only one upon AAliich a mctiical schc- 
lar dares AVork—hi some sort justi¬ 
fies the honour. Meanwhile, this 
metrical theory, from his time, has 
been generally recciv(]d; and the rc- 
noAvn of the founder of our poetry 
settled on all the Avidgr and timer 
basis, when he appears as the earliest 
skilled artificer of the yei-so itself— 
tlie ten-syllabled or noAv national 
verse, of Shakspearc, Spenser, Milton, 
Drydcn, and Pope, 

One starts, therefore, to find a 
name of such distinction as the late 
Laureate’s formally opposed to T'yr- 
whitt, and committed to the opinion 
Avbich may scorn to have been Dry- 
dcu’s, that the verso of Chaucer is 
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“ rhythmical, not metrical.” Tliis 
hardly self-explicating distinction of 
l>r Geo. Fred. Nott’s, Southey in his 
Life of Cowper has explained in set 
terms—a verse for which the number 
of boats or accents is ruled is rhyth¬ 
mical—for example, the verse of Cole¬ 
ridge’s ChristahcL In that beautiful 
poem, the verso is fixed at four beats 
or accents, but is free syllabled, 
having six, seven, ten, twelve, or 
fourteen. Southey cannot believe 
that the prudent and practical Chau¬ 
cer would have placed his verse, in¬ 
tended for general reception, in the 
jeopardy of a r*oadeys discretion for 
detei’mining whtm the vei'se required 
the sounding, and when the silence, 
of a vowel, by its nature free to be 
soiiiulcd or left silentf as exigence 
might require. But lie nusappivlieu(ls 
the proi)oscd remedy; and the disci‘0- 
tion which he supposyi's is not given. 
In the two languages from which ours 
is immediately derived, the Anglo- 
Saxon and the Xormaii-Freuch, there 
are found many final syllables, entirely 
dropped in our proiiuuciation, and 
many of them in our writing, but 
which in the time of Chaucer were all 
still w ritten, and all Avith the same 
vowel E. The metrical hypothesis, 
to Avhich Tyrwhitt’s labours gave a 
lustre, much heightened by the Anglo- 
Saxon studies abroad and at home of 
the present century, bears—first, timt 
* in the language of ('haucer’s day 
these syllables were still audible ; aii<l 
secondly, tiwit Chaucer consequently 
employed them iu his verso, like any 
other syllables, with the due metrical 
value:—liercin not, as the Laureate 
thought, overruling, but conforniing 
Itimself to the use of his mother 
l(mgue. To this more than i)lausible 
view,A\hioh,ifthelatcstudiesthatliave 
boon taken in the intelligence of Al¬ 
fred’s speech had been made in Tyr- 
Avhilt’s day, would not have Avaited 
till noAV for its full establishment, no 
objection has j^t been raised that 
seems to deserve the slightest atten¬ 
tion. The Laureati^’s vanish upon 
the mere statement. For Dr Nott, 
on Avhom he triumpliantly builds, and 
Avhose proofs he seems to adopt—he is 
the Aveakest and most Avronghcaded 
of all possible prosers; and, what is 
moi’c, his opinions, Jf they deserve 
the name, differ toto ccelo from Sou¬ 


they’s. For wc have seen that Sou¬ 
they’s ground of distinction is tht 
number of syllables unrestrained or 
vaiying, as in Christabcl. But Nott 
says repeatedly, that the number of 
syllables is fixed, namely, to ten; and 
of the five beats he says not a word. 

To extricate Nott’s argument (in 
his edition of Surrey) from eutanglo- 
raent would not repay a tithe of 
the trouble; suffice it to say that 
he holds that as English verse, be¬ 
fore Chaucer, Avas rhythmical, it is 
not likely that Chaucer all at once 
made it metrical. Wo answer iirst— 
the question is of a fact offering its 
OAva evidence, not of an anterior like¬ 
lihood. Secondly—Tyrwhitt’s theory 
that Chaucer, from his intimacy Avith 
the more advanced French and Italian 
]>ootry, adopted their measure, and 
stamped art upon a poetry till then 
rude and hclph^ss, has high natural 
probability, and agrees to the velie- 
lucut early extolliugs of Chaucer as a 
sovereign master of art. Thirdly—Ave 
desire a better proof and explanation 
of the difference bctAAticn rhythmical 
and metrical verse than Dr Nott has 
given, Avho has placed some extract^ 
from these anterior poets at the side 
of some from Chaucer, Avliieh prove 
just uolhiqg. Fourtldy, there tras 
metrical Acrsc in England before 
Chaucer, eight-syllabled and fftecn^ 
syllabled—if no others. Mr llallam 
(Litrodurfiofi to the Literature of 
Europe) VA rites Avith more commenda¬ 
tion of Dr Nott’s accomplishment,s 
than they merit; but iu the follOAVing 
excellent passage lie shoAvs his usual 
knoAvlcdgc of his subject, and liis usual 
judgment. 

It had boon supposed to bo proved 
I>y Tyr>>'hitt, that Chaucer’s lines afe 
to be ri*ad metrically, in ten or clovon 
syllables, like the Italian, and, as 1 ap¬ 
prehend, the French of his time. For 
this purpose, it is necessary to presume* 
that many terminations, now mute, were 
svihi))ically pronounced; and where 
veFvses prove refractory after all our en¬ 
deavours, 'l]yrwlutt has no scruple in 
declaring them corrupt. It may be 
added, that Gray, before the appear¬ 
ance of Tyrw'hitt’s essay on the versifi¬ 
cation of Cliaucer, had adopted without 
hesitation the same hypothesis. But, 
according to Dr TJott, the verses of 
Chaucer, and of all his successors down 
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to Surrey, are merely rhythmical, to be 
read by cadence, and admitting of con¬ 
siderable variety in the number of 
syllables, though ten may be the more 
frequent. In the manuscripts of Chaucer, 
the lino is always broken by a csesura 
in tlie middle,-which is pointed out by a 
virgulo; and this is preserved in the 
early editions down to that of 
•They come near, tluTofore, to the sliort 
Savon lin<‘, differing chiefly by the 
alternate rhyme, nhich converts two 
\erses into one. He maintains that a 
great many lines of Chaucer cannot be 
read metrically, Ihougli luinnonious as 
verses of cadence. This rhytlimical 
measure he proceeds to show in lloe- 
cleve, Ly<lgate, Jlaues, Jlarclay, Skel¬ 
ton, and on Wyatt-, and tliuscoucludeh, 
that it was first abandoned by Suvr(‘v, 
in ^vhom it very I’arely occurs. This 
hypotlujsis, it should b<* observed, de- 
riNcs some additional plausibility from 
a passage in (lascoyne’s * Not(*s of 
instruction concerning the making of 
verse or rhyme in English,' printed in 
1575. ^ Whosoever do pc*ruse and well 
considt‘r his (Cliauccr's) works, he 
shall find that, altliough his lines ar(' 
not always of one s(‘ifsanie number of 
syllables, yet being read by out* that 
hath understanding, the longest verso, 
and that which hath most syllables in 
it, will full (to the ear) jc^orrespondont 
unto that which hath fewest syllables j 
and likewise that which hath fewest 
syllables shall bo foi ud yet to consist of 
words that have such natural sound, as 
may seem equal in length to a v(*rse 
which hath many more syllables of 
lighter accents.’ 

‘'A theory so ingeniously maintained, 
ami with so imich indiu-tiou of exam¬ 
ples, has nuturallv gabled a good deal 
of credit. 1 cannot, however, by any 
means concur in the extension given to 
it. Pages may bo read in Chaucer, and 
still more in Dunbar, where every line 
is regularly and harmoniously decasyl¬ 
labic ; ami though the c;esura may per¬ 
haps fall rather more uniformly than it 
does in modern verso, it would bo very 
easy to find exceptions, which could 
not acquire a rhythmical cadence by any 
artifice of the reader. The deviations 
from the normal type, or dccasyllable 
line, were they more numerous than, 
after allowance for the license of pro¬ 
nunciation, as well as the probable cor¬ 
ruption of the text, they appear to be, 
would not, I concfive, justify us in con¬ 
cluding that it was disregarded. These 


aberrant linos are mucii more common 
in the dramatic blank verse of the se¬ 
venteenth century. They are, doubtless, 
vestiges of the old rliythmical forms; 
and we may readily allow that English 
versification had not, in the fifteenth or 
even sixteenth centuries, the numerical 
regularity of classical or Italian metre. 
In the an(‘ient ballads, Scots and English, ^ 
the substitution of the anapaest for the 
iambic foot, is of perpetual recurrence, 
and gives them a remarkable elasticity 
and animation; but w'c never fail to 
recognize a uniforniity of measure, 
which the use of nearly equipollent 
feet cannot, on the stilctest metrical 
principles, be thought lo impair.” 

My Guest, ill his work, of which 
tvo li<i))e erelong to give an account, 
.brings to liio story of English verso 
far more <*xteusivc research than 
bud liitherto been bestOAved u])on 
it; and that special scholarsliip 
whieli -was needed—the Anglo-Saxon 
hniguagc, lonnied in the new continen¬ 
tal school of Rask and Grimm. His 
examination of our subject merges in 
a general history of the Languagi*, 
viewed as a metrical clement or ina- 
t(*rinl; and lieucc his exposition, Avhich 
we rapidly collect srnnt/m^ is plainly 
diflerent in respect of both order ami 
fulness from what it would have been, 
had the illustration of Chaucer been his 
main purpose, lie follows down the 
gradual Extiuctiou of Syllables ; and 
in this respect, our anciently .■sylla¬ 
bled, now mute K, tak(!S high place, 
and falls first uiuhT his conshleration, 
'riiis now silent or vanished Vowel 
occuiTed heretofore, with metrical 
]iower, in adopted French Substan- 
ii\es, as—elofjucuc-K, maladi-K; and 
in their plurals, as—maladi-KS. And 
in Adjectives of the same origin, as— 
larg-E. . • 

it remained from several parts of 
the Axcjlo-Saxox gralnmar.—From 
A, E, F, endings of Anglo-Saxon sub¬ 
stantives—as nam-A, uam-E; tim-A, 
tini-E; mnn-A, (the moon,) mpn-E; 
sunn-E, (the sun,) sonn-E; hcort-E, 
(tlie heart,) hert-E; ear-i:, (the car,) 
er-Ej scol-u, (school,) scoI-k; luf-u, 
lov-E; sceam-iJ, sham-K; lag-A, law-E; 
sim-u, (a .son,) son-K; wud-u, (a 
wood,)wod-E.—(To Mr Guest’s three 
vowels, add O:—asbra;d-o (breadth) 
bred-E.) — Frjm tho termination 
THE ; as—streng-xHE ; yow-xiiE. 
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—From a few adjectives ending in e ; 
as—getrew-E, trew-E; new-E, hcw-e. 
—Froni adverbs, formed by ti»e same 
vowel from adjectives; as from beorht, 
(briglit,) is made, in Anglo-Saxon, 
beorht-K, (brightly,) remaining Avitii 
('liaiieer, as bright-E.—Iiiflexiou pro¬ 
duces the final E. In substantives, 
the prevalent singular dative of the 
mother apeccli was iii E. Chaucer, 
now and then, seems to present us 
witli a dative; as in the second verfjc 
of the Prologue to tlic Cautorbiiiy 
Talcs, from rot, (root,) rot-E. And 
i^Ir (inost thinks that he has found 
ONE instance of a genitive pliirnl 10 
from A; namely, from the earlier ath, 
(anoath,)gcMiitiveplural, atli-A ; with 
('hauccr—oth, oth-E. 

'riie (jrcrman fiimily of laiiginigoi 
<;xhibils a fine and bold i)eculiinily— 
a double, declension of its Adjeetivi'.-s, 
do])cnding on a condition of syiitax. 
'.riie Anglo-Saxon adjective, iji its or¬ 
dinary (or, as graininarianshave called 
it, Indefinite) declension, makes the 
nominative plural for all the genders 
ill E; and this remains as the regular 
]thiral torininatioii of the iidjceti\e to 
Cliaucer. Thus \vc have, in the more an¬ 
cient language—cald; ])luriil, eald-K; 
withCdniucer—old; plural, oid-u, Ac. 

'riieruleoftIicextra<irdinary(orl)c- 
linitc)(leclension,isthusgonerjillygi\eu 
by Mr Guest for Cliaucer. ‘‘When tlie 
adjective follows the definite article, or 
tlie definite pronoun, this^ thaf^ or any 
one of the possessive pronouns— hi.% 
het\ &c.—it takes Avhat is called its de¬ 
finite fonn/'—(Vol. i. p. 152.) From 
the Anglo-Saxon definite declension 
(running through three genders, five 
cases, and two numbers,) remains, to 
the language that arose after the 
CoiHpiGSt, ONE final E. E. y. Inde¬ 
finite—strong f definite, strong-E;— 
indefinite—high; definite—higlwE. 

The Verb‘ends the first person sin¬ 
gular, and the three persons plural, 
of the present tense, and makes im- 
jierative and infinitive, in E. The 
past tense generally ends in DE or 
EDE; (Mr Guest Las forgotten TE;) 
sometimes in ED. 

Ab for those two principal endings, 
the genitive singular in ES, which is 
the Anglo-Saxon termination retain¬ 
ed, and the plural In ES, which is 
the Anglo-Saxon ending obscured— 
they happen hardly to fall under Mr 


Guest’ll particular regard; but it is 
easily understood that the Anglo- 
Saxon hlaford, (lord,) gen. sing. 
hlaford-ES, had, in Chaucer’s day, 
become lord, lord-Ks;—and that scur, 
(shower,) plural scur-As, of our dis¬ 
tant pi<»gciut<u‘.s liad bctiueiilhed to 
Ills \erse—sliour, slioiir-Es. 

IjOgitimate scepticism surely ceases 
when it thus ajjpears that ignonnicff 
alone has hastily understood that this 
vowel, extant in this or that word, 
with a quite alien meaning ami use, 
(— e. fj. for lengtlicning a foregoing 
vowel—softening an antecedent con¬ 
sonant,)—or Villi none, and through 
the pure casualty of ni'gligencc or 
of error, might at any time bo pressed 
irregularly into metrical service. 
Assuredly Chaucer never Vtsed such 
blind and wild license of straigliteuing 
his mea.>urc ; but au iu.slructed eye 
sees in the (’anteibiny Tales—and 
in all his poeliy of which the text is 
incorrujit—the iniifonu application of 
au iiilricate and thoroughly critical 
rule, which fills up by scores, by hun¬ 
dreds, or b_) thousands, the time- 
wronged verses of “ the Gicat Foun¬ 
der” to true measure and true music. 

To sum ii]» in a few" words our ow n 
views—First, if you take no account 
of the mute*E, the great majority of 
Chaucer’s vcrsc.'<in tlio only justifiable 
text—Tyrwiiitt’s Canterbury Talcs— 
arc iuw hat Ave commonly call the tkn- 
svllabled Iambic metre. 

Secondly, if you take account of the 
metrical E, the gicat majority of them 
ajqicar, if yon choose so to call them, 
as ELi:vi:x-s,> llabled lambic verses, 
or as the common heroic measure witli 
a sniicrmnnerary terminal S 3 dlable. 

Thirdly, if you take no account of 
the disputed E, a very large number 
(»f the verses, but less apparently than 
the majoiity, appear as wanting in- 
leriially one or two syllables. 

Fourthh", if 3 ’ou take account of the 
said rroublcsonieE, almost universally 
these deficient measures become filled 
up to the due complement—become 
decasyllabic or hendecasyllabic, 
the case may be. 

Fifthly, if you consent to take ac¬ 
count of this grammatical metrical Et 
no inconsiderable number of the verses 
—ten-syllabled or eleven-syllabled, 
by technical computation—acquire one 
or two supernumerary syllables dis- 
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tributcd, if one may so si)e*ak, u ithhi 
the vonse—and to be viewed as en¬ 
riching the harmony without disfort- 
ipg or extending the measure,- after 
the inaniier of tlie 7^aro:t/(sc 

Finally, (for the present,) whether 
the verses in general fall niider our 
nstial English scliemc of the unc-syl- 
lablcd ending, or cud, as the Italian 
ror the most part do, diss^'llabically, 
lias been disputed by those who agree 
in tiic recognition of the metrical E. 
'I’o wit—shall the iinal E of Mr 
Guest's rule, ending the verse, and 
where, it would, coiisefjuently, make 
a hypercatalcctic elcveutli syllable, 
still be ]>rououiie(‘d — as Tyrwhitt, 
although not anxiously, contends V 
If the grammatical rule is imperative 
within the \erse, as much, one watuld 
tliink, must it be so at ibs tcnniiiatiou. 
That Chancer admits the doubled 
cudiug wi* sec by numerous uiu»(|ui- 
vocal instances from all moods of the 
verse, miithful and solemn ^ tluve 
show' a -v cvsiticalion friendly to the 
doubled ending; and must go far to 
rcmo^'e any scrni>lc of admittingr- 
whitt's conception of it ns gcitcraliy 
liendecas} llabic. 

Let the iiosition of Chaucer in the 
liistory of liis art be considered, and 
it w'ill be seen that those wlio main¬ 
tain a S 3 ^stematic art in liirn have a 


relief from objections greater than 
those w'ho should enquire concerning 
jK'rhaps an}^ other poet. In the for¬ 
mation of his verse, and the lifting up 
of a rude language, more than llantc 
himself, a creator ! AV''hat wonder, 
then, if he should sometimes make 
mistakes, and that some inconsisten¬ 
cies remain at last irreducible ? If 
the method undertaken draw’s the 
iricduciblc eases into a narrower and 
a narrower c6inpass, that sufficiently 
justifies the theory of the method 
against all gainsayers. 

This coi)ious, and, possibly, tedious 
grammatical displa}' of this oucc ac¬ 
tive metrical element, was fona d from 
us as Ihe only ])roper answer lo the 
doubt rcvi\e(l in our own d:i>' on tlui 
versiffeation of C’lnuieer. AVe arc too 
prone to bcdicAc that our foiciallicvs 
w ere as rude «as their s])ecch, and ihcir 
speegh as they ; but tliis multitude of 
grammatical delicacies, retained for 
centuries after the subjection <»f the 
nathc language hy conquest, and sys- 
xemalically a]>ifliedin the versirtcation 
of the great old }ioet, show's a feeling 
of language, and an anthentie slami) 
(»f art, that claim the most genial and 
s^'uqiathizing respect of a refined 
jiosteritj', lo their not w'holty nnve- 
linod, more heroic ancestors. 
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di,” mentions a “ Gnmmi Fornis.” 
This, though M. Merimeo confesses 
it does not resemble it in consistence, 
he still will have to be copal. Tlieo- 
.philus says, “Hoc glutinc omnis pic- 
tura superlinita lucida fit et decora, ac 
omnino durabilis.”—“Eveiy picture 
smeared over with this gluten be¬ 
comes lucid and beautiful, and alto¬ 
gether durable.” It might be thought 
almost impossible to mistranslate this. 
But the varnishing over, or smearing 
over, -being a direct contradiction to 
the mixing with the pigments, with 
the view of rendering it according to 
the writer’s prejudice, the passage is 
thus translated—“ Pictures prepared 
with this varnish arc brilliant, and 
remain without any alteration,” 

Again, M. Mcrimee, speaking of 
M. Tingiy, the able ])rofessor of che¬ 
mistry of Geneva, affects to regret 
that he did not apply his scientific 
knowledge to the practice of the art, 
in painting pictures. But the fact is, 
that the professor does give his atten¬ 
tion to the subject, not only by his 
experiments on oils and varnishes— 
the vehicles of picture painting ; but 
as one who was well aciiuainted with 
the-nature of varnishes, lie very dis¬ 
tinctly warns artists against the 
practice which it is M. Mcrimee’s 
object to establish. The passage 
is so important (and the authority 
of Tingiy so undeniable) that we 
arc here tempted once move to quote 
it:— 

“ Some of the English painters, too 
anxious to receive the fruits of their 
composition, neglect these precau¬ 
tions. Several artists even pain.t in 
varnish, awl apply it ivith their colours, 
'Fliis precipitate method gives bril¬ 
liancy to their compositions at the 
very moment of their being finished; 
but their lustre is temporary and of 
short duration. It renders it impos¬ 
sible for them to clean their paintings, 
which are, besides, liable to crack 
and to lose their colour. In a word, 
it is not uncommon to see an artist 
suivivc his works, and to have no¬ 
thing to expect from posterity.” But 
lest it should bo said, as M. Merimeo 
did say, that Tingiy, the author of 
the above passage, wrote 07ii}/ to 
house painters, ho adds tiius—“ No- 


is foreign to tho artist of a higher 
order who paints compositions j in 
like manner, the precepts admitted 
by tho celebrated painters deservo 
the attention of the varnisher, tQ 
whom the painter entrusts his greatest 
interests. The observations contain¬ 
ed in this note are the brief result of 
some instructive convei*sations I had 
with Saintours, a celebrated paiutci*, 
my triend and relation.” * 

We revert to our review of M. Me- 
rlince’s work, as preliminary to our 
notice of the beautiful volume of Mrs 
Merrificld’s translation from Tara- 
broui’s edition of Cennino Cenninij 
because tho subject of vehicles is here 
again brought before the public; and 
we know of no subject more impor¬ 
tant, as it regards tlie interests of art, 
for the consideration of tins and of 
every other country. For it appeal’s 
incontestable that there was a period 
when the art of painting, through the 
discovery of a vehicle, broke forth 
into uncommon splendour and beauty, 
which splendour and beauty remain 
in works fresh and perfect to this 
day; and that there was a subse¬ 
quent period at which this particular 
vehicle was lost. Wc therefore thank 
the authoress (for her notes are im¬ 
portant, and demand that we should 
give her this title in addition to that 
of translator) for again bringing this 
subject before tlie }»ublic in so attrac¬ 
tive' a manner, by the elegance of the 
tj’pe, illustration, and binding of this 
volume, so agreeable to the eye; and 
for the addition of many of her own 
judicious remarks. So that, through 
tliis feminiue grace and good sense, 
an interest and attention are awak¬ 
ened, which the bare recipes of Cen¬ 
nino Ccmiini would hardly have com¬ 
manded. 

Ceuuino Cennini has frequently 
been partially quoted from Vasari 
downwards partially quoted, but 
little read. lie finished writing his 
book on the arts the Slst day of 
July 1487 ; was bom soon after 
1850 ; had been twelve years tho 
disciple of Agnolo Gaddi, who died 
1887 ; son of Taddeo Gaddi, the dis¬ 
ciple and godson of Giotto, the “fa¬ 
ther of modern art.” The precepts 
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•which he delivers arc therefore those 
acquired in immediate succession 
from that gi’cat first master, and as 
the secrets of his art. Wc grieve to 
add that the work was written in 
prison, dated from tlie Stinche in 
Florence, at eighty j’cars of age, and 
in extreme poverty; a proof among 
many, that the patronage of the arts 
in tiioso clays was not a mantle of 
charity of adequate dimensions to 
cover the wants of the numerous pro¬ 
fessors of the art; wliile it tells some¬ 
what unfavourably for the gratitude 
of the contempovaiy world to know, 
that the one work alone of this de¬ 
serted old man, the Virgin in the 
Hospital of Bonifacio Isupi, (so well 
coloured, says Vasari, that it is to 
tills day in good presoiwation,) would 
produce a sum thatuoiild probably 
not only be sufficient to have paid 
his debts, but to have equalled the 
wants of no small portion of lus pro¬ 
longed life. Tlic work itself seems 
to bear testimony to an earnest, ami¬ 
able, and religious mind; there-would 
appear, therefore, no moral fault to 
which to attribute his unfortunate 
condition. AVc must suppose that 
struggles with the world’s diliicul- 
ties, incompatible though they seem 
with art, are necessary ; and that 
the cradle of genius must be first 
rocked by Want—that necessity is 
the groat “ Magiatcr Artium; ” for 
W'G find it has ever been so, even 
to the present enliglitened age. A 
few favourites occupy the (Joshon 
of patronage, who at their death 
are not remembered, .and w'hoso 
works do “follow them and then, 
the works of those who have lived 
neglected, lived, worked, and died in 
penury, are eagerly sought after at 
any price. Such men, whilst they 
lived, wove yet teaching a lesson iii 
taste which the world were stow to 
learn; for it is in the nature of genius 
to be before the age, aud in some 
respects to teach a novelty, which the 
world is not prepared to rec(‘ive. 
Henins works ou by the compulsion 
of its own nature, and the world is 
improved by it when it can no longer 
reward it but by a too late admira¬ 
tion, that reaches not, as far as we 
know, the dead. The complaint of 
Horace has becu ever justified, and is 
still, in the eag'H’ search after works 
of our Wil^n and Gainsborough— 


Virtutem incolumem odimus, 

Sublatam ex oculis quserimus iavidi.** 
This edition of Tambroni is not 
from an original MS. or printed copy, 
but fi'om a transcript about a century 
old, discovered by Angelo Mai among 
the Ottobonican manuscripts. Two 
other copies of Cenniuo Cennini are 
known to exist; wc arc curious for 
their examination, the pi’cscnt rescript 
may in some respects be deficient. 
As Ccniiino Cennini completed Ids 
work 1487, and the discovery of Van 
Eyck is said to have been 1410, it 
iniglit have been c^cpected that we 
should find some notice of Van Eyck’s 
vehicle. AVe rather lament than are 
surprised that wc find none. Those 
w'orc the days for secrecies. Cenniuo 
himself speaks of many of his recipes 
as great seci’cts ; and we. arc told that 
A"aii Eyck only in his old age taught 
his secret to Antonello—and the whole 
story goes to show the profound se¬ 
crecy with which this vehicle was 
retained; nor is there any reason to 
doubt that it occasioned the murder 
of Domenico, said to have, been per¬ 
petrated ill 1470, thirty-three years 
after the writing of Cennmo Cennini. 
Vasari says positively, that “ John 
Van Eyck would not let any one see 
him work, nor would he teach the 
secret to any one—but being old,” Ac. 
This is certainly an argument against 
those who would atlirm, if Van Eyck 
had discovered a vehicle, it would 
have been universally known. Such 
secrets are slow in progress, indc- 
jicndcnt of the caution to keep them 
so. Artists did not formerly spring 
up self-taught; they were bound to 
masters, and learned their art from 
the beginning, and slowly, and learned 
not many of their secrets till after years 
of Servitude, for such we must call 
it. They hftd then to make as well 
as to grind their own colours, to 
make their oavu bruslies, tablets, aud 
cloths. ' 

Mrs T^Terrifield and "^rambroni cer¬ 
tainly do not agree in their opinions 
respecting this discovery of a vehicle 
by Van Kye.k. The Italian is rather 
foolishly sensitive for the honour of 
his country, and his sensitiveness 
seems to bias hisju'dgment. He would 
not that a foreigner sliould have 
the merit. Tambroni believes, and 
probably truly, that Vasari never. 
thoroughly read Ccunino; but he 
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bears testimony to the noWc-minded- 
ncss of Vasari—“ Whence,” says he, 

“ we are constrained to believe that 
lie inci’ely glanced lightly over the 
titles to the chapters of part of the 
manuscript; and that, thinking it use¬ 
less, he did not care to examine and 
investigate the whole work. For this 
reason it cannot be supposed that this 
noble-minded man, so zealous for the 
honour of his country, and whose 
every effort had been directed to make 
it pre-eminent, would withhold from 
one of his fellow-countrymen the just 
fame which he deserved by so valu¬ 
able a work. Nor do I intend hero 
to reprove him, or to lessen his glory. 

1 shall only say that he committed a 
great error in uot having examined 
the work of this old master: for then, 
perhaps, he would not so easily have 
given the credit of those things to 
strangers which certainly were known 
in his own beautiful Tuscany, and in 
all Italy, as I shall hereafter study to 
prove.” Yet he does not hesitate after 
this to charge this noble-minded 
man” with fabricating “ a romance or 
tale of the imagination.” But he mis¬ 
quotes Vasari, As Mrs Meirifield 
justly observes, “ ho takes only part 
of Vasari's account into considera¬ 
tion, instead of stating the whole, and 
reasoning on it as Lanzi has done. 
Vasari does not limit Van Eyck's 
discovery to the simple fact, that he 
had discovered that linseed and nut 
oils were more drying than any he 
had tried; but ho adds, “ these then, 
boiled with his other mixtures^ made the 
varnish, which he, as well as all the 
other painters of the world, had so 
long desired.” It is very singular 
that this most important passage 
should have been entirely omitted by 
the editor, (Tambroni.) It is in dtese 
mixtures that the secret consisted, not 
in using the oils; and we may cer¬ 
tainly conclude that the process of 
Van Eyck was very different from 
that of Theophilns and Cennino, both 
of whom used linseed oil without the 
mixture of any other substance. “ It 
will be observed that lake even was 
used by Cennino without any addi¬ 
tion to increase its drying qualities. 
The only dryer be mentions (as such) 
is verdigris, wbicli he used for mor¬ 
dants only. The difference in the 
texture of pictures painted in the Fle¬ 
mish (that is, Van Eyck’s manner) 
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and those painted with oil alone, or 
with the modern megilp, (oil and mas¬ 
tic varnish,) is so well known that 
it is scarcely necessary to allude to it, 
“Picture-cleaners are perfectly aware 
of this circumstance, having been in¬ 
structed by observing tlio manner id 
which different solvents act upon such 
pictures, (spirit-of-wine, for instance, 
will dissolve old pictures, but it has 
no effect on pictures painted with oil 
only.—See Lanzi.') Vasari gives no clue 
by which we can discover of what those 
mixtures consisted; but wo know that 
what Vasari calls vemice liquida did 
not form part of them, because that 
had been tried and disapproved of.— 
See Vasari's Mves of Antomiio daMes* 
5ma, andAlesso BaldovinetU, It is pro¬ 
bable that the ingredients were com¬ 
mon and cheap, or they would not have 
been accessible to the greater part of 
Europe; and they appear to have 
been equally successful in the sunny 
clime of Italy as in the fogs of Hol¬ 
land.” 

The translator licre-entirely agrees 
with the learned and indefatigable 
Lanzi, who, aware of discrepancies of 
dates, ascribes the ''^perfect ” method 
to Van Eyck, He gives full credit to 
the facts as stated by Vasari, and 
speaks of the ditticultics he lay under 
in obtaining any certain dates, parti¬ 
cularly with regard to Venetian mat¬ 
ters. That painting in oil was known 
long prior to Van Eyck, no one who 
has read the documents upon the sub¬ 
ject can for a moment doubt; but it 
was, in the common way, so inferior 
in brilliancy, and probably in facility 
of use to other methods, that it ceased 
to be in use. It seems pretty clear 
that this “ perfect method ” came 
from Flanders, first to Naples, then 
to Venice; and probably by means 
of Antoncllo da Messina, (Iiowever 
some-dates may disagree, or it may 
be possible there were two of that 
name to have given some confusion 
to the dates.) In fact, no dates but 
the strictly historical can be depended 
upon. There are pictures at Venice 
with the name of Antonello, and dated 
1474—^years after his supposed death. 
AVe can scarcely suppose that the 
“ noble-minded” Vasari would have 
fabricated an epitaph for Antonello, 
if none had ever existed; we know 
how easily not only (Epitaphs, but the 
very monuments that bear them, are 
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removed to give place to others, e tntti pittori del mondo avcano lun- 
Vasari does not say, in quoting this gameiitedcsiderata”—“foundthntlin- 
inscription, that Antoncllo was^ the seed and nut oil were the most sicca- 
first who painted in oil, but the first tive. These, then, boiled together 
who gave splendour, etc, “ Sed et with his other mixtures made the var- 
quod coloribus oleo miscendis splen- nish, (vehicle,) wlucli he and all the 
dorem ct perpetiiitatem Italian con- painters of the world had long dc- 
tnlit.” And llackeit says, that this sired.” Lanzi bore well observes, 
Antonello lived some years in Venice, that the expression “long desired,” 
receiving payment from the state, shows that there must have been 
“ Ob miruin hie ingenium Venctiis many attempts to make oils properly 
aliquot annospubliceconductnsvixit.” subseiwicnt to the painter’s use, and 
Ilis celebrity arose from the iiitroduc- that there was none successful until 
tiou of the Flemish manner into Italy. Van Kyck’s “solo quella perfetta;” 
The murder of Domenico at Florence, which, as Vasari says, “ sccca non 
to whom it is said Antonello had iiu- tome acqna, che acccndc i color! c gli 
parted the secret, cannot be denied; fa lucidi, c gli uiiisce mirabilmente”— 
it was notorious, aud must be confirm- “which when diy docs not fear water, 
ed by public documents; nor can wc heightens the colours and makes tliem 
imagine so “noble-minded” a writer lucid, and unites them in a wonderful 
as Vasari would liave mentioned tlie manner.” Wc have a picture by this 
disclosure of the murder by Castagno Van Eyck in our National Gallery; he 
himself, if the fact had not been no- must have no eyes who will believe 
torious. We set aside the labyrinth that it was painted with oil alone, 
of dates, which, with regard to the AVc have the Correggios—we say the 
same persons’ lives and deaths, are same of them—wc have the proof from 
inconsistent and irreconcilable; still the experience of picturc-cleaners, the 
there remains a continuous story, not liardness of the old paint, and the 
only probable as to its facts, but con- lest of spirits-of-wine, which,- as 
firmed by works that exist at this Mrs Mcrrifield states, solves the 
day; for whatever may have been the paint of old pictures, and leaves 
oil-painting of an earlier age, (and it the modem untouched. In a former 
must be observed, as Lanzi remarks, paper, in which wc dwelt much on 
that there is no certainty that many this subject, wc mentioned that we 
of the works said to have been in oil, had the report of a very scientific 
were of that vehicle, for chemists have friend, who had spent nearly a life of 
doubted, and some have been of con- lcism*e and competence in ex])cninents 
trary opinion,) the oil-painting of that on pictures, that the paint of the old 
precise period when it is said by Vasari masters fused^ not only wlierc white 
to have been introduced into Italy, aud lead had been used, but in every part; 
as it continued subsequently, is quite and we oui’selvcs saw him try the 
a different thing—aud exactly agrees experiment upon the background of 
with the description of it given by an old picture, by means of the blow- 
Vasari, and as it was practised in his pipe, and the result was a fused sub¬ 
time. Vasari was but a little more than stance—a glass. Wo here leave the 
a century after the supposed discovery question of the discovery of a vehicle 
of Van Eyck, and was bom soon after by Van Eyck, or by any other person, 
the death of Raffaclle, and must have satisfied that there was a discovery 
known that he was speaking of a vo- by some one at some time, of a 
hide that was not oil alone. It may vehicle different from the first paint- 
be here worth while to put down what iug with oil, aud from any of modern 
Vasari does say with respect to Van use. To dispute this fact, appeal’s to 
Eyck’s vehicle—that John of Bruges us as absurd as if any one should 
having cracked a picture by exposing deny the discovery of America, be¬ 
lt to the sun to dry, being “ filosofo e cause there may be disputes as to 
lilologo a sufficienza,” made many ex- dates aud persons of the first dis* 
poriments, and “trov6 che I’olio de lino coverers. We are only surprised that 
e quello de nocc erano i piu seccativi. Tambroni and others do not take any 
Questi dunque bdliti con altre sue notice of the chemical differences in 
misture gli fecero la vernice ch’ egli, the substances of old and new paint 
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—we mean subsequent to the sup¬ 
posed discovery; and we confess we 
are surprised at the unworthy, un¬ 
satisfactory, and ambiguous manner 
in which Tambroni settles the mat¬ 
ter. “ Now, being willing to act with 
generosity towards this noble writer, 
and to believe that his religion was 
not overcome by deception, wo should 
perhaps be able to admit that we 
were indebted to John of Bruges for 
the practice of tempering colours with 
both nut and linseed oils, and to An- 
tonello for having used and made 
common, through all Italy, a method 
which, in beauty, greatly exceeds dis¬ 
temper-painting, which, until his time, 
had always been preferred.” Does he 
really mean, or believe, that this new 
method consisted only in the use of 
linseed and nut oils? Is he acquainted 
with the works of John of Bruges, or 
with that picture of Andrea del Cas- 
tagno, the supposed murderer of Do¬ 
menico, which is called by Guarienti 
“ the wonder of painting; ” and which, 
by the description of its finish, paTti~ 
cularly of the room in which the action is 
represented^ is supposed to have been 
an imitation of the style of the Flemish 
master? If it be asked, how could 
any good practice in any art be lost ? 
we have only to answer that we are 
not bound to account for a notorious 
fact with regard to arts in general. 
Many have been totally lost; but the 
troubles, the plague, and dispersion 
of artists in Italy, and the charm of 
novelty, may be sufficient to account 
for these changes. Lanzi eveiy where 
laments them, and tells us that Nicolo 
Franchini betjame famous for detach¬ 
ing pieces of paint from old pictures 
of inferior value, to match deficiencies 
in more valuable. * 

Although we would* here willingly 
end the discussion as to the discovery, 
we feel ourselves irresistibly led hy 
the importance of the subject to make 
a few observations, and perhaps throw 
out a few hints, presuming that they 
arc nothing more than hints, which 
suggest themselves upon paying some 
little attention to the actual words of 
Vasari; and this we do solely with 
regard to vehicles. Why, we should 
aro, did Van Eyck dry his picture in 
ilie sun, and which seems to have 
been the practice ? As far as we know 
the nature of gums, there is no diffi¬ 
culty in their drying, without the 
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necessity of resorting to any injurious 
practice. Were these gums m any 
degree mixed with undrying sub¬ 
stances ? Why does Vasari say “ che 
secca non teme acqua”—“ which, drj, 
does not fear water?” Why docs he 
mention water at all ? for, supposing 
that he knew of oil-painting without 
these “ altro sue misture,” there would 
appear to be no occasion that he 
should mention, as a distinct property 
of this new vehicle, that which was 
common with that and the older prac¬ 
tice. Hero a suggestion seems to let 
in a glimmer of light. Did ho con¬ 
vert these oils into a soap, which, 
when dry, Was no longer soluble in 
water? Will this be the case with 
saponaceous oils ? Unquestionably. 
One of the objections made by Lanzi 
to the changes from the good old 
method was, as wlien he speaks ot 
Maria Crespi, that the paint was com¬ 
mon and oily, and elsewhere com¬ 
plains of “oily appearances.” The 
“ colori oleosi” is perfectly descrip¬ 
tive, too, of our modem paint, not¬ 
withstanding that our painters try in 
vain to disguise the “ oily” appear¬ 
ance by the admixture of varnishes, 
aud that not a new practice, as we 
find from Cennino, but one rejected. 
But can oil be deprived of this ap¬ 
pearance? We presume it was de¬ 
prived of this quality by that process 
by which, when dry, it did not “ fear 
water”—“ secca non temo acqua.” 
Oils arc rendered saponaceous by al¬ 
kalis. We mentioned in former papers 
experiments of our scientific friend, 
P. Kainicr, M.D. of the Albany, and 
his use of borax with the oil. The 
borax he vitrified; and it was be¬ 
cause the paint mixed with this oil 
and borax vitrified also, after the 
manner of the paint of the old masters, 
he so used it; but nothing occurred 
to him about water. We suggested 
that if this, his medium, resembled 
the old, it was probably miscible with 
water, as water would seem to have 
been introduced into the Venetian 
practice. Upon tliis we fried it, and 
found we could at pleasure dip the 
brash in this medium, or in water, 
and then into the paint, and work 
with great facility, the greater use of 
the water giving that crumbly smimv- 
ance so often perctsptible in the Vene¬ 
tian school; and this effect wc found 
might be increased or omitted at plea- 
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gnre. And tliia medium, made by 
mixing water with the oil through 
th£ agency of borax, when diy 
might be washed even with warm 
water with perfect impunity. Wiitn 
dry it did not fear water; though a 
saponaceous medium, it was not again 
soluble in water. What does Vasaii 
mean by “ cho accende i colon”— 
“which heightens the colours?” Horax 
is an alkali. Alkalis are known to 
heighten colours, “c gli fa lucidi;” 
now, linseed and nut oil alone^ par¬ 
ticularly the fonner, takes away the 
lucid character from paiut. Had 
Vasari been describing the working 
of this vehicle of P. Rainier, he could 
not have better described it than in 
the very words “ gli unisce mirabil- 
mente; ” for it is astonishiug how nice¬ 
ly to the hand, and to the degrees 
desired, these repugnant liquids unite 
tlie colours. It is singular enough 
that soda, which is a form of borax, 
is the actual constituent part of some 
of our most permanent coloui*a—we 
need but mention ultramarine ; and 
here we arc tempted to transcribe a 
passage from the translator’s preface, 
which exactly falls in with this our 
view.—“The use made by the early 
Italian artists of lyes (lisciva) is de¬ 
serving of our notice and considera¬ 
tion. Cennino docs not inform us 
how this lye was prepared; but it 
has been ascertained that lyes pro¬ 
duced from pouring winter on wood- 
ashes, from solutions of borax, and 
also of soda in water, were then used. 
Wc find from Cennino’s book that 
ultramarine (of which soda is a con¬ 
stituent part) was prepared with it; 
that it was also used in preparing 
azzUro della magna^ (an ore of cobalt,) 
and zafferano. It lias been likewise 
ascertained that soda has a preserving 
influence on red, yellow, and black 
pigments; and the result of experi¬ 
ments on these colours has been so 
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satisfactory, that a certain quantity 
of soda—or, to speak more correctly, 
of soap^ wliich is a compound of 
soda with fat or oil, (but not drying 
oil)—is now used in preparing pig¬ 
ments for painting sails for the British 
navy. It is also used in the manu- 
facturc of printing-ink; and we have 
now Cennino’s authority for using it 
with blue pigments. Sir Humphrey 
Davy infoms us, that the Vestorian 
or Egyptian azure, the excellence of 
which is proved by its duration of 
1700 years, may be easily imitated by 
carbonate of soda, opaque flint, and 
copper filings. The translator has 
made many experiments on the effect 
of tlie alkalis and neutral salts when 
mixed with colours, and has every 
reason to be satisfied with the addi- 
tiou of soda, when properly used.” 
Wo have not ourselves tried sufli- 
ciently soda with oil, and have sus¬ 
pected it would not have the effect of 
rendering the paint hard; but that 
borax docs render the paint very hard 
we have abundant proof. We havt^ 
subjected a picture painted with it 
to the razor to scrape it down, and 
could with difficulty succeed, though 
the picture had not been long paint¬ 
ed ; and we have rolled together 
masses of paint so mixed, and they 
have been thought by persons into 
whose hands wc have put them, 
stone. We have heard artists, who 
have tried this mixture of borax and 
oil, declare it Iiad the contrary effect; 
but, on enquiry, found that they pro¬ 
cured the vehicle from colour-makers, 
w’lio sold them, we have good grounds 
for believing, a mixture of their own, 
in which, if Irorax formed any part, 
mastic vaniish formed a much larger. 
Ambng ouvpaperswcfoundonescnt us 
by Dr Rainic>; wc were not chemists 
enough to make it intelligible, and 
for that recipe which we give in a 
note,* wc are indebted to our friend 
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* Take two pounds two ounces and a half of borax, and one pound of acetate 
of lead, dissolve each in at least a pint of hot water, mix together the two solu¬ 
tions, and allow the precipitate to subside. Pour off the supernatant liquor Os 
soon as it is clear, add some fresh water (rain water is preferable) to the precipi¬ 
tate, and agitate. Then pour the precipitate, whilst it is distributed throughout 
this^last addition of water, upon a filter of white blotting paper, and when the 
water has passed through the filter, add more water. These fresh additions of 
water must be repeated three or four times, merely for the purpose of washing 
away all traces ofgthe liquor wMch was retained by the first precipitate, and which 
was formed by the first adnuxture of the two solutions. The precipitate, wh^in 
well washed, is to be placed in a Hessian crucible, and exposed to a red heat for half 
an hour. A clear glass will be formed, which must be reduced to a very fine powdei*. 
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Mr C. T, Coathupe of Bristol, on 
whose chemical and general scientific 
knowledge wc have great reliance, 
and who much confirmed our view, or 
rather Rainier’s, of the advantage of 
rendering tlio oils saponaceous by the 
means of borax. In consequence of 
our communication with him, Mr 
Coathupe published in the-d/7 Union 
one or two very valuable papers in 
1842. In speaking of this vehicle wo 
do so the more boldly as it is not our 
own, nor do we claim the least merit 
on account of it; it is solely the dis¬ 
covery, or re-discovery, be it which it 
may, of our ever valued friend Rainier, 
now no more. Without saying that 
it is or is not the old one, “ chc tiittl i 
pittori del mondo aveano lungamentc 
desiderata,” we do not hesitate to 
say that it is a good one, and docs 
obviate those “ oily appearances so 
disagreeable to the eye; and wc ai*c 
the more coufinned in onr belief in its 
beneficial quality, by the authorities 
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Mr Coathupe and Mr Field, the well- 
known scientific author of “chromato- 
gi'aphy; ” and we are much gratified to 
be able to offer an exh'act from a let¬ 
ter from Mr Field upon the subject:— 
“ I am accordingly ready to admit all 
the uses of Mr Rainier’s medium, and 
go witli him in believing the old pain¬ 
ters may have employed it—the Ve¬ 
netians ill particular, who were at 
that time the medium between Europe 
and India, in the latter of which 
countries borax had been employed in 
painting time immemorial.” It should 
here be remarked that Mr Field, in 
one of his valuable publications, men¬ 
tions a mixture of lac and oil by 
means of borax in certain proportions. 
Tiiey do not, Imwcvcr, readily mix, 
especially in cold weather. The trans¬ 
lator does not seem to be aware that 
borax is the solvent for lac; she men¬ 
tions “ sulphuric or muriatic acid,” 
but water with borax alone will dis¬ 
solve lac before it boils.* Wc would 
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* As the very peculiar property which a saturated solution of borax possesses, 
of uniting so readily with oil in any proportions, has never yet been noticed by 
cheTnical writers, I experioiented witli its constituents, boracic acid and soda, 
separately, with a view to detf rinim; whether the results were to he attributed to 
tlic acid, to the alkaline base, or to the 2 )articular suit formed by their union. 

One hundred parts of borax may be said to consist of:— 

Parts 

Boracic Acid, 35.80 

Soda, . IG.8.5 

Water, . 47.35 

Consequently, 24 fluid ounces of water, holding in solution 1 ounce (avoirdupois) 
of borax, viill contain about 4.1G per cent of borax, or 0.702 per cent of soda 
only. 

I first tried the effect of a saturated aqueous solution of boracic acid with 
linseed oil. They would not iinito. I then prepared some caustic soda by boiling 
a solution of carbonate of soda wi^h quicklime, decanting the clear caustic liquor, 
evaporating in a silver ^rucible, rc<dissolving in alcohol, and then distilling the 
spirit, and heating the residual pure soda to redness. Even in this state, soda 
contains 23 per cent of water, and only 77 per cent ofpwrtf anhydrous soda, 

“ Ten grains of this soda were dissolved in 1000 grains of distilled water. But 
as 10 grains of this soda contained only 7.7 grains of anhyd'i^ous soda, the 1000 
grains of water would contain just 0.770 per cent of soda—a quantity that differs 
very little from that contained in the saturated aqueous solution of borax. 

** Seven measures of the soda solution were added to four measures of linseed 
oil. This mixture differed so little in appearance, that it might have been mis¬ 
taken by any casual observer as identical with that produced by a similar propor¬ 
tion of the solution of borax. It had, however, a more soapy odour ; and a con¬ 
siderable separation of its constituent parts occurred almost immediately after 
agitation. This separation increased for many days. The lower liquid was of a 
brown colour, and, after a week’s repose, it amounted to 38 parts out of 59. 
Tlie upper 21 parts w'ere white and saponaceous. I tried <^her proportions of 
soda solutions with oil, but none resembled the results obtain^ from solutions of 
borax with oil, 

" Fancying that solutions of the bi-carhonate of soda might be more analogous 
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venture to recommend some experi¬ 
ments mth lac dissolved in borax to 
-water-colour painters. It is by no 
means improbable that some of the 
old Greek paintings are in gum lac ; 
the hardness ascribed to them, and 
their brilliancy too, and that they 
rather chip off than crack, seem to 
answer the properties of lac j and it 
is curious that lac so dissolved is du¬ 
rable, and not again soluble in water. 
It may therefore be worth while to 
try experiments with it, both for solid 
painting with white lead, as likewise 
as an addition of power partially used 
for water-colours. We know not if 
the ancients bad any means of dis¬ 
charging the colour, (though a weak 
solution, in cases of solid painting, 
may not be very objectioual,) but 
shell-lac can now be rendered per¬ 
fectly white. 

The reader wdll bo disappointed if 
lic expects to find in “ Cciiiiino Cen- 
nini” a treatise on art. It is nothing 
more than a book of receipts—very 
minute and circumstantial as to most 
particulars, while here and there is a 
provoking omission; as, for instSlnce, 
he speaks of a varnish, but omits to 
say of what materials composed. 
However curious much of tlie matter 
may be, the modern painter, who has 
to send to the nearest colour-maker 
for his tube colours, and French 
brushes, will think the greater part 
superfluous, and will smile to be told 
—“ Take the tails of the minever, (for 
no other are good,) and these tails 
must be baked, and not raw.” Nor 
will he trouble himself with Cennino’s 
list of colours, though it would per¬ 
haps be better for him if he did enter 
a little into their chemical properties. 
Cennino mentions twenty-four pig¬ 
ments ; but ,tho best he considers to 
be but twelve. It is curious that 
among them are no browns. We 
have always been of the opinion that 
the old masters, for the most part, 
made their browns with blacks and 
reds and yellows, and gave them 
depth by glazing over with the same; 
and we are pretty much of Wilson’s 
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mind, who, when told of a new browu, 
said “ I am sorry for it.” Very manyof 
our modern pictures are ruined by tho 
violent contrasts of the asplialtum and 
similar browns with less obtrusive 
pigments. The very transparency is, 
in our eyes, an objection. Asphaltum, 
for iustance, besides that it is a 
changeable and never thoroughly dry- 
ing pigment, is too transparent for 
depth. It was a mistake of Gains¬ 
borough M^hcn he said that with as¬ 
phaltum he would make aTartarus; the 
depth would be but a little way from 
the surface ; depth is not always in¬ 
tensity of darkness, and never of co¬ 
lour. There is a style of flashy paint¬ 
ing which entirely depends on these 
transparent browns; but it is never¬ 
theless not a good style; it is flimsy*, 
and the depth aimed at is missed. 
The more simple the i>alette, the bet¬ 
ter will be the picture. We arc taught 
by the practice as well as words of 
Titian, who said that “whoever would 
be a painter, should be well acquainted 
with tlireo colonrs, and have a perfect 
command over them.” There are some 
excellent observations on this subject 
in the translator’s preface, Avho quotes 
from Sir Humphrey Davy on colours. 
“ If red and yellow ochres, blacks 
and whites, were the colours most 
employed by Protogenes and ApcUcs, 
so arc they likewise the colours most 
employed by Raffacllc and Titian in 
their best style. Tho 8t John and 
Venus in the tribune of the gallery at 
Florence offer striking examples of 
pictures, in which all the deeper tints 
are evidently produced by rod and 
yellow ochres, and carbonaceous sub¬ 
stances,” Cennino’s argument for the 
use of fine gold and good colours, will 
bo read with more attention by the 
nv>dern Germans, who have, it is said, 
for the purposes of their art joined the 
Catholic Church, than by our Eng¬ 
lish artists, with whom it will but 
raise a smile, that the artist should be 
liberal in both, for that if his patron 
pays him not, our Lady will reward 
him for it in soul and body. If tho 
practice of poor Cennino was in accord- 
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to those of the bi-borate of soda in their effects upon oil, than solutions of caustic 
soda, I tried many mixtures of solutions of the bi-carbonate with oil; but they 
were all dissimilar,tin appearance, odour, and properties, from like mixtures pre¬ 
pared with the bi-borate of soda .”—Letter from C. Tliomton Coathupe, Esq., on 
Vehicles for Pigments, Published in the Art Union of February 1832. 
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anoe with this recommendation, ho 
must have been very pious in Lis re¬ 
signation, for his reward was a prison 
in his old age. Cennino acquaints us 
how to make and prepare pannels, 
cloth-grounds, cements, and glues; 
and doubtless some of his recipes will 
be found practically useful. For 
temperas (vehicles) many recipes arc 
given. There are two kinds of egg 
tempera deserving attention mention¬ 
ed, and the practice of painting in tho 
egg tempera, and afterwards glazing 
in oil-colour. The translator parti¬ 
cularly recommends in a note this 
mode of painting, and quotes from 
Mr Field’s Chromatography the fol¬ 
lowing passage :—“ Mr Clover has 
successfully employed the yolk of egg 
for sketching in body colours, in the 
manner and with the entire effect of 
oil, which sketches being varnished 
have retained their original purity of 
hue, more especially in the whites, 
and flexibility of texture, without a 
crock, after many years in a London 
atmosphere." The translator recom¬ 
mends it from her own practice and 
experience. 

Wo have ourselves, in this Maga¬ 
zine, on a former occasion, spoken of 
a sort of distemper painting—though 
to give it that name is not very highly 
to recommend it. We have, never¬ 
theless, found it vciy good, and ad¬ 
mirably adapted for getting in a sub¬ 
ject, as affording means of great rapi¬ 
dity of execution. We allude to the 
admixture of starch and oil—the less 
oil the more like distemper will it be; 
or, wc should rather say, fresco, which 
it much more resembles; but oil may 
be used with it in any proportion. 
Ibe starch should be made as for 
domestic use, with water saturated 
with borax, and tho oil added by 
degrees, and the whole stuTed up 
together while warm; and, in this 
medium, the colours should be ground 
as well as worked. It is curious that 
here, too, the borax is of use ; for it 
not only enables the oil to mix with 
the water of the starch, but it gives 
the starch a consistence and toughness, 
which withoutititneverpossesses. We 
have found colours retain their hue 
and purity remarkably well with this 
v^kle. The whole bears out equally, 
bat without shining. The second 
luting may produce any desired 
richness. It is not unpleasant to 


Cenninu [Juiie^ 

paint upon a wet ground made with 
this vehicle, when the picture and 
ground will dry and harden together. 

There is no colour concerning which 
we ai’e more at a loss in looking at 
old pictures, than the blues. Three • 
are mentioned by Cennino—indi^o> 
a cobalt, and ultramarine. With 
regard to the sparing use of the latter^ 
as the most expensive, some practical 
hints may be met with. We have 
often wondered with what blue their 
doep-toned cool greens were made^ 
as in the landscapes of Caspar Pous¬ 
sin. It was probably Cennino’s 
dzzuT'O della magna (Geiman blue 
or cobalt.) Prussian blue is of re¬ 
cent invention. We believe Mr Field 
considers it a good colour. It is made 
of so many hues that it is difficult to 
procure good, and it is said to be 
affected by iron. We have heard 
indigo complained of as a fugitive 
colour; Cennino mentions it for skies 
with a.tempera of glue. He men¬ 
tions, likewise, a green cobalt, or 
azzuro della magna. Wliite lead, 
according to him, may bo used w'itli 
all tefnperas. He says it is the only 
white that can be used in pictures; 
the whites in the old pictures are very 
pure, so that we may be satisfied of 
its durability. Many artists have 
doubted if the white of the best 
painters was white lead, and many 
substitutes have l>ceii proposed. We 
may rest assured, by the authority of 
Cennino, that tho fault is not in the 
lead, but in tho vehicle, whenever it 
changes. There is a letter of Titian’s, 
in which he laments the death of tho 
maker of his white; it was made, 
therefore, we are to suppose, with 
particular care, as the principal pig¬ 
ment for light. 

Orpiment„ which was bo much in 
use ill Sir Joshua’s time, the ill effects 
of which is visible in the President’s 
“ Holy Famity ” in our National 
Gallery, was no great favourite in the 
olden time. In the note upon this 
pigment, the translator takes occasion 
to speak of powdered glass, in refer¬ 
ence to a remark of Dr Ure, that 
powdered glass is mixed with it, which 
renders it lighter. Mrs Merrifield in¬ 
fers from this, that it, powdered glass, 
is opaque. Undoubtedly it is so in 
its ^y state, and probably with the 
glue tempera, which alone, according 
to Cennino, is its proper vehicle—but 
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mixed with oil it is transparent—and 
mixed in much body witii pigments, 
will give them great richness, and 
that degree of transparency, even to 
pigments rather opaque, which we 
observe in the substance of the pig¬ 
ments of the best time. China clay, 
and magnesia too, are opaque in their 
powdered and dry state, but mixed 
with the pigments, vary their power 
ad lihiimn^ precisely by the transpa¬ 
rency they afford. These two latter 
substances have likewise a corrective 
quality upon oils, and we are assured 
by Mr Coathupc, and have ccrt.iinly 
found it to be so, that magnesia is a 
dryer. Wo have boiled magnesia and 
oil together, very thick and jelly-like, 
and leaving the pipkin exposed, have 
been surprised to find no skin upon 
the surface. Mrs Merrificld certain¬ 
ly errs in thinking glass, when mixed 
with oils, opaque. The blacks of Cen- 
nino arc from a ston(», and opaque; 
from vine tendrils, (“ very black and 
transparent;”) from skins of almonds 
and kernels of poaches, (“ a perfect 
and fine black;”) and lamp black, from 
the smoke of linseed oil. Mr Field 
observes, that all carbonaceous blacks 
mixed with white have a preserving 
influence upon colours, owing chemi¬ 
cally to the bleaching power of car¬ 
bon, and clirortiatically to the neutral¬ 
izing and contrasting power of black 
with white. Leonardo da Vinci in 
liis palette, the account of which is 
so unfortunately broken off for lack 
of paper, mentions the mixing every 
colour with black. Yet avc have met 
with many painters who totally reject 
it, and fancy it makes their pictures 
black. This is very absurd, lor black 
mixed with any other pigment ceases 
to be black; and an artist may paint 
very black pictures without the use 
of that pigment. What Titiau re¬ 
commends, one who would be a co¬ 
lourist need not reject. It seems 
there was of old much caution that 
iron should not touch the colours. 
Yet there is, we believe, much iron 
in ochres. Mr Coathupe has clearly 
^own, that oven Naples yellow docs 
not suffer from contact with iron, 
otherwise than by abrasion, by which 
the steel of the knife becomes itself a 
pigment, as on the ^ hone. Modem 
science has much enlarged the colour 
list There is tbJks the greater temp¬ 
tation oflTei^d to make endless varic- 
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tio|. It has been remarked in lan¬ 
guage, that the best writers liave tho 
most brief vocabulary—so it may be, 
that the best colourists will have the 
fewest colours. The rule has been 
verified in the old masters of tho best 
time. Cennino Cenuini, who always 
begins from the beginning, recom¬ 
mends drawing with the pen—his pen, 
for that also he tells yon how to make, 
had no slit. 0 days of Perryian 
innovation ! It was veiy well, a vast 
improvement, almost equal to that of 
adding the shirt to the ruffles, to in¬ 
vent one slit—we have them now 
with two and with three. 

Very strict studies in anatomy w'cro 
not much in vogue among the early 
painters. Our author recommends 
drawing from nature, and lays doit\m 
his canon of proportions of the human 
body, which will be little heeded by 
our academics. The old Italian is not 
very complimentary to the sex. Mr 
Etty will open his eyes with alarm, 
to find he has been practising all his 
life in a wrong direction, when lie 
reads “ leave that of woman, for there 
arc none perfectly proportioned. ” 
AVe are not quite certain, if some of 
Mr Etty's stay-spoiled figures are 
taken for examples, but that the opi¬ 
nion of the old Italian may be in some 
credit. We spoke in the commence¬ 
ment of thus paper, of the “ Gurami 
Fomia,” which M. Merimt'-o conclud¬ 
ed to be copal. The translator, in a 
note, offers a conjecture, not witliout 
its probability, that it may have been 
sandarac, the “Vcrniccda Scrivere” 
of Cennino, and quotes Raffacllo Bor- 
ghini in his “ Reposo.” If you would 
have your varnisli brilliant, use much 
sandarac—it makes certainly a very 
hard varnish—it is difficult to com¬ 
bing it with oil. We suppose it to 
have been oilo of the condemned no¬ 
velties as a vehicle for painting, from 
its being included in the condemned 
list of trash, as only fit to polish 
boots, that moved the satirical pen of 
Boschini:— 

O de che strazze se fa cavedall 
D’ogio d*avezKo, mastice e sandraca, 

E treroentina (per no dir triaca) 

Robe che ilusterave ogni stival.’* 

Maboo Bobohini, 

Much has been said of late of “ En¬ 
caustic Painting.” It must have 
been discontinued before the time 
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of Giotto,- as shown by the expyi- 
meuts of Lanzi—no wax has been 
found in pictures painted after the 
year 1360. We know that Sir Jo¬ 
shua Reynolds frequently used it, as 
have some painters since his day. 
We cannot suppose that, mixed with 
oil, it would ever give pigments their 
proper hardness. 

Dryers are not mentioned by Cen- 
nino, excepting nerderame (verdigris,) 
aiMl that as a mordant How were 
the oils made to dry? Will the sun 
be sufficient ? In the summers in Italy 
their mixed oils readily dry. But in 
Holland, as in England, for at least 
a great part of the year, they will not 
dry of themselves; and it is certain 
that the longer the pigments are sub¬ 
jected to the action of the oil, the 
greater is the change. White lead is 
by no means the best drying colour; 
and if lead, as a dryer, is so injurious 
as some will have it to be, to colours 
in general, why do we not find it so 
in white lead ? Cennino recommends 
garlic pounded to a juice, and cleared, 
as a mordant. It is supposed that it 
gives a drying quality to oil. The 
practice of the old masters in drying 
their pictures in the sun—was it only 
to effect the drying? Wc believe 
exposure to the atmosphere is most 
beneficial to newly painted pictures. 
We have now a picture before us 
which was disagreeably oily, and yet 
did not well bear out. We laid it on' 
the grass, face uppeimost, where it 
lay for about ten days during heat 
and cold, day and night, dry weather 
and wet, and in some few burning days 
exposed to the sun ; during these hot 
days, we had it frequently, plentifully 
washed with water, left on for the 
sun to take up. We have this day 
removed the picture to the easel. The 
“ oily appearance " was gone, it was 
very dry, but pure, and clean, and 
bore out equally, but rather like dis¬ 
temper. It is a question worth con¬ 
sidering, whether the atmosphere did 
not take up the impurities of the oil, 
which always come to the surface. 
There is proof enough of this. A pic¬ 
ture, unless it be painted with very little 
oil indeed, will become, in a few days 
after being painted, greasy—it will not 
t ake water on the Suiface—in fact, “ sec- 
ca teme acqua” will not bear water. 
If, in this state, the surface be lightly 
tubbed over with common sand and 


water, this ^easiness will be removed, 
and the surface will not only be clean, 
but beautiful; this greasiness will, 
however, in a day or two come again. 
If the process of sanding be repeated, 
until the greasiness do^notCQxa^ agaiji, 
we conjecture that we have done for 
the picture what time, but a long time, 
might do—wc have removed all the 
impurity of the oil. Wo believe that 
pictures after that do not undergo fur¬ 
ther change, and if the paint be toler¬ 
ably hard, may bo varnished—and 
that they will become much sooner 
hard; for it is more than probable that 
this greasiness in the oil is the main 
cause of retarding the drying. We 
have followed this practice many 
years, and always with the same re¬ 
sults. It is surprising how soon after 
painting you may sand—even coarse 
red sand will not remove paint, that 
is yet tacky—it much i*emedics tlio 
“ colori olcesi.” The translator lays 
much stress in the preface upon the 
importance of white grounds. In the 
olden time, it appears, that when they 
were not of gold, they were white; 
and Leonardo da Vinci thus lays down 
his precept—“ Sempni a quelli colori 
die vuoi che habino belleza preparo- 
rai prime il campo candidissimo^ e 
questo clico de’ colori che sono trans¬ 
parent!, pcrche a quelli che non sono 
transparent! non giova campo cliiaro.” 
And yet Leonardo is said to have 
painted occasionally on the canvass 
without any other priming than a coat 
of glue. His pictures so painted are 
said to be durable, and worthy his 
great name. We should have doubted 
if Titian did always paint on a white 
ground—and should fix upon the 
“Peter Martyr” as the subject of 
doubt. It is said to have been the 
practice of Correggio; if so, ho did not 
always derive the benefit from the 
ground which white grounds are saul 
to confer, for his painting is so gener¬ 
ally solid, and the transparency so 
much the effect of his glazing, that there 
seems to be no reason why he should 
have given the preference. It is said. 
the Flemish School used white gi’ounds 
—probably Rubens did so generally, 
not all other painters,, Teniers used 
a light drab, and, if we were to judge 
from some of his skies, painted upon 
it when that thinly coloured ground 
was wet. Unless great body^of 
colour bo used, even in the most trans- 
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parent painting, white grounds are 
apt to give a weakness and fllmsiness. 
Gaspar Ponssin, and perhaps gener¬ 
ally, Nicolo, painted on red grounds; 
the former probably often upon a 
vermilion ground, though most com¬ 
monly on one of a deeper tone; the 
advantage of this, in landscapes, such 
as his, is evident. There is no colour 
so good as red to set off greens; and 
in fact, to make tints appear ^een, 
that on another ground would not so 
be; and, moreover, a red ground, from 
its warmth, makes those gi-eens ap- 
l>car cool, deep, and refreshing, which 
is so strong characteristic in the 
colouring of that great Italian land¬ 
scape painter, Gaspar Poussin. 

The most important recipes of Cen- 
nino Cennini may be those which re¬ 
late to fresco-painting; and as that is 
now likely to be nationally revived, 
this publication is well-timed. So 
much has been said and written of 
late upon this subject, that we think 
it best simply to refer to the text and 
notes. To those who mean to prac¬ 
tise fresco, they may be important. 
Besides the value of tlic recipes of 
Cenniuo, there are incidentally some 
curious things not unworthy of notice. 
All persons must h.ave been sui'p^iscd 
in pictures of gi*avc subjects, and we 
might especially mention those of 
Paul Veronese, tliat dogs arc intro¬ 
duced as attendants on feasts, and we 
find them gnawing bones on very fine 
flooi^ But we find in Cennino Cen¬ 
nini that it was the practice to throw 
their bones under the table. Cennino 
recommends them to be gathered and 
selected for black pigments. Wchave 
heard it said that Murillo was partial 
to the pigments made from beef bones 
taken after dinner. 

There is a practice, or we should 
say happily there was, in the days of 
these old painters, which did not tend 
very much to raise the profession. 
“ Sometimes, in the course of your 
practice,” says Cennino, “you will 
1)6 obliged to paint flesh, especially 
faces of men and women." He re¬ 
commends the painting them with 
egg tempera, with oil, and with oil 
<i.nd liquid varnish^ “ which is the 
most powerful of temperas." He pro¬ 
ceeds to tell how the paint is to be 
removed. .Chapter 162 is entirely 
devoted to thc^ladies, and offers a 
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caution now happily unnecessary, but 
it 16 so quaintly given, that wc quote 
it:— 

“ It sometimes happens that young 
ladies, especially those of Florence, 
endeavour to heighten their beauty by 
the application of colours and medi¬ 
cated waters to the skin. But as 
women who feai* God do not make 
use of these things, and as 1 do not 
wish to render myself obnoxious to 
them, or to incur the displeasure of 
God and our Lady, I shall say tio 
more on this subject. But I advise 
you, that if you desire to preserve 
your complexion for a long period, to 
wash yourself with water from the 
fountains, rhxrs, or wells; and I 
warn you, that if you use cosmetics, 
your face will soon become withered, 
yonr teeth black, and you will become 
old before the natural course of time, 
and be the ugliest object possible. 
This is quite sufficient to say on tliis 
subject.” 

A modern painter with whom wc 
are acquainted, declares that he has' 
very often been called upon to pamt 
“ under the eyes” of certain “ young 
men about town”—we presume of 
the Titmouse grade—tliat they might 
appear the more decently before the 
public and tlicir cmpIoyei'S. 

If poor Cennino had entertained no 
other fears but the displeasure of the 
fair sex, he would have passed a hap¬ 
pier old age. Wc 4cnow not that he 
condescended to paint faces, however, 
in his most abject condition. There 
M'as ever from the beginning a com¬ 
plaint of the little favour bestowed 
upon artists in general. Was the art 
considered a slavish practice? Grccia 
Capta taught it to the Homans, with 
whom, notwithstanding the force of 
some few high names, as of Fabius 
Pictor, it was at no time in very high 
repute. 

The indefatigable Gaye says of the 
fluctuations incidental to the profes¬ 
sion of arts—“ While, on one hand, 
painters, sculptors, and military en¬ 
gineers flourish as ambassadors, ma¬ 
gistrates, and correspondents with 
princes, others live overwhelmed with 
debt, and pleading for subsistence.” A 
tax return of Jacopo de Domenico, 
painter, gives this sad account of him¬ 
self—“ Ever since 1400, have I gone 
on struggling, and eating the bread 
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of others, until 1421; after which I 
returned to Florence, where I fotmd 
myself plundered, and in debt, and 
totally destitute.” The reader will be 
surprised at his remedy, and the mo¬ 
dem Poor-law Commissioners, those 
“ Indociles panperlem pati,” will deny 
the test of destitution, and feel a se¬ 
parating impulse; for he continues— 
“ I took a wife, and went to Pisa, 
whore I mended the roads about the 
gates, and staid four years.” The tax 
returns afford ciuious documents. We 
have that of Massaccio:—“ Declara¬ 
tion of the means of Tommaso di 
Giovanni, called Massaccio, and of 
his brother Giovanni, to the officers 
of the fisc, detailing their miserable 
means, inability, and liability — We 
live in the house of Andrea Macigni, 
for which we pay ten fiorina a-year.” 
“ The son of this Andi'ea bound him¬ 
self appi'entice in the studio of Nendi 
Bicci for two years, in 1458, aged 
seventeen, to have fifteen florins and 
a pair of shoes yearly.”* 

It was the custom of writers, in the 
time of Cennino, to neglect the precept 
of Horace, They did not rush “ in 
medias res”—Cennino in particular. 
He not only begins with the beginning 
of every particular thing, or invention, 
or practice; but thinks it necessary to 
commence liis work on the arts with 
a much earlier fact than the produc¬ 
tion of Leda’s egg—even with the 
creation of tlic world—and immedi¬ 
ately deduces the art of painting from 
the fall of Adam, who was from that 
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event compelled to labour; hence in-^ 
vention—hence the art. His book is, 
however, written in a pious spirit; 
nor have we now-a-days any right, in 
good taste, to ridicule his mixing up 
with his reverence for the Creator, 
and the Virgin Mary, and all saints 
in general, and St Eustachius, and St 
Francis, St John the Baptist, St An¬ 
thony of Padua, “ the reverence of 
Giotto of Taddeo, and of Agnolo the 
master of Cennino; ” nor do wo in the 
least doubt, nay, admire his happy 
zeal, when ho says that he begins his 
book “ for the utility, and good, and 
advantage of those who, would attain 
perfection in the arts.” AVo said that 
this is a beautiful volume; the few 
plates and illustrations are not the 
least of its chams: they are drawn 
on stone by the translator. AVo hail 
the republication of every old work 
on the arts; and although as yet we 
have not been so fortunate as to dis¬ 
cover the vehicle of Titian or Cor¬ 
reggio, we do not despair. In a for¬ 
mer paper, if we mistake not, wo 
mentioned a treatise of llnbens—“ Dc 
Lumine et Colore ”—said to have been, 
somewhat more than half a century 
ago, in the possession of a canon of 
Antwerp, a descendant of Rubens : 
surely it may bo worth enquiring 
after. It is said to be in Latin, which, 
not being a living and moveable lan¬ 
guage, is the best form from which 
wc could have a translation upon any 
subject relating to the arts. ^ 


* AVo aro greatly multiplying artists, by " the promise to the ear,” and by our 
Art-Unions; whether we are like to have such returns to the Commissioners of the 
Income-tax os those we have quoted, as a consequence of our forced and hot-bed 
encouragement, remains to be seen. Lord Brotigham objects to the railroad 
mania, on account of the beggary to«be induced when the employment they give 
rise to is over. AVben the ferment of patronage shall again have settled down to 
a selection of a few favourites, may we not entertain somewhat similar fears ? 
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ESTHETICS or DRESS. 


No. IV. 


Minor Matters. 


It is not to be supposed that a 
man is to be styled " dressed ” when 
he has only got a proper coat on his 
back; something more than this is 
necessary ere he can claim a place in 
the beau mondcj or can decently figure 
in a bal pari. There is no one, in¬ 
deed, but your mere Hottentot, who 
considers himself the pink of fashion 
solely from the fact of throwing some¬ 
thing, more or less becoming, over his 
shoulders; though, by the way, we 
once heard of a ncgi'o chief who, in 
a state of unclad majesty, clapped a 
gold-laced cocked-hat on his head, 
and then strutted about with an air 
of intense satisfaction at the result of 
his habilimentary effort. He "was not 
a well-dressed man this chief, any 
more then our friend the Frenchman 
in the diligence; bri we will toll you 
this ajstlietic story, gentle reader. 

It was our destiny once—as it has 
been, too, of many a son of perfidious 
Albion—to bo journeying across the 
monotonous plains of Upper Bur¬ 
gundy, m route for the gay capital. 
’Twas a summer mom, and the 
breezy call of the incense-breathing 
lady, as Gray the poet calls her, 
came delightfully upon our heated 
forehead, as we pushed down the 
four-paned rattling window of that 
clumsy t}'pefication of slowness, mis¬ 
named a diligence, to escape from the 
stifling atmosphere of the rotonde. 
Our fellow-travellers consisted of a 
couple of greasy, black-haired, sallow- 
faced ^n!s, two farmers’ wives with 
a puking child each, our own portly 
self, and the sixth passenger. Now, 
this sixth individual, w'ho was in real¬ 
ity the eighth Christian immured in 
this quasi Black-hole, was one of 
those nondescript Parisian existences, 
to define whom is almost impossible 
to those who have never witnessed 
the animal. He might have been a 
commis-voyageuT^ or a clerk in the 
passport-office, or the keeper of a 
small cafi6, or an epicier^ but he did 
not look stupia enough for the last 


Be this as it may, he was short 
rather than tall, lean rather than fat, 
—in a shabby brown surtout—smok¬ 
ed and took snuff—had been in 
Hauphine—thought the Germans a 
set of European Chinese—considered 
n natloual guard as the model of a 
good soldier—kept spitting out of the 
window from time to time—strctclied 
his legs most inconveniently against 
ours—tied his head up at dark in a 
dirty bird’s-eye blue cotton moucheir- 
df’^pvdie.^ and snored throughout the 
night. lie told us that he had not 
w^ashed or shaved himself since leav¬ 
ing Lyons, two days before; and in the 
morning, just as we were opening the 
w'indow, Monsieur yawned, stretched, 
nibbed his eyes, spat and spoke— 
“ Sacre nom do cochou! Condiictenr! 
conducteur! vous m’avcz done onblid! 
il fallait me fairc descendre h\ bas!— 
la bas! la! lii I nom de Dicu I”— 
“Plait-il?” said the couducteur as 
he came round to the door, taking his 
pipe out of his mouth, “qu’est ce que 
vous voulcz, M’sicur?”—“ Je vous 
avais dit qu’il fallait me fairc dcscen- 
dro chez M. Dubois, ct maintenaut 

nous voil;V a-ou sommes-nous, par 

exempIcT” “Imbecile! ily a encore 
trois boinies lieues la Pissotte!’^ 
and the angry coyiducteur.^ W’^ho had 
been roused from his sleep, and climbed 
over and round the lumbering vehicle 
to the back-door, now climbed round 
and over again to the banquette. The 
sixth passenger squeezed himself back 
into the corner, and resumed:—“ M, 
Dubois ne m’attend pas; d’ailleurs jo 
ne le connais pas; e’est dgal; je me 
nicherai chez lui pour une huitaine 
de joui-s: j’y ferai dc bonnes affaires.*” 
All this w'as of course as unintelligible 
to the other passengers as it would 
have been uninteresting if we had 
cared to listen to him:—“ Puisqu’il 
pout y avoir des dames,*’ he went on, 
“ il faut faire ma toilette.” So say¬ 
ing, he took off his pocket-handker¬ 
chief from his head, and wiped hig 
face well with it, yawned a good deal> 
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and epat incontinently; opened his 
coat, spread back and jerked down 
the lapels; shoved his fingers comb- 
fashion and comb-colour through his 
matted hair till it stood up a la Buga¬ 
boo ; and then looked round for admi¬ 
ration. “ Ah I je Tavais oubli^! ” 
he exclaimed. Upon this he pulled out 
a large shabby green pocket-book 
fi'om his coat; took off a greasy black 
stock, displaying a collarless shirt and 
a neck, upon the tinge of which it would 
be needless to descant, and then ex¬ 
tracting from the pocket-book two 
curvilinear pieces of dirty white pa¬ 
per, which had been folded more than 
once, and had an ink spot or two on 
their surface, applied them to his chin, 
holding their corners in his mouth, 
buckled on his stock again over them, 
adjusted tliese pseudo collars by aid 
of his watch-back, grinned a mile of 
approbation, and exclaimed, “ Me 
voila propre 

It is not enough to be propre in one 
article of dress only: you must pre¬ 
serve a certain a^sthetical toumure^ 
or else set yourself down among the 
frampy multitude for ever. This must 
be our apology, dear reader, for thus 
detaining your attention, and for set¬ 
ting before you “ things miattempted 
yet in prose or rhyme,” which may 
tend, if properly applied, to the inap¬ 
preciable beautification of your own 
valuable person. Descend we there¬ 
fore from the head and trunk of man 
—a curious bathos—to his under¬ 
standings and unmentionables; you 
know udjat we mean. And herein, 
as in duty bound, draw wc a distinc¬ 
tion. “ We know how to call all the 
drawers by name,” (if we may so take 
a liberty with friend William’s prose;) 
and let us therefore premise that we 
shall notice the unmentionable trewS, 
femoralia^ or periscelematd —as the 
Greeks would probably have called 
them, only they wore them not, but 
like Highland laddies prefeiTcd their 
own hides—of the virile portion of tlie 
community only. As for those tanta¬ 
lizing appendages of the better por¬ 
tion of her Majesty’s subjects, we 
leave them in their proper conceal¬ 
ment. We could easily write a vo¬ 
lume or two to show that the custom 
came from Ormus, or Ind, or Araby 
the ; but criticism would not be 
tolerid^d, and besides— 


—- ** Levius fit patientia 
Quidquid corrigere est nefas.” 

On s accoutume k tout 1 ” 

Go, therefore, {esthetic reader, to 
Trajan’s column at Rome, and amid 
the barbaric costumes which adorn k, 
you will find the prototype of the 
modem trouser. Or you need not 
travel so much out of your way. In 
the Townley Gallery there is the 
figure of Mithras with a fashionable 
pantaloon on his legs; and in the 
Louvre there are two or three discon¬ 
solate-looking barbaric captives, with 
their trousers flapping about their 
shins, and tied round their ankles: 
these arc the originals of our modem 
what-d’yc-call’cms. As for the good old 
buckskins of our venerated graiidsiros 
and governors, they arose in Homan 
times. Field-marshal Julius Cfcsar 
wore something very near of kin to 
them under his military kilt, in that 
pretty little skirmish wherein ho first 
had the honour of exchanging stones 
and darts with our British ancestors; 
and frcmi those days down to the pre¬ 
sent time lias this garment maintained 
its ground, and proved its utility, with 
undying pertinacity. Now, we do not 
approve of the barbaric trews; that 
tying of them round the ankles, though 
it kept out the cold, was decidedly a 
Sawney practice : it militated against 
the curves of. the leg, and destroyed 
all firmness and dignity of gait. Far 
better was the fashion of the middle 
ages, when the trouser became a real 
pantaloon —a pantalon collant, as mo¬ 
dem artists call it, and when the full 
symmetry of the limb was displayed 
to the utmost advantage. This was, 
no doubt, the acme of perfection that 
the garment in question was capable 
of; and it is to be lamented that the 
mode has not kept its position in so¬ 
ciety more universally. For |^1 pur¬ 
poses of ceremonial or ornamental 
dress, this form should still bo ri¬ 
gidly adhered to. Utility and orna¬ 
ment here go hand in hand, or rather 
inside each other. No disguisement 
of natui*al form is attempted; and a 
man's appearance is judged of at its 
true value. The tight pantaloon is at 
once simple, useful, and beautiful. So 
far for its form. But there is an im¬ 
mense difficulty in the choice of its 
substance. If too elastic, the knee 
will soon make for itsen one of those 
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provoking pudding-bags that have 
tended, more than any thing else, to 
bring the fashion into disfavour. If 
too rigid and too frail, you know the 
catastrophe! We still remember the 
case of a fat friend of ours at a fancy- 
ball! British manufacturing ingenuity 
should bcstii’ itself to invent a stuff 
tit for satisfactorily solving this vesti- 
mental problem of the greatest strain ; 
and the pantaloon might then once 
more resume its paramount sway. To 
revert to the old buckskin: it is a 
perfectly respectable, useful, and sa¬ 
tisfactory affair for the purposes to 
vvliich it is now applied ; and worn 
with a stout top-boot, and thrown over 
the side of a gallant horse, has no su¬ 
perior in the world. It is also a very 
good thing to i)ut on if you arc going 
to a new tailor’s in town, especially if 
3 'oii can wi itc Ilarkaway IJall as your 
address. The man will set you down 
for a real country-squire, and will give 
you tick for the next twenty years. 
But if you want to avoid having your 
pocket picked, don’t wear buckskins as 
you go along Piccadilly; buckskins 
and tops, on foot, are so truly Arcadian 
in their appearance, that the swell 
mob cannot resist the temptation, and 
you arc pretty sure to be victimized. 
As for the unmeaning black things 
worn with white silk stockings on 
court-days, and gloried in by all the 
beaux of the eightccntli century, they 
ought to bo sent to the right-about as 
neither useful nor becoming. It may 
be all very w'cll for Spanish matadors 
and Castilian dancers to w^ear them; 
but they were originally intended to 
have boots beneath them—so Charles 
I. wore them until he borrowed a 
foolish fashion from France—and from 
the very cut and nature of them, they 
should be w'orn so still, or abandoned 
altogether. Wc quarrel with them, 
not on the score of form so much as 
on that of inutility and undue contrast 
of colour. If the thing be dark, and 
the stocking light, an effect of clean¬ 
liness is attained; but the magpie ap¬ 
pearance immediately prevails. The 
case is the same as that of a white 
waistcoat and a black coat; too glar¬ 
ing, tropprononce. If they are both of 
the same colour, then the tight and 
continuous pantaloon is far more rea¬ 
sonable and Incoming, and, for use, 
any thing else is better—e:^r#o crede. 


The only exception in its favour that 
we can mako, is for the sportsman 
and the fanner; for him who joins on 
a stout legging or a gaiter, whether of 
cloth or leather; or, if you wish to do 
a bit of Jerry Hawthorn to some 
friend’s Tom or Logic, here is your 
garment de rlgueur ;—put on your leg¬ 
gings, your green coats, and your 
white hat, and you ai*c complete ; but 
unless you wish to bo mistaken for 
your friend’s butler, or a waiter from 
your club, do not venture on the black 
culotte. 

The trouser, then—the modern 
trouser—wdiat are we to say of this? 
Why, that it is the most useful, the 
most comfortable, the mosteconomical, 
and one of the least ugly garments 
ever invented by man. Wo almost 
remember the day, dear reader, when 
as 3 'ct trousers were among the great 
unborn; it was only the Duke, and 
those dashing fellows at his heels, 
who imported the idea, wc believe 
from Germany originally, though 
used it hi the Peninsula. After the 
battle of Waterloo, no man of any 
spirit at all ever wore any thing else 
for common use. It existed, certainly, 
among our honest tars long previously 
to this epoch; but the ftt^non did not 
come from them ; the rage originated 
with the Peninsular troops, and \ras 
confirmed by the examples of tlic 
brilliant staffs that accompanied the 
Allied sovereigns to this country in 
1814. It is true that the trouser did 
not assume its definite and national 
form, such as it now has, all at once; 
it w'ent through a round of vagaries 
indicative of a most diseased state of 
public taste. At one time it was all 
a la ('osaque^ and you might have 
mgde a greatcoat out of a pair; at an¬ 
other, it w^s half up the leg, and more 
than two feet in circumference; by 
degrees it got strapped down, and cut 
away into a sensible kind of shape; 
and now it has attained the juste 
milieu^ making a happy compromise 
between the tight symmetry of the 
pantaloon, and the flaunting of the 
sailor’s ducks. An immense step in 
the improvement of this garment has 
been made by the introduction of all 
that beautiful variety of plaids, and 
checked patteiiis, which ai^e so com¬ 
monly used; those in wool for winter 
wear are traly delightful; while for 
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summer use, the ti'ouser recommends 
itself to onr untiring favour by the 
multiplicity of soft light substances 
which are -^eveiy whei’e employed. 
ThQ trouser is to the pantaloon as 
the foraging cap is to the hat—good 
for all kinds of use, and likely to re¬ 
main so for an indeduite period; 
good for all ranks and for all ages. 
One canon, however, should be laid 
down as to the cut:—no pockets 
should be tolerated on any account 
whatever: they make a man look 
like a Yankee. ’Tis the most slovenly 
custom on earth to keep your hands 
in your pockets—^you deserve to have 
them sewed in if you indulge in it. 
And therefore, to avoid this disagree¬ 
able penalty, have your pockets sewed 
up. 

The hext step downwards in the 
scale of dress brings us to the basis, 
foundation, and understanding of 
mankind—we mean boots and shoes; 
and here, being approvers of both 
“ men and women’s concise recti,” as 
old Joe used to say, wo must give a 
word of advice to both sexes; and 
ye who groan under the torments of 
corns, (“bunions” is a nasty word, 
we always think of onions when we 
here it*) attend to our dictum. If 
any thing imperatively demands that 
utility should be consulted before 
ornament in its constructiop, it is the 
covering of the foot; whoever goes 
hunting in a dancing-pump is a fool, 
and whoever dances in a shooting- 
shoe is a clodhopper. There can be 
no doubt that the human mind speed¬ 
ily sidopted normal rules of design 
when first the idea of protecting the 
foot was started in the world—and, 
on the whole, less absurdity has been 
evidenced in the pedal integumepts 
than in most other matters of dress. 
The old tragic buskin, and the comic 
sock, the military sandal, caliga^ and* 
boot, all did their duty excellently in 
ancient times: we have not a word 
of reproach for them—and their suc¬ 
cessors in the middle ages acquitted 
themselves of their duties in a toler¬ 
ably satisfactory manner, though not 
without some curious flights of fancy. 
Thus the cross gartering of the Saxon 
busk’m,^boots, or gaiter, or whatever 
else tt might have been, looks to us 
truly absurd and uncomfortable, judg¬ 
ing from the oaricatui'ed flgores of 


ardent MSS.; but the peaked and 
tied-up points of the 14th ccntuiy, 
when the too was fastened to the 
knee, strikes us as the ne pins ultra 
of human folly. How Richard II.’s 
courtiers must have gone slopping’ 
and spirting about in the mud that 
befouled their streets as well as ours 1 
What queer figures they must have 
cut on horseback in a rainy day, with 
the water running off from the pen¬ 
dulous tips of their shoes! Never¬ 
theless, there was something good in 
the arrangement of the upper part of 
tlie shoe or half-boot of those times, 
and even of earlier days, as any one 
who reads the Art-Union^ or who 
knows the history of British costume, 
can tell. It formed an appropriate 
termination to the tightly-dressed 
limb; and when not too mtich point¬ 
ed, prolonged the natural shape of 
the foot into a gracefully-curving sup¬ 
port. Shoes, in the present sense of 
the term, were not then worn: every 
thing was limited to the elastic half¬ 
boots : but for the huntsman or the 
horseman, not armed for the tented 
field, a sort of brown leather boot 
coming up to the knee was in com¬ 
mon use. This had no falling tops, 
and was far removed from the ridicu¬ 
lous Spanish boot of after days. It 
was a plain and useful servant to the 
cavalier, and became him mucli better 
than the ponderous jack-boot of later 
times. It is to the Spaniards that we 
arc indebted, if “indebted” be a suit¬ 
able term, for the wide-topped falling 
boot of the sixteenth century; that 
inconvenient, no-service thing—good 
for the stage-players, fancy-ball men, 
and fellows like old Iludibras, who 
crammed a portable larder and ward¬ 
robe into its unfathomable recesses; 
but for the rough-riding horseman or 
the active hunter, a nuisance beyond 
all description. Boots such as these 
may look admirably well in pictures; 
for when delineated by a Vandyke, 
any thing would become graceful; but 
for actual practice, they would, serve 
only to catch the rain, and to gall the 
legs of the wearer. Their descendant, 
the top-boot, has reformed itself won¬ 
derfully, and nearly all the inconve¬ 
nience has been got rid of. Still, the 
brown colour of the top, which is no 
longer the inside of {Jie boot turned 
down, as it was once, is an ano.maly. 
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and the boot itsejf ought to be merged 
in the plain single-coloured boot which 
is now much used on the Continent, 
though in England patronized only by 
the Meltonians. For positive use, the 
boot ought to come up fully to, or 
above, the knee, in order to stand the 
wear and pressure of the saddle; but 
for ornament, it may well be allowed 
to rise only partially up the leg, and 
to be, in short, the beautiful Hessian 
or Hungarian boot — far the most 
gi’accful covering ever put on the leg 
of a modem European. That such a 
truly elegant boot, so gentlemanlike, 
so dressy, and yet so thoroughly ser¬ 
viceable, should ever have gone out of 
fashion, is to us a melancholy, though 
not a needed, proof of the sheer ca¬ 
price by which men’s fancies are com¬ 
monly swayed. We suspect, however, 
that if any cause more ostensible than 
mere accident can be,alleged for this 
change, it is to be ti-aced to some 
knock-kncc’d or spindle-shanked fel¬ 
low, who was ashamed to show his 
mis-shapen legs, and therefore con¬ 
cealed them in loose trousers. These 
boots, it is true, were not so well cal¬ 
culated for campaigning as the smaller 
ones which still bear the great man’s 
name; and this may have had some¬ 
thing to do with their disuse; never¬ 
theless the change is to be lamented 
-ajsthetically, for the perfect union of 
utility and onianiciit was never so 
well exemplified as in the Hessian 
boot. 

With all due respect to the dancing 
world, or to the world of dancing- 
masters, wo beg leave to anathema¬ 
tize the light shoe or pump ; it is an 
ugly, inconvenient, unsuitableT thing, 
fit for a man with a white waistcoat, 
gold chain, knee-breeches, &c., but 
not for a gentleman. The true jesthet- 
ical article is either the elastic half- 
boot of the middle ages, fitting on to 
the pantaloon, or else the thin Wel¬ 
lington boot of the present day under 
the trousers. We do not care to see 
your ribbed and open-worked silk 
stockings; such display is not for the 
sterner sex; even in his highest mo¬ 
ments of ornament, a man should al¬ 
ways bear about him a trace of the 
useful. To illustrate what we mean 
—a man is not born to be a dancing- 
> master, nor a,tavern-waiter; a gen¬ 
tleman,, more especially, is intended, 


from the moment be can run a2on% to. 
bo ready for feats, of gallantry «nd 
hardihDod. He should dr^s' accord¬ 
ingly; anj}, as a fundamental rule, 
the reason for whict^ lies (feepor than 
most people think, a gentleman should ' 
always so attired as that, if occa¬ 
sion demands, he should be able to 
mount a horse on the instant and ride 
for his life. iNow, your modern ex¬ 
quisite in pumps, or your old beau of 
the last century in high red-heeled 
shoes, could do nothing of the kind 
without much previous preparation; 
and we take it to be a sign of their 
degenerating manhood. Nine-tenths 
of the men who take pleasure in shoes 
and pumps, arc but tailors on horse¬ 
back ; and the old fox-hunter, or the 
old dragoon, (good types both in their 
way of what a man should be,) love 
their boots next to their bottle. A 
sli])per and a dressing-gown are ex¬ 
cellent companions, agree well to¬ 
gether, and never give their master a 
moment’s uneasiness ; licncc their 
value; similarly, a stout high-low 
and a good leathern legging, buttoned 
well over the anlde beneath, and the 
knee above, will carry a man through 
heather or gorsc, on foot or on horse¬ 
back, and will prove “ marvellous 
good wear;” they ought to be, as iu- 
deed they commonly are, dear friends 
to “ whoever loves his country.” 

As for the ladies, tmly we have little 
to say ; they have always done pretty 
well in the matter of their feet. For 
them shoes are indispensably neces¬ 
sary, and, indeed, highly appropriate 
and becoming—so, too, are half-boots 
—and, fixed between these limits, the 
fair sex never have gone, nor, perhaps, 
can go, far astray. The nearer they 
l^ep to the form of nature in the 
clothing of their feet the bettor—it is 
a rule as true as the day, that a woman 
can seldom, if ever, artificially improve 
her form. But there is one curious 
circumstance connected with ladies’ 
shoes, which, it appears, our fair 
countrywomen are not competent 
judges of—at least we appeal to every 
man in England not beyond his grand - 
climacteric, and with two eyes in his 
head, for the correctness of our views 
in what we are going to asserta 
lady’s shoe, worn with crossing san¬ 
dals, gently curving over the instep 
and round the, ankle, is immeasurably 
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superior to the plain, quaker-like, old- 
ju^d affair, worn with the old-ia- 
sliioned tie or button. Did women but 
know how much these slender Ifncs 
of riband add to their appearance, how 
well the contrast sets off the anatomi¬ 
cal beauties of their feet, they would 
ticver put on a shoe without such an 
appendage. In' the same way, the 
nicely fitted boot, displaying the exact 
form of the arching foot, and deli¬ 
ciously-contrasted in colohr with the 
robe or stocking, gives a prestige to 
a lady’s foot, which can 0 !ily be com¬ 
pared to the effect produced by the 
Ilcssiau boot upon their lords and 
mastera. We have nothing to Say 
against the prevailing fashion of ladies’ 
chaussures worn—even down to the 
clog and patten, every thing is elegant, 
every thing is proportlonably useful. 

One hint let us give to all. The 
secret of a well-fitting shoe, or rather 
of a good-looking shoe—and it is upon 
this principle that all French shoe- 
makci’S proceed, but all English cob¬ 
blers do not—is, that it should be much 
longer than the foot itself—at least 
an inch or an inch and a half longer. 
And for these two reasons: first, that, 
since a squat, broad, dumpy foot is 
much uglier than a long thin one, 
therefore you may always diminish 
t\\^ •appearance of breadth, by adding 
to the reality of length ; and next, 
that when the shoe is long, the toes 
have plenty of room, and commonly 
’tis here that “ the slioe pinches.” 
No one has corns on his heels or the 
sides of his feet, let his shoes or boots 
be as naiTOw as be can well bear 
them: it is upon those poor, pent up, 
imprisoned, distorted joints of the 
toes, that the rubs of the world come, 
and that the corning process gqes 
on. If you would em’o yourself, reader, 
of the most obdufate corn, or if you 
would guarantee your children from 
ever having any, let them, and do 
you yourself, wear French chaussures; 
or else have the boots, &e., made fit¬ 
ting well to the foot at" j&e side, and 
witn exactly one inch, at the least, to 
spare in length, when standing in 
them. W^l bet you a hundred to 
one on the result: and you may ask 
any cordomier in the Rue de 
HioheUea. 

EngUsb shoemakers, be it obseiwed, 
are nearly a century behind their 


Gallic brethren in the craft; they 
work more clumsily—with less art, 
less means, and less dedire to please ; 
they have no invention in the higher 
parts of their science, and they are 
abominably deJlr. We do notnriah 
to disparage any thing in our native 
country—far from it; but take the 
hint, gentle reader; whatever your 
friends may say about it, always buy 
a French shoe or boot in preference 
to an English one; if of equal quality, 
the cut of the French is sure to be 
better; if not quite so strong, yet the 
goodness of the fit makes the thing 
wear longer. Above all, whenever 
you go to Paris, lay in as largo a stock 
of these things as your purse will 
allow; they never get worse for age, 
and they ai*c cheaper and better there 
than in any other part of the world. 
'J'hc next time voii meet us in the 
Park, we’ll show yon a pair of boots 
made for us by Lcgraiid in 1841, 
which we have ridden in and walked 
in now three wintexvs; there is not a 
crack in them; they, like their master, 
have never lost their soles^ (we can’t 
say so mucli for our hearts^) they fit 
us like our own skin, and the}" cost 
less tlian a pound sterling. Dear 
old Iloby may go and hang him¬ 
self I 

From the regions of mud, dust, 
leather, and blacking, we will no^v 
rcascend to the higher localities of 
the human person, and will fasten 
ourselves round the reader’s neck. 
Do not be alarmed, wo only want to 
catch your attention ; we will not ex¬ 
tend the word to any thing else. Here, 
too, ladies arc exemplified by their 
especial privilege from our impudent 
scrutiny; their necks when unadorned 
are adorned the most; if they are 
cold, let them put on their boas, or a 
yfe/fw, or muflie up their shawls; let 
them eschew all false collars, let them 
delight in good lace, and the matter 
is settled. But for a man with a 
bad tie I we could-take him by the 
throat and throttle him 1 Here it is 
our duty freely to declare our candid 
opinion, that Beau Brummell and 
George IV. were not benefactors to 
tlie human race by introducing stiff 
cravattes and endless swathes of 
linen round the region of jugular 
veins and carotid arteries; if a man . 
wishes to be comfortaole any where, 
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it ,is, surely ui bis neck ; let old geii- 
tkmeu wUli scrofulous chins mufilo 
themselves, up to suffocation if they 
please, but why should we, who have 
nothing the matter with us, and wish 
to turn our heads ad Uhitum^ be thus 
girt about and half stifled? Our cli¬ 
mate, no doubt, requires some pro¬ 
tection for the neck, and while beards 
are not worn, a cravat of some kind 
or other may be said to bo necessary; 
but if comfort and use can be com¬ 
bined with elegance and good taste, 
and yet the old starched thing got 
rid of, so much the better. Let us 
remark, therefore, that >vc have done 
wrong in quitting the fashion of the 
seventeenth century as to cravats; 
w’c have adopted a stiff and a coiu- 
Kiou material, and wo have lost all 
opi)ortunity of enjoyment, as well 
as of ornament. If you ever indulge 
k\ ii white choker, good reader, only 
3'C‘fleet for a minu^ on what you have 
round your iieck^a yard and a half 
of stuff, the intrinsic value of which 
may be a couple of shillings, a 
pennyworth of starch, jfhs a neck as 
thick as an elephant's leg, and as stiff 
as a door-post, minus all grace, minus 
all comfort. But go and look at the 
Second Charles at Hampton Court— 
sec how the meny monarch managed 
his neck on gala-days. You will ob¬ 
serve that he had half a yard of the 
finest cambric, as soft as a zephyr, 
and as warm as swan’s-down, tied once 
round ; and ending before in long 
deep borders of the most precious 
Mechlin lacc, worth a guinea or two 
a-yard, falling gracefully on his breast, 
or placed for convenience into a fold 
of his coat. How much more sensi¬ 
ble, how much more ornamental, how 
much more noble, such a scarf or cra¬ 
vat as this, which no shopman’s boy 
could emulate, than the cheap and 
iigly thing in which many a man still 
seems to delight! How admirably 
did these bands of rich lace contrast 
with the silken coats or the polished 
cuirasses of their wearers! how truly 
aristocratic was their appearance! 
how entirely without effort, without 
pretension, and yet how very distinc¬ 
tive of the type of their wearer! But 
you will say, if we fail in the matter of 
white cravats, surely we excel in that 
of black-silk ones ^nd brocaded stocks! 
We might excel, we allow; but we do 
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not know how to wear these things. 
We ought cither to limit ourselves to 
the SDiallcst possible bow in front, or 
else we ought to let the square ends 
of the scarf^^be pendant and uncon- 
iiued. Instead of this, we either put 
on a stock with a sham tie, (now all 
sham things, of what kind soever, 
militate against good taste,) or else, 
to make the most of our scaif, we fill 
up the aperture of the waistcoat with 
an ambitions quantity of drapery, and 
we stick therein au^enornions and 
obtrusively ostentatious pin. This is 
both vulgar and foolish. If ive want 
a stock, it should hQ perfccfhf jyfain — 
a /rt 7itilit<nre ; for it is, in truth, an 
article of military attire, worn for the 
express purpose of giving stiffness and 
smoi’tness to the figure. If we want 
a scaif, do not let ns misconceive the 
nature of its form, the law of its 
curves, and litiddle it up into an un¬ 
tidy, unmeaning mass, fit for nothing 
but to serve as a field of display for 
Avliat is commonly cheap and bad 
jcwelleiy. Wc may be wrong, but 
we strongly suspect that the tic-stock 
and the large silk scarf -were brought 
into use by some dirty fellow, whose 
linens would not stand the test of pub¬ 
lic examination ; and, indeed,*whcn» 
ever wc see a man more than usually 
adorned in this way about the neck, 
wc conjecture that all is not right, 
beneath. A small black or judiciously 
coloured cravat, with a very small 
bow, and just sufficient stiffness to 
give dignity to the head—this should 
be the morning wear of the real gen¬ 
tleman ; in the evening, let him put 
on the finest fabric of the fiax-loom, 
and the most expensive lace he can 
afford to purchase—they will be vciy 
becoming, and will be duly appre¬ 
ciated by the ladies, who know the 
cost of such things; all silks and 
stocks let him leave to mcn-millincrs. 

■VVbich side are wc to take ill the 
collar question—ups, or downs, or 
none at all ? Wc confess ourselves to 
be practically in a dilemma; although, 
sestheti'cally speaking—and, indeed, 
from motives of comfort—we have no 
hesitation in saying, turn down your 
collars; they never were meant to be 
turned up. But it is now become bo 
much of a French and English affair, 
that we shall be suspected of want of 
patriotism if we do not say, keep up 
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your collars, and uphold the national 
dignity ! As for the no-colto view of 
the subject, much may be said for and 
against it: it depends a good deal on 
your complexion, reader, and also on 
the colour of yourTravat. df you have 
got on your cambric and yom* lace, 
you need no further contrast for your 
physiognomical tint; but if you are 
wearing a black kercliief, and yon are 
of a bdious brown and yellow hue, 
pray let us see half an inch, at least, 
of white beneath the lower jawbone. 
This point of contrast is the real reason 
why the collar should, as a matter of 
taste, be allowed to lie down on the 
cravat. It produces greater effect 
—it looks cleaner—it is certainly more 
comfortable. If the majority of free¬ 
born Englishmen shall ever so far 
sui'monnt their prejudices as to take a 
hint from France, (for ’tis an invention 
of la jeune France^') wo Avill walk 
over from our side of the house, and, 
in face of the nation and our constitu¬ 
ents, will join them. 

Collars arc connected with wrist¬ 
bands just as the two ends of the 
electric telegraph are by the commu¬ 
nicating wires, and the satisfactory 
intelligence disclosed by the one, tliat. 
the wearer is a good friend to his 
laundress, is, or should be, simulta¬ 
neously repeated by the other. Be¬ 
lieve us, reader, there is no more dis¬ 
tinctive mark of a correct man than a 
snowy-white wristband, alwat/s to be 
visible. Here again we must esta¬ 
blish another a?sthetical rule of pro¬ 
portion, vi;!. collars are to wristbands 
as laced cravats are to ruffles ; and 
therefore, if you decide upon taking 
our advice and indulging in Brussels 
lace while you sip your claret, you 
must also buy lace enough to adorn 
your wrists, and you will not repent 
of the expense or the effect. It is, in 
truth, a pretty and a graceful fashion, 
which, for evening di-ess, should en¬ 
tirely be re-introduced, and we anti¬ 
cipate that the ladies wonld be unani¬ 
mous in their approbation. 

A few more words on odds and 
ends of dress, and we have done with 
civil costume. Always keep yourself 
well si^plifid with gloves; wear them 
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neither of a blue, ijor yet of a green,, 
nor even of a red colour : any other 
kind of tint you may, under various 
circumstances, indulge in. Always- 
\ise white, and the finest cambric, 
pocket-handkerchiefs: you can thus- 
neither take snuff, nor avoid using a 
considerable number; do not regret 
the expense—the ladies will reward 
you with their approbation, and you 
cannot be mistaken for an American.- 
Whether you be male or female, gen¬ 
tle reader, do not wear much jeweScry 
—beware of being taken for one of the 
swell-mob and the doubtfuls; but if 
you are a lady, and wish for jewellery 
in the evening, choose between pearls 
and diamonds ; better have a few of 
these, and good, than whole caskets 
of topazes and amethysts. If you are 
a gentleman, wear only two rings— 
one for your lady-love, the other for 
your armorial bearings—if you have 
a gold chain to your watch, keep it, 
bnt the less you show of it the better. 
Avoid a foolish custom now springing 
up, of fastening the coat with a couple 
of supplementary buttons, attached by 
a metallic link. This is the trick of 
some scoundrel tailor, who sent homo 
a coat too small for the wearer, and 
thus persuaded him (he must have 
been an ass) to tie two buttons toge¬ 
ther, and so make both ends meet. 
It will do very well for a commercial 
gent, but not for a gentleman. Wc 
need hardly say, be not fine on a Sun¬ 
day : dress plainer then than usual, if 
you would maintain your dignity ; and 
be not ashamed of an old coat—only 
let it be clean, portez-le bten^ soyez 
bien chausse^ bien gante^ hien coiffe^ 
ct VOU8 n'aurez jatnais Vair (Vun bour¬ 
geois. Above all things, whether you 
be man, woman, or child, remember, 
that the more yon approximate to 
uniformity of colour for the whole of 
your dress, the better. Whether you 
prefer white to black, blue to green, 
or brown to red, no matter. Stick to 
the law of msthetic unity—retain na¬ 
tural and undisguised contour, breadth 
and mellownesB of colour, ease and 
dignity of movement, and you will 
approximate to perfection* 
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SUSFIBIA DE PROFUNDIS ; BEING A SEQUEL TO THE CONFESSIONS OF AN 

ENGLISH OriUM-EATEll. 

Part L Corcludeb. 

The PALIMi»SE£iT. 


You know perhaps, masculine 
reader, better tlian I can tell you, 
what is a Palimpsest Possibly you 
have one in your own library, But 
yet, for the sake of others who may 
7iot know, or may have forgotten, 
suffer me to explain it here : lest any 
female reader, who honours these pa¬ 
pers with her notice, should tax me 
with explaining it once too seldom; 
which would be worse to bear than a 
simultaneous complaint from tweh^o 
proud men, that 1 had exjjlaincd it 
tliree times too often. You therefore, 
fah' reader, understand that for 7/our 
accommodation exclusively, 1 explain 
the meaning of this word. It is (4reek; 
and our sex enjoys the office and pri¬ 
vilege of standing counsel to yours, in 
all questions of Greek. We iU'o, under 
favour, perpetual and hci*editary 
drngomans to you. So that if, by acci¬ 
dent, you know the meaning of a 
Greek word, yet by courtesy to us, 
your counsel learned in that matter, 
you will always seem 7iot to know 
It. 

A palimpsest, then, is a membrane 
or roll cleansed of its Jiianuscript by 
reiterated successions. 

What was the reason that the Greeks 
and the ilomans had not the advan¬ 
tage of - jwinted books ? The answer 
will bo, from uiuety-nine persons in a 
hundred—Because the mystery of 
printing was not then discovered. 
But this is altogether a mistake. The 
secret of printing must have been dis¬ 
covered many thousands of times 
before it was used, or couM be used. 
The inventive powers of man arc di¬ 
vine ; and also his stupidity is divine 
—as Cowper so playfully illustrates 
in the slow development of the sojii- 
through successive generations of im¬ 
mortal dulness. It took centuries of 
blockheads to raise a Joint stool into 
a chair; and it required something 
like a miracle of genius, in the 
estimate of elder generations, to 
reveal the possmility of lengthening 


a chair into a chaise-longue^ or 
a sofa. Yes, these were iuventions 
that cost mighty throes of intellectual 
power. Ihit still, as respects print¬ 
ing, and admirable as is the stii])idity 
of man, it was feally not quite cqu^ 
to th<i task of evading an object which 
stared him in the face with so broad 
a gaze. It did not require an Athe¬ 
nian intellect to read the mam secret 
of printing in many scores of pro¬ 
cesses which the ordinaiy uses of life 
were dailg repeating. To say iiotliing 
of analogous artifices amongst various 
mechanic artisans, all that is essential 
in printing must have been known to 
every nation that struck coins and 
medals. Not, therefore, any want of 
a printing art—that is, of an art 
for multiplying impressions—^but the 
want of a cheap material for receiving 
such impressions, was the obstacle to 
an introduction of printed books even 
as early as Pisistratus. The ancients 
did apply printing to records of silver 
and gold; to marble and many other 
substances cheaper than gold and sil¬ 
ver, they did since each monu¬ 
ment required a separate effort of iii- 
scrijUion. Simply this defect it was 
of a cheap material for receiving im¬ 
presses, which froze iii its very foun¬ 
tains the early resources of printing. 

Some twenty years ago, this view 
of tlie case was luminously cxjmunded 
by Br Whatcly, the present arch¬ 
bishop of Bublin, and with the merit, 

I believe, of having first suggested it. 
Since then, this theory has received 
indirect confirmation. Now, out of 
that original scaj'city affecting all 
materials proper for durable books, 
which continued up to times com¬ 
paratively modern, grew the opening, 
for palimpsests. Naturally, whea 
once a roll of parchment or of velluin. 
liad done its office, by propagating, 
through a scries of generations what 
once had possessed an interest for 
them^ but which, under changes of 
opinion or of t^te, had faded to their 
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feelings or had become obsolete for 
their understandings, the whole mem- 
hrana or vellum skin, the twofold pro¬ 
duct of human skill, costly material, 
and costly freight of thought, which 
it carried, drooped in value concur¬ 
rently— sup^iosing that each were 
inalienably associated to the other. 
Once it had been the impress of a 
human mind which stamped its value 
upon the vellum; the vellum, though 
costly, had contributed but a second¬ 
ary element of value to the total re¬ 
sult. At length, however, this rela¬ 
tion between the vehicle and its freight 
has gradually been undennined. The 
vellum, from having been the setting 
of the jewel, has risen at length to be 
the jewel itself; and the burden of 
thought, from having given the chief 
value to the vellum, has now become 
the chief obstacle to its value; nay, 
has totally extinguished its value, 
unless it can bo dissociated from the 
connexion. Yet, if this unlinking can 
be effected, then—fast as the inscrip¬ 
tion upon the membrane is sinking into 
rubbish—the membrane itself is re- 
^•iving in its separate importance ; 
and, from bearing a ministerial value, 
the vellum has come at last to absorb 
the whole value. 

Hence the importance for our ances¬ 
tors that the separation should be ef¬ 
fected. Hcuce it arose in the middle 
ages, as a considerable object for 
oliemisti’y, to discharge the writing 
from the roll, and thus to make it 
available for a new succession of 
tljouglits. The soil, if cleansed from 
what once had been hot-housc plants, 
but now were held to be weeds, would 
be ready to receive a fresh and more 
appropriate crop. In that object the 
monkisli chemists succeeded; but after 
a fashion which seems almost incre¬ 
dible; incredible not as regards the 
extent of their success, but as regards 
the delicacy of restraints under which 
it moved; so equally adjusted was 
their success to the immediate inte¬ 
rests of that period, and to the rever¬ 
sionary interests of our own. They 
did the thing; but not so radically as 
to prevent us, their posterity, from 
tindoiug it. They expelled the writing 
sufficiently to leave a field for the new 
manuscript, and yet not sufficiently to 
make the traces of the elder manu¬ 
script irrecoverable for us. Could ma¬ 


gic, could Hermes Trismegistus, have 
done more ? What would you think, 
fair reader, of a problem such as this— 
to write a book which should be sense 
for your own generation, nonsense 
for the next, should revive into sense 
for the next after that, but again be¬ 
came nonsense for the fourth; and 
so on by alternate successions, sink¬ 
ing into night or blazing into day, 
like the Sicilian river Arethusa, and 
the English river ilole—or like the 
undulating motions of a flattened 
stone which children cause to skim 
the breast of a river, now diving be¬ 
low the water, now grazing its surface, 
sinking heavily into darkness, rising 
buoyantly into light, through a long 
vista of alteniations? Such a pro¬ 
blem, you say, is impossible. -But 
really it is a problem not harder ap¬ 
parently than—to bid a generation 
kill, but so that a subsequent genera¬ 
tion may call back into life; bury, 
but so that posterity may command 
to rise again. Yet that was what the 
rude chemistry of past ages effected 
when coming into combination with 
the reaction from the more refined 
chemistry of our own. Had they been 
better chemists, had we been worse— 
the mixed result, viz. that, dying for 
them^ the flower should revive for 
could not have been effected: They 
did the thing proposed to them: they 
did it effectually; for they founded 
upon it all that was wanted; and yet 
ineffectually, since we unravelled their 
work; effacing all above which they 
had suj)erscribed; restoring all belou^ 
which they had effaced. 

Here, for instance, is a j)archment 
which contained some Grecian trage¬ 
dy, the Agamemnon of jEschyhis, or 
the Phoenissn! of Euripides. This 
had possessed a value almost Inap¬ 
preciable in the eyes of accomplished 
scholars, continually growing rarer 
through generations. But four cen¬ 
turies are gone by since the destruc¬ 
tion of the Westem Empire. Chris¬ 
tianity, with towering grandeurs of 
another class, has founded a different 
empire; *and some bigoted yet perhaps 
holy monk has washed away (as he 
persuades himself) the heathen's tra¬ 
gedy, replacing it with a monastic 
legend; which legend is disfigured 
with fables in its intjidents, and yet, 
in a higher sense, is tine, because in- 
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Icmoven with Christian morals and 
with the suhlimest of Christian reve¬ 
lations. Three, four, five, centuries 
more find man still devout as ever; 
but the language has become obsolete, 
and even for Christian devotion a new 
erahas arisen,throwing it into the clian- 
uel of crusading zeal or of chivalrous 
entlmsiasm. The membrana is wanted 
now for a knightly roir ance—for “ my 
Cid,” or Cociir de Lion; for Sir Tris- 
trem, or Lybteus Disconus. In this 
'vay, by means of the imperfect che¬ 
mistry known to the mediuival period, 
the same roll has served as a conser¬ 
vatory for three separate generations 
of flowers and fruits, all pcifectly dif¬ 
ferent, and yet all specially adapted 
to the wants of the successive posses¬ 
sors. The Greek traged}^ the monk¬ 
ish legend, the knightly romance, each 
has ruled its own j)criod. One har¬ 
vest after aiiotlier has been gathered 
into the gamers of man through ages 
far apart. And the same hydraulic 
machinery has distributed, through 
the same marble fountains, -water, 
milk, or wine, according to the habits 
and training of the generations that 
came to quench their thirst. 

Such were the achievements of rude 
monastic chemistry. But the more 
elaborate chemistry of our own days 
lias reversed all these motions of our 
simple ancestors, with results in every 
stage that to them would liave realized 
thcmostfantasticamongstthcpromiscs 
of tliaumaturgy. Insolent vaunt of 
Baracclsus, that he would restore 
the original rose or violet out of the 
aslies settling from its combustion— 
that is now rivalled in this modem 
achievement. The traces of each suc¬ 
cessive handwriting, regularly effaced, 
as had been imagined, have, in the 
inverse order, been regularly called 
back: the footsteps of the game pur¬ 
sued, wolf or stag, in each several 
chase, have been unlinked, and hunted 
back through all their doubles ; and, 
as the chorus of the Athenian stage 
unwove through the antistrophe every 


step that had been mystically woven 
through the strophe, so, by our mo¬ 
dern conjurations of science, secrets 
of ages remote from each other have 
been exorcised* from the accumulated 
shadows of centuries, ('heraistry, a 
witch as potent as the Erictho of Lu¬ 
can, {Pharsalia^ lib. vi. or vii.,) has 
extorted by her torments, from the 
dust and ashes of forgotten centuries, 
the secrets of a life extinct for the 
general eye, but still glowing in the 
embers. Even the fable of the Phoe¬ 
nix—til at secular bird, who propa gated 
his solitary existence, and his solitary 
births, along the line of centuries, 
through eternal relays of funeral mists 
—is but a type of what we have done 
withPalimpsests. 'VVehave barked up¬ 
on each PIia*nix in the long regressus^ 
and forced liim to expose his ancestral 
Phoenix, sleeping in the ashes below 
his own asluis. Our good old fore¬ 
fathers would have been aghast at our 
sorceries; and, if they siicc'ulatcd on 
the propriety of burning Dr Faustus, 
us they would have burned by accla¬ 
mation. Trial there -would have been 
none; and they could no otherwise 
have satisfied their horror of the bra¬ 
zen profligacy marking our modern 
magic, than by ploughing up '■the 
houses of all who had been ]iarties to 
it, and sowing the ground with salt. 

Fancy not, reader, that this tumult 
of images, illustrative or allusive, 
moves under any impulse or pur¬ 
pose of mirth. It is but the corus¬ 
cation of a restless understanding, 
often made ten times more so by 
irritation of the nerves, such as you 
will first learn to comprehend (its /iovj 
and its whg) some stage or two ahead. 
The image, the memorial, tlie record, 
wjiich for me is derived from a pa¬ 
limpsest, as to one great fact in our 
human being, and which immediately 
I will show you, is but too repellent of 
laughter; or, even if laughter had beeir 
possible, it would have been such 
laughter as oftentimes is thrown off 
from the fields of ocean f—laughter 


* Some readers may bo apt to suppose, from all English experience, that 
the word eoeorcise means properly banishment to the shades. Not so. Citation 
from the shades, or sometimes the torturing coercion of mystic adjurations, is 
more truly the primary sense. 

t “ Laughter^rom the fields of ocean.”—Many readers will recall, though at 
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that hides, or that seems to evade 
mustering tumult; foam-bells that 
weave garlands of phospliorit radi¬ 
ance for one moment round the eddies 
of gleaming abysses; mimicries of 
earth-bom flowers that for the e 3 'e 
raise phantoms of gaiety, as often¬ 
times for the ear they raise echoes of 
■fugitive laughter, mixing with the 
ravings and choir-voices of an angiy 
sea. 

What else than a natural and mighty 
palimpsest is the human brain? Such 
a palimpsest is my brain; such a 
palimpsest, O reader I is yours. 
Everlasting layers of ideas, images, 
feelings, have fallen upon your 
brain softly as light. Each suc¬ 
cession has seemed to bury all that 
went before. And yet in reality 
not one has been extinguished. And 
if, in the vellum palimpsest, lying 
amongst the other diplojuata of human 
archives or libraries, there is any 
thing fantastic or which moves to 
laughter, as oftentimes there is in the 
grotesque collisions of those succes¬ 
sive themes, having no natural con¬ 
nexion, which by pure accident have 
consecutively occupied the roll, yet, 
in our own heaven-created palimp¬ 
sest, the deep memorial palimpsest of 
the brain, there are not and cannot be 
such incoherencies. The fleeting ac¬ 
cidents of a man’s life, and its exter¬ 
nal shows, may indeed bo irrclatc and 
incongruous; but the organizing prin¬ 
ciples which fuse into harmony, and 
gather about fixedjredetermined cen¬ 
tres, whatever heterogeneous elements 
life may liave accumulated from with¬ 
out, will not permit the grandeur of 
human unity greatly to be violated, 
nr its ultimate repose to be troubled 
in the retrospect from dying moments, 
or from other great convulsions. 

Such a convulsion is the struggle of 
.gradual suifocatlon, as in drowning; 
and, in the onginal Opium Confes¬ 
sions, I mentioned a case of that 
nature commiu^cated to me by a lady 


from her owm childish experience. 
The lady is still living, though now 
of unusually great age; and 1 may 
mention—that amongst lier faults 
never was numbered any levity of 
principle, or carelessness of tlio most 
scrupulous veracity; but, on the con¬ 
trary, such faults as arise from aiistc- 
Tit}% too harsh perhaps, and gloomy 
—indulgent neither to others nor her¬ 
self, And, at the time of relating this 
incident, when already very old, she 
had become religions to asceticism. 
Accordingto my present belief, she had 
completed her ninth year, when play¬ 
ing by the side of a solitary brook, she 
fell into one of its deepest pools. 
Eventually, but after what lapse of 
time nobody ever knew, she was saved 
from death by a fanijer, who, riding 
in some distant lane, had seen her rise 
to the surface; but not until she had 
descended within the abyss of death, 
and looked into its secrets, as far, per¬ 
haps, as ever human eye can have 
looked that had permission to return. 
At a certain stage of this descent, a 
blowsecmcdto strike her—phosphoric 
radiance sprang fortli from her cjx- 
balls; and immediately a mighty 
theatre expanded within her brain. 
In a moment, in the twinkling of an 
eye, every act—every design of her past 
life lived again—arraying themselves 
not as a succession, but as parts of a 
coexistence. Such a light fell upon the 
whole path of her life backwards into 
^ the shades of infanej’', as the light per¬ 
haps which wrapt the destined apostle 
on his road to Damascus. Yet that 
light blinded for a season; but hers 
poured celestial vision upon the brain, 
so that her consciousness became om- 
nipreaent at one moment to every 
feature in the infinite review\ 

This anecdote was treated scepti¬ 
cally at the time by some critics. 
But besides that it has since been 
-confirmed by other experiences essen¬ 
tially the same, reported by other par¬ 
ties in the same circumstances who 


the moment of wrifing my own thoughts did not recall the well-known passage in 
the Promethaus-T-. 

■ . TS 

'' Oh mtilfitudinous laughter of the ocean billows! ” It is not clear whether 
contemplated the laughter as ad^ssing the ear or th| eye. 
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Lad never heard.of each other; the 
true point for astonislimoiit is not 
the simultaneity of arrangement under 
■which the past events of life—though 
in fact successive—had formed their 
dread line of revelation. This was but 
a secondary phenomenon; the deeper 
lay in the resun*ection itself, and the 
possibility of resurrection, for what 
had so long slept in the dust. A pall, 
deep as oblivion, had been thrown by 
life over every trace of these expe¬ 
riences ; and yet suddenly, at a silent 
command, at the signal of a blazing 
rocket sent up from the brain, the pall 
draws up, andthc whole depths of the 
theatre are exposed. Here was the 
greater mystery; now this mystery is 
liable to no doubt; for it is repeated, 
and ten thousand times repeated by 
opium, for those who are its martyrs. 

Yes, reader, countless are the mys¬ 
terious liandwritiiigs of grief or joy 
which have inscribed themselves suc¬ 
cessively upon the palimpsest of your 
brain ; and, like the annual leaves of 
aboriginal forests, or the uiidissolving 
snows oil the Himalaya, or light falling 
upon light, the endless strata have 
covered up each other in forgetfulness. 
But by the hour of death, but by fever, 
but by the searchings of opium, all 
these can revive in strengtli. They 
xire not dead, but sleeping. In the 
illustration imagined by myself, from 
the case of some individual palimp¬ 


sest, the Grecian tragedy had seemed 
to be displaced, but was not displaced, 
by tlie monkisli legend; and the 
monkish legend had seemed to be 
displaced, but was not displaced, by 
the knightly romance. In some po¬ 
tent convulsion of the system, all 
wheels back into its earliest elemen¬ 
tary stage. The bewildeiing romance, 
light tarnished with darkness, the 
scmi-fabulous legend, truth celestial 
mixed with human falsehoods, these 
fade even of themselves as life ad¬ 
vances. The romance has perished 
that the young man adored. The 
legend has gone that deluded the boy. 
But the deep deep tragedies otinfancy, 
as Avhen the child’s hands were unlink¬ 
ed for ever from his mother’s neck, or 
his lips for ever from his sister’s kisses, 
those remain lurking below all, and 
these lurk to the last. Alchemy there 
is none of ppssion or disease that can 
scorch away these immortal impresses. 
And the dream which closed the pre¬ 
ceding section, together with the suc¬ 
ceeding dreams of this, (which may 
be viewed as in the nature of choruses 
winding up the overture contained in 
Pa^t I.j) are but illustrations of this 
truth, such as every man probably 
will meet experimentally who passes 
through similar convulsions of dream¬ 
ing or delirium from any similar or 
equal disturbance in his nature.* 


Lsvana and oun Ladies of Sorrow. 


Oftentimes at Oxford I saw Levan a 
in my dreams. I knew her by ber 
Koman symbols. Who is Levana? 
Reader, that do not pretend to have 
leisure for very much scholarship, you 
will not be angry with me for telling 
you. Levana was the Roman god¬ 
dess that performed for the new-born 
Infant the earliest office of ennobling 
liindncss— typical, by its mode, of that 


grandeur which belongs to man every 
where, and of that benignity in powers 
invisible, which even in Pagan worlds 
sometimes descends to sustain it. At 
the very moment of birth, just as tho 
Infant tasted for the first time tho 
atmosphere of our troubled planet, it 
was laid on the ground. That might 
bear dilTcrent interpretations. But 
immediately, lest so grand a creaturo- 


* This, it may bo said, requires a corresponding duration of experience; but, 
as an argument for this myeterious power lurking in our nature, I may remind 
iLe reader of one phenomenon open to the notice of every body, viz. the tendency 
of very aged persons to throw back and concentrate the light of their memory 
upon scenes of early childhood, as to which they recall many traoes that had faded 
oven to tJiemselves in middle lifei whilst they often forget altogether the whole in- 
termeffiate stages of their experience. This shows that naturally, and without 
violent agencies, the human brain is by tendency a palimpsest. 
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fehonW grovel thereforniOre than one 
instant, either the patenial hand, as 
prox}^ for the goddess Levana, or some 
near kinsman, as proxy for the father, 
raised it upright, bade it look erect 
as the king of all this ivorld, and 
presented its forehead to the stars, 
^^aying, jjcrhaps, in his heart—“ Be¬ 
hold wiiat is greater than yourselves i ” 
This symbolic act represented the 
function of Levana. And that mys¬ 
terious lady, who never revealed her 
faccj (except to me in dreams,) but 
always acted by delegation, had her. 
name from the l^atin verb (as still it is 
the Italian verb) ferare, to raise aloft. 

This js the explanation of Levana. 
And hence it has arisen that some 
people have understood by Levana 
the tutelary power that controls the 
education of the nursery. She, that 
would not suffer at his birth even a 
prefigurative or mimic dcgi'adation 
for her awful ward, far Jess could be 
supposed to suffer the real degrada¬ 
tion attaching to the non-development 
of his powers. She therefore watches 
over human education. Now,theword 
rdUco, with the penultimate short, 


If, then, tfie^.arc tJie ministiies by 
which Levana woilcs, bow ])rofoundly 
must she reverence the agencies of 
gi'ief! But you, reader! think— 
that rhildrcii generally arc not liable 
to grief such as mine. There are two 
senses in the wordi/c«cra%—the senSb 
of Euclid where it means universally^ 
(or in the whole extent of the genus^) 
and a foolish sense of tin’s world where 
it means usually, Now I am far from 
saying that children universally arc 
capable of grief like mine. But there 
arc more than you ever heard of, who 
die of grief in this island of ours. I 
will tel! you a common case. The 
rules of Eton require that a boy on 
the foundation should be there twelve 
years: he is suj)erannuated at eigh ■ 
teen, consequently he must come at 
six. Children torn away fiom mo¬ 
thers and sisters at that age not mi- 
fi-cqueiitly die. I speak of what J 
know. The complaint is not entered 
by the registrar as grief; but that it 
is. Grief of that sort, and at that 
age, has killed more lliaii ever have 
been counted amongst its niartyis. 

Therefore it is that Levana oftbn 


was derived (by a process often ex¬ 
emplified in the crystallization of 
languages) from the w'ord ediico^ with 
the pcnultiinato long. "Whatsoever 
educes or developes— educates. By 
tlie education of Ijcvana, therefore, is 
meant—not the poor maclunciy that 
moves by spelling-books and gram¬ 
mars, but that mighty system of cen¬ 
tral forces hidden in the deep bosom 
of human life, which by passion, by 
strife, by temptation, by the energies of 
resistance, worksfor evcnipon children 
—resting not day or night, any more 
than the mighty wheel of day and 
night themselves, whoso moments, 
like restless spokes, are glimmering* 
for ever as they revolve. 


communes with the pow ers that shake 
man^s heart: therefore it ivS that she 
doats upon grief. “ These ladies,” 
said I softly to myself, on seeing 
the ministers with whom Levana 
was conversing, “ these are ilic Sor¬ 
row's ; and they are three in number, 
as the Graces arc three, who dress 
man’s life with beauty; the Parcce 
arc three, who weave the dark arras 
of man’s life in their mysterious loom 
ahvays wdth colours sad in part, some¬ 
times angry with tragic crimson and 
black; the Fuiies are three, who visit 
with retributions called from the other 
side of the grave offences that walk 
upon this; and once even the Muses 
w ere but three, who fit the harp, the 


* Glimmering'' —As I have never allowed myself to covet any man’s ox nor his 
iibS, noV any thing that is his, still less would it become a philosopher to covet other 
people’s images, or metaphors. Here, therefore, I restore to Mr Wordsworth this 
line image of the revolving wheel, and the glimmering spokes, as applied by him 
to the flying successions of day and night. 1 borrowed it for one moment in order 
to point my ow n sentence; w hich being done, the reader is witness that I now pay 
it back instantly by a note made for that sole purpose. On the same principle I 
often borrow their seals from young ladies—when closing my letters. Because 
there is sore to be some tender sentiment upon them about memory,” or hope,” 
or rose^** or “ reunion: ” and my correspondent must be a sad brute who is not 
touched by the eloquence of the seal, even if his taste is so bad that he remains 
deaf to niM. ' 
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trumpet, or the lute, to the great Wliat.isk the sisters are? 'What 
burdens of man’s impassioned crea- is it that they Jo ? Let mo describe 
tions. These are the Sorrows, all three their form, and thc/r presence; iffonn 


of whom I know.” The last words 
I say flow; but in Oxford I said— 
“ one of whom I know, and the others 
too surely I s/mli know.” For already, 
in my fervent youth, ! saw (dimly 
relieved upon the dark background of 
my dreams) the imperfect linoamcnts 
of the awful sisters. These sisters— 
by what name shall wc call them ? 

If I say simply—“ The Sorrows,” 
there will be a chance of mistaking 
the term; it might be understood of 
individual son*ow—separate cases of 
soiTOW, —whereas I want a tenn ex¬ 
pressing the miglity abstractions that 
incarnate themselves in all individual 
sufferings of man’s heart; and I wish 
to have these abstractions presented 
as impersonations, that is, as clothed 
with human attributes of life, and with 
functions pointing to flesh. Lot us 
call tliem, therefore, Ovr Ladies ofSor- 
row, I know them thoroughly, and 
have walked in all their kingdoms. 
'I'lirecsisters they arc, ofonemyfitcrious 
household ; and their paths are avuIc 
apart; but of their dominion there is no 
end. Them I saw often conveising 
with Levana, and sometimes about 
myself. Do they talk, then V Oh, no! 
flighty phantoms like these disdaiuthe 
infirmities of language. U'hey may 
utter voices through the organs of man 
when tlioy dwell in human hearts, but 
amongst themselves is no voice nor 
sound—eternal silence reigns in their 
kingdoms. They spoke not as they 
t alkcd with Levana. Thaj whispered 
not. TAcysangnot. Though oftentimes 
methouglit they might have sung; for 
1 upon earth had heard their myste¬ 
ries oftentimes deciphered by hariJ 
and timbrel, by dulcimer and organ. 
Like God, whose servants they are, 
they utter them pleasure, not by sounds 
that perish, or by words that go astray, 
but by signs in heaven—by changes 
on earth—by pulses in secret rivers— 
heraldries painted on darkness—and 
hieroglyphics written on tlie tablets 
of the brain. They wheeled in mazes; 
I spelled the steps. They telegraphed 
from afar; I read the signals. They 
conspired together; and on the mirrors 
of darkness my eye traced the plots. 
T’heirs were the symbols,—mine ai*e 
the words. ^ 


it were that still fluctuated in its out¬ 
line ; or presence it were that for ever 
advanced to the front, or for ever 
receded amongst shades. 

Tltc eldest of the three is named 
Mater Lachrymarum,^ Our Lady of 
Tears. Sheitisthatnightanddayraves 
and moans, calling for vanished facet* 
She stood hi Hama, when a voice was 
heard of lamentation—Hachcl weep- 
• ing for lier children, and refusing to 
be comforted. JSho it was that stood 
in Bethlehem on tlic night when 
Herod’s sword swept its nurseries of 
Innocents, and the little feet wci'c 
stiffened for ever, which, heard at 
times as they tottered along floors 
overhead, woke 2 )ulses of love in house¬ 
hold hcai’ts that were not unmarked 
in heaven. 

Her eyes sweet and subtle, wild 
and sleepy by turns; oftentimes rising 
to the clouds; oftentimes challenging 
theheaveus.- Shcwcarsadiademi-ouud 
lier head. And I knew by childish me¬ 
mories that she could go abroad upon 
the winds, when she licard the sobbing 
of litanies or the thuiidering of organs, 
and when slie beheld the muslei iiig of 
summer clouds. This sister, the elder, 
it is that carries keys more than 
rai)al at her girdle, which open eveiy 
cottagci and every palace. She, to 
my knowledge, sate all last summer 
b}" the bedside of the blind beggar, 
him that so often and so gladly I 
talked with, whose pious daughter, 
eight years old, witli the sunny counte¬ 
nance, resisted the temi)tations of play 
and village mirth to travel all day 
long on dusty roads with Iu.t afflicted 
father. For this did God send her a 
great reward. In the si)ring-timc of 
the year,’ and whilst yet her own 
spring was budding, he recalled her to 
himself. But her bliild father mourns 
for ever over still he dreams at 
midnight that the little guiding hand 
is locked within his own; and still he 
wakens to a darkness that is now 
within a second and a deeper dark¬ 
ness. This Mater Lachrymarum also 
has been sitting all this winter of 
1844-5 within the bedchamber of the 
Czar, bringing before his eyes a 
daughter (not less pious) that vanished 
to God not less suddenly, .and left 
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behind her n darkness not lose pi-o- 
found. By the powor of her keys it is 
that Our Lady of Tears glides a 
ghostly intruder hjto the chambers of 
sleepless men, sleepless women, sleep¬ 
less children, from Ganges to the Nile, 
from Nile to Mississippi. And hor, 
because she is the first-born of her 
house, and has the widest empire, let 
ng honour with the title of Ma¬ 
donna.” 

The second sister is called Matar 
Su^irionun, Our Lady of Sighs. She 
never scales the clouds, nor walks 
abroad upon the winds. She wears 
no diadem. And her eyes, if they 
wore ever seen, would be neither 
sweet nor subtle ; no man could read 
tbeir story; they would be found 
filled with perishing dreams, and with 
wrecks of forgotten delirium. But 
she raises not her eyes; her head, 
on which sits a dilapiijated turban, 
droops for ever; for ever fastens on 
the dust. She weeps not. She groans 
not. But she sighs inaudibly at in¬ 
tervals. Her sister, Madonna, is 
oftentimes stonny and frantic ; raging 
in the highest against lioavcii; and 
demanding back her darlings. But 
Our Lady of Sighs never clamours, 
never defies, dreams not of rebellious 
aspirations. She is humble to abject¬ 
ness. Hers is the meekness that be¬ 
longs to the hopeless. Mui'mur she 
may, but it is in her sleep. Whisper 
;fithe may, but it is to herself in tlie twi¬ 
light. Mutter she does at times, but 
it is in solitary places that are deso¬ 
late as she is desolate, in ruined cities, 
and when the sun has gone down to 
his rest. This sister is the visitor of 
the Pariah, of the Jew, of the bonds¬ 
man to the oar in Mediterranean 
galleys, of the English criminal in 
Norfolk island, blotted out from the 
books of remembrance in sVeet far-off 
England, of the baffled penitent re¬ 
verting his eye for ever upon a soli¬ 
tary grave, which to him seems the 
altar overthi’own of some past and 
bloody sacrifice, on which altar no 
oblations can now bo availing, whe- 


[June, 

ther towards pardon that he might 
implore, or towards reparation that 
he naight attempt. Every slave 
that at noonday looks up to the 
tropical sun with timid reproach, 
as he points with one hand to the 
earth,' our general mother, but for 
Mm a stepmother, as he points with 
the other hand to the Bible, our gene¬ 
ral teacher, but against Mm sealed and 
sequestered ;*—eveiy woman sitting 
in darkness, without love to shelter 
her head, or hope to illumine her soli¬ 
tude, because tlie heaven-born in¬ 
stincts kiudling in her nature germs 
of holy affections, which God implant¬ 
ed in her womanly bosom, having 
been stifled by social necessities, now 
burn sullenly to waste, like sepulchral 
lamps amongst tlie ancients;—every 
nun defrauded of her unreturning 
May-time by wicked kinsmen, whom 
God will Judge ;—every captive in 
every dungeon;—all that are betray¬ 
ed, and all that are rejected ; outcasts 
by traditionary law, and cbildrcu of 
hereditary disgrace—all these walk 
with “ Our Lady of Sighs.” She 
also caiTies a key; but she needs it 
little. For her kingdom is chiefly 
amongst the tents of Shorn, and the 
houseless vagrant of every clime. Yet 
in the very higlicst ranks of man she 
finds chapels of her own; and even 
in glorious England there are some 
that, to the world, carry their heads 
as proudly as the reindeer, who yet 
secretly have- received her mark upon 
their foreheads. 

But the third sister, who is also 

the youngest-! Hush ! whisper, 

whilst we talk of her! Her kingdom 
is not large, or else no flesh should 
live; but within that kingdom all 
power is hers. Her head, tin reted 
like tliat of Cybcle, rises almost be¬ 
yond the reach of sight. She droops 
not; and her eyes rising so high, 
might be hidden by distance. But, 
being what they are, they cannot bo 
hidden; through the treble veil of 
crape which she wears, the fierce light 
of a blazing misery, that rests not for 
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* This, ike reader will be aware, applies chiefly to l^e cotton and tobacco 
States of North America; but not to them only: on which account I have not 
scvciplcd figure the sun, which looks down upon slavery, as tropical —no matter 
if stneily within the tropics^ or simply so near to them as to moduce a similar 
•oUmate. ^ 
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matins or for vespers—for noon of 
<lay or noon of night—for ebbing or 
for flowing tide—may be read from 
the vciy ground. She is the defier of 
God. She also is the mother of luna¬ 
cies, and the suggestrcss of suicides. 
Deep lie the roots of her power; but 
narrow is the nation that she rules. 
For she can approach only those in 
whom a profound nature has been 
upheaved by central convulsions; in 
whom the heart trembles and the 
brain rocks under conspiracies of tem¬ 
pest from without and tempest from 
within. Madonna moves with un¬ 
certain steps, fast or slow, but still 
with tragic grace. Our Lady of Sighs 
creeps timidly and stealthily. But 
this youngest sister moves with incal¬ 
culable motions, bounding, and with 
a tiger’s leaps. She cames no key; 
for, though coming rarely amongst 
men, she stems all doors at whicli 
slic is permitted to enter at all. And 
her name is Mater Tenebranim —Our 
Lady of Darkness. 

These were the Semnat Theai^ or 
Sublime Goddcsso>s*—these were the 
Eumenides^ or Gr''xious Ladies, (so 
called by antiquity in shuddering pro¬ 
pitiation)—of my Oxford dreams. 
Madonna spoke. She spoke by her 
mysterious hand. Touching my head, 
she beckoned to Our Lady of Sighs; 
and ivhat she spoke, translated out of 
the signs which (except in dreams) no 
man reads, was this:— 


“Lol here is ho, whom in child** 
hood I dedicated to my altars. This 
is he that once I made my darling. 
Him I led astray, liim I beguiled, and 
from heaven I stole away his young 
heart to mine. Through me did ho 
become idolatrous; and through me 
it was, by languishing desires, that he 
■worshipped the w^orm, and pra 3 ^ed to 
the wormy g^a^x. Holy was the grave 
to him; lovolyAvas its darkness; saint¬ 
ly its corruption. Him, this young 
idolater, I have seasoned for thee, dcai' 
centlc Sister of Sighs 1 Do thou take . 
iiim now to tfnj heart, and season him 
for our dreadful sister. And thou”— 
turning to the Mater Tenebrarum^ she 
said—“ wicked sister, that teraptest 
and hatest, do thou take him from 
her. See that thy sceptre lie heavy 
on his head. Suffer not w’oman and 
her tendeniess to sit near him in his 
darkness. Bajiisli the frailties of hopa 
—>\ hUer the relentings of love—scorch^' 
the fountains of tears : curse him as 
only thou canst curse. So shall he 
be accomplished in the funiacc—so 
shall he see the things that ought not 
to be seen—sights tliat are abomin¬ 
able, and secrets that are unutterable. 
So shall ho read elder truths, sad 
truths, grand truths, fearful truths. 
So shall he rise again before he dies. 
And so shall our cominission be ac¬ 
complished which from God we had 
—to plague his heart until we had 
unfolded the capacities of his spirit." f 


The Apparition op the Brocken. 

Ascend with me on this dazzling Germany. The dawp opened in cloud- 
Whitsunday the Brocken of North less beauty; it is a dawn of bridal 


* Sablime Goddesses. ”—The word aifAuoi is usually rendered vemrahle in dic¬ 
tionaries; not a very flattering epithet for females. But by weighing a number 
of passages in which the word is used pointedly, I am disposed 4;o think that it 
comes nearest to our idea of the sublime ; as near as a Greek word could come* 
t The reader, who wishes at all to understand the course of these Gonfessions, 
ought not to pass over this dream-logeiid. There is no great wonder that a vision, 
which occupied my waking thoughts in those years, should re-appear in my dreams. 
It was in fact a legend recurring in sleep, most of which I had myself silently written 
or sculptured in my daylight reveries. But its importance to the present Confessions 

is this_that it rehearses or prefigures their course. This nnsT part belongs to 

Madonna. The third belongs to the Mater Suspiriorum,” and will be entitled 
The Pariah Worlds. The fourth, which terminates the work, belongs to tho 
“ Mater Tenebranim,” and will be entitled The Kingdom of Darkness. As to tho 
SECOND, it is ai^ interpolation requisite to the effect of the others; and'n^tbe 
-explained in its proper place. 
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June; but, aa the hours advance, her 
3 'oungest sister April, that somotiinca 
caics little for racing across both fron¬ 
tiers of May, frets the bridal lady’s 
, sunny temper with sallies of wheel¬ 
ing-and careering showers—flying and 
'pursuing, opening and closing, hiding 
and restoring. On such a moniing, 
and reaclungthc summits of the forest- 
mountain about sunrise, wo shall have 
one chance the more for seeing the fa¬ 
mous Spectre of the Brocken.* Who 
and what is he? He is a solitary ap¬ 
parition, in the sense of loving solitude ^ 
else he is not always solitary in his 
personal manifestations, but on proper 
occasions has been known to unmask 
a strength quite sufficient to alarm 
those who had been insulting him. 

Now, in order to test the nature 
of this mysterious apparition, we will 


tiy two or three experfinents upon 
him. What we fear, and with some 
reason, is, that as he lived so many 
ages with foul Pagan sorcercre, and 
witnessed so many centuries of dark 
idolatries, his heart may have been 
corrupted; and that even now* hi« 
faith may bo wavering or impure. 
We will try. 

Make the sign of the cross, and ob¬ 
serve whether he repeats it, (as, on 
Whitsundayit surely ought to do.) 
Look! he does repeat it; but the 
driving showers perplex the images, 
and that^ perhaps, it is which gives him 
the air of one who acts reluctantl}'^ or 
evasively. Now, again, the sun shines 
more brightly, and the showers have 
swept off like squadrons of cavalry to 
the rear. We will tiy him again. 

Pluck an anemone, one of thc»se 


Froe^^n.*j^fhis very striking phenomenon has been cou- 
tinually'Bes'cnUird German and English, for the last fifty yeai-s. 

Many readers, however, will not have met with tliese descriptions : and on their 
account I add a few words in explanation ; referring them for the best scientific 
comment on the case to Sir David Brewster’s “ Natural Magic." The spectre 
takes the shape of a human figure, or, if the visitors are more than one, then the 
spectres multiply ; they arrange themselves on the blue ground of the sky, or the 
dark ground of any clouds that may bo in the right quarter, or perhaps they are 
strongly relieved against a curtain of rock, at a distance of some miles, and always 
exhibiting gigantic proportions. At first, from the distance and Die colossal si/.e, 
every spectator supposes the appearance to be quite independent of himself. But 
very soon he is surprised to observe his own motions and gestures mimicked ; and 
wakens to the conviction that the phantom is but a dilated reflection of himself. 
This Titan amongst the apparitions of earth is exceedingly capricious, vanishing 
abruptly for reasons best known to himself, and more coy in coming forward than 
the Lady Echo of Ovid. One reason Avhy he is seen so seldom must be ascribed 
to the concurrence of conditions under which only the phenomenon can be mani¬ 
fested ; the sun must be near to the horizon, (which of itself implies a time of day 
inconvenient to a person starting froip a station as distant as Elbingerode;) the 
spectator must have his back to the sun; and the air must contain some vapour- 
but parCia% distributed. Coleridge ascended the Brocken on the Whitsunday of 
179^, with a party of English students from Goettingen, but failed to see the phantom; 
afterwards in England (and under the same three conditions) he saw a much rarer 
phenomenon, which, ho described in ^'tbe following eightlir.es. 1 give them from 
a corrected copy: (the apbstropho in the beginning must be understood as ad¬ 
dressed to an ideal conception) :— 


And art thou nothing ? Such thou art as when 
Tlie woodman winding westward up the glen 
At wintry dawn, when o’er the sheep-track’s maze 
The viewless snow-mist weaves a glist’ning haze^ 
Sees full before him, gliding without tread, 

An imago with a glory round its bead: 

This shade he worships for its golden hues. 

And maJees (not knowing) that which he pursues.’* 



t 'WhiUunday'*~^i is singular, and perhaps owing to the tem^rature and 
t6 prevail iii«that early part of summer, that more appearances f i* 
tUIJ^eotrVhavo been witnessed on W^tsunday than on any otl&r day. 
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many anemones 'which once was 
called the sorcerer’s flower,* and bore 
a part perhaps in his horrid ritual of 
foar; caiTy it to that stone which 
mimics the outline of a heathen altar, 
and once was called the sorcerer’s 
altar; * then, bending your knee, and 
raising your right hand to God, say,— 
“ Father, which art in heaven—this 
lovely anemone, that once glori¬ 
fied the worship of fear, has travelled 
back into thy fold; this altar, which 
once recked with bloody rites to Cox*- 
tho, has long been rebaptized into thy 
holy service. The darkness is gone— 
the cruelty is gone which the dark¬ 
ness bred; the moans have passed 
away which the victims uttered 5 the 
cloud has vanished which once sate 
continually upon their graves—cloud 
of protestation that ascended for ever 
to thy throne from the tears of the 
defenceless, and the anger of the just. 
And lo! I tliy servant, with this dark 
phantom, whom, for one hour on this 
thy festival of Pentecost, I niakc my 
servant, render thee united worship in 
this thy recovered temple.” 

Look, now! tlio apparition plucks 
an anemone, and places it on an 
altar; he also bends his knee, he also 
raises his right hand to God. Dumb 
he is; but sometimes the dumb serve 
God acceptably. Yet still it occurs to 
you, that perhaps on this high festival 
of the Christian Church, ho may bo 
oveiTulcd by supernatural influence 
into confession of lus homage, having 
so often been made to bow and bend 
his knee at murderous rites. In a 
service of religion he may be tjmid. 
Let us try him, therefore, with an 
earthly passion, where he will have no 
bias either from favour or from fear. 

If, then, once in cliildliood you suf¬ 
fered an affliction that was ineffable; 
If once, when powerless to face such 
an enemy, you were summoned to 
fight with the tigeivthat couches with¬ 
in the separations of the grave; in 
that case, after the example of Ju- 
daja (on the Koman coins)—sitting 


under her palm-tree to weep, but sit¬ 
ting with her bead veiled-^o you 
also veil your head. Many years are 
passed away since then; ajid you 
were a little ignorant thing at that 
time, hardly above iix years old ; or 
perhaps (if you durst tell all the truth) 
not quite so much. But your heart 
was deeper than the Danube; and, 
as was your love, so w'as your grief. 
Many years are gone since that dark¬ 
ness settled on your liead; many 
summers, many winters; yet still its 
shadows wheel round upon you at in¬ 
tervals, like these April showers upon 
this glory of bridal June. Therefore 
now, on tins dovelike morning of Pen¬ 
tecost, do you veil your head like 
Judaea in memory of that transcendant 
woe, and in testimony tliat, indeed, 
it surpassed all utterance of words. 
Immediately you see that the appari¬ 
tion of the |jrocken veils Ms head, 
after the model of Juda:^a weeping 
under her palm-tree, as if he also 
had a human heart, and that he also, 
in childhood, having suffered an afflic¬ 
tion which was ineffable, wished by 
these mute symbols to breathe a sigh 
towards heaven in memory of that 
affliction, and by way of record, 
though many a year after, that it was 
indeed unutterable by words. 

This trial is decisive. You are now 
satisfied that tlic apparition is but a 
reflex of yourself; and, in uttering 
your secret feelings to him^ you make 
this phantom the dark symbolic mir¬ 
ror for reflecting to the daylight what 
else must be hidden for ever. 

Such a relation docs the Dark Inter¬ 
preter, whom immediately the reader- 
will learn to know as an intruder into 
my dreams, bear to my own mind. Ho 
is originally a mere reflex of my inner 
nstture. But as the apparition of the 
Brocken sometimes is disturbed by 
storms or by driving shoWers, so as 
to dissemble his real* origin, in like 
manner the Intciprcter sometimes 
swerves out of my orbit, and mixes a 
little with alien natures. I do not always 


* Tlte sorcerer's flowerf and the sorcerers altar —Thes% are names still 
dinging to the anemone of the Brocken, and to an altar-shaped fragment of 
granite near ono of the summits; and it is not doubted that they both connect 
themselves through links of ancient tradition with the gloomy realities of Pagan¬ 
ism, when the whole Hartz and the Brocken formed for a very long time the last 
asylum to a fer<^lou8 but perishing idolatry. 
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Itnow him in Ihcso cases as my own 
parhelion. What he says, generally 
is but that which I have said in day¬ 
light, and in meditation deep enough 
to sculpttu*e itself on my heart. But 
sometimes, as his face alters, his 
words alter; and they do not alwaj-s 
seem such as I have used, or cotdd 
use. No man can account for all things 
that occur in dreams. Generally I 
believe this—that he is a faithful re¬ 
presentative of myself ; but he also is 
at times subject to tho action of the 
god Phantasus, who rules in dreams. 

Hailstone choruses* besides, and 
storms, enter my dreams. Hailstones 
and fire that run along the ground, 
i^eet and blinding hurricanes, revela¬ 
tions of glory instilFerable pui’sued by 
volleying darkness—these are powers 
able to disturb any features that ori¬ 
ginally were but shadow, and to send 
drifting the anchors of a^y vessel that 
rides upon deeps so treacherous as 
those of dreams. Understand, how¬ 
ever, tho Interpreter to bear generally 
the office of a tragic chonis at Athens. 
The Greek chorus is perhaps not quite 
understood by critics, any more than 
the Dark IntciTircter by myself. But 
the leading function of both must be 
supposed this—not to tell you any 
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thing absolut?eIy new, that was done' 
by tho actors in the drama; but to re¬ 
call you to your own lurking thoughts* 
—hidden for the moment or imper¬ 
fectly developed, and to place before 
you, in immediate connexion with 
groups vanishing too quickly for any 
effort of meditation on your own part, 
such commentaries, prophetic or look¬ 
ing back, pointing the moral or deci¬ 
phering the mystoiy, justifying Pro¬ 
vidence, or mitigating the fierceness 
of anguish, as would or might liave^ 
occurred to your own meditative 
licait—hojl only time been allowed 
for its motions. 

The Interpreter is anchored and 
stationary in my dreams; but great 
storms and driving mists cause him to 
fluctuate uncertainly, or even to retire 
altogether, like his gloomy counterpart 
the shy Phantom of tho Brocken—and 
to assume new features or strange fea-*^ 
tures, as* in dreams always there is a 
power not contented with reproduc¬ 
tion, but which absolutely creates or 
transforms. This dark being tlie^ 
reader will see again in a further stage 
of my opium experience; and 1 warn 
him that he will not always be found 
sitting inside my dreams, but at times 
outside, and in open daylight. 


Suspiria de Prqfundie, 


Finale to Part I,—SAVANKAn-LA-MAE, 


God smote Savaiinali-la-Mar, and 
in one night, by earthquake, removed 
her, with all her towero standing and 
population sleeping, from tho steadfast 
foundations of the shore to the coi-al 
floors of ocean. And God said— 
“ Pompeii did I bury and conceal 
from men through seventeen centu¬ 
ries: this city I will bury, but not 
conceal. She shall be a monuraerft 
to men of my mystciiotis anger; 
set in azure light through genera¬ 
tions to come: for I will enshrine her 
in a crystal dome of my tropic seas.” 
This city, therefore, like a mighty 
galleon with all her apparel mounted, 
streamers flying, and tackling per¬ 
fect, seefns floating along the noiseless* 


deptlis of ocean: and oftentimes in 
glassy calms, through the translucid 
atmosphere of water that nowstrctchcs 
like an air-woven awning above the 
silent encampment, maiiners from 
every clime look down into her courts 
and terraces, count her gates, and 
number the spires of her churches. 
She is one ample cemetery, and has 
been for many a year; but in the 
mighty calms that brood for weeks 
over tropic latitudes, she fascinates 
the eye with a Fata-Morgana revela¬ 
tion, as of human life still subsisting 
in submarine asylums sacred from tho 
storms that torment our upper air. 

Thither, lured by the loveliness of 
cerulean depths, by thff peace of hu- 


* Sailetone —I need not tell any lover of Handel that his oratorio 

of “ Israel in! E^pt *’ contains a chorus familiarly known by this name. Tho 
wordsAnd*he gave them hailstones for rain; fire, mlngle<^ with the hail, 
rah along upon the ground,” 
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man dwellings privileged from moles¬ 
tation, by the gleam of marble altars 
sleeping in everlasting sanctity, often¬ 
times in dreams did I and the dark 
Interpreter cleave the watery veil that 
divided us from her streets. We look¬ 
ed into the belfries, where the pendu¬ 
lous bells were waiting in vain for the 
summons which should awaken their 
marriage peals ; together we touched 
the mighty organ keys, that sang no 
jubilates for the car of Heaven—that 
sang no requiems for the ear of human 
BOiTOw ; together wo searched the 
silent nurseries, where the children 
were all asleep, and had been asleep 
through five generations. “ They are 
waiting for the heavenly dawn,” whis¬ 
pered the Interpreter to himself; “ and, 
when that comes, the bells and the 
organs will utter a jubilate repeated 
by the echoes of Paradise.” Tiieii, 
turning to me, he said—“ This is sad: 
this is piteous: but less would not 
have sufficed for the pui’poses of God. 
Look here: i)ut into a Homan clep¬ 
sydra one hundred droi)s of water; 
let these run out as the sands in 
an hourglass; every drop measur¬ 
ing the hundredth part of a second, 
so that each shall represent but the 
three-hundred - and- sixty-thousandth 
part of an hour. Now, count the 
drops as they race along; and, when 
the fiftieth of the hundred is i)assiug, 
behold! forty-nine arc not, because 
already they have perished; and fifty 
arc not, because they are yet to 
come. You sec, therefore, how nar¬ 
row, how incalculably uarrow, is the 
true and actual present. Of that 
time which wc call the present, 
hardly a hundredth part but belongs 
either to a past which has fled, or to 
a future which is still on the wing. 
It has perished, or it is not born, it 
was, or it is not. Yet even this ap- 
pi'oximation to the truth is infinitely 
false. For again subdivide that soli¬ 
tary drop, which only was found to 
represent the present, into a lower 
series of similar fractions, and the 
actual present which you arrest mea¬ 
sures now but the thii-ty-sixth mil¬ 


lionth of an hour; and so by infinite 
declensions the true and very pre¬ 
sent, in which only wc live and enjoy, 
will vanish into a mote of a mote, 
distinguishable only by a heavenly- 
vision. Therefore the present, whiob 
only man possesses, offers less capa¬ 
city for his footing than the slenderest 
film that ever spider twisted fi'om her 
womb. Therefore, also, even this- 
incalculable shadow from the naiTOw- 
cst pencil of moonlight, is more tran¬ 
sitory than geometry can mea-suro,, 
or thought of angel can overtake. 
The time which-w, contracts into a 
mathematic ])oint; and even that point 
perishes a tlionsand times before we 
can utter its birth. All is finite in the 
present; and even that finite is infinite 
in its velocity of flight towards death, 
lint in God there is nothing finite; 
but in God there is nothing transitory; 
but in (iod th^ere be iiothiug that 
tends to death. Therefore, it fol¬ 
lows—that for God thci'e can be no 
present. The future is the present of 
God ; and to the future it is that ho 
sacrifices the human present. There¬ 
fore it is that h(i works by earthquake. 
Therefore it is that he works by gricL 
Oh, deep is the ploughing of earth¬ 
quake ! Ob, deep,” [and his voice- 
swelled like a sanctus rising from tlie 
choir of a cathedral,]—“oh, deep is the 
ploughing of grief I But oftentimes less 
would not suffice for the agriculture 
of God. Upon a night of eai‘thquako 
he builds a thousaucl years of plcjisant 
habitations for man. Uj)ou the sorrow 
of an infant, lie raises ofteutimeS' 
from human intellects glorious vin¬ 
tages tliat could not else have been. 
Less than these fierce ploughshares 
would not have stirred the stubborn 
soil. The one is needed for earth, 
out' planet—for earth itself as the- 
dwelling-place of man. But the 
other is needed yet oflcncr for God’s 
mightiest instrument ;* yea," [and ho 
looked solemnly at myself,] “ is needed 
for the mysterious children of the 
cai'th! ” 

End of Part 1. 
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IlannibaL 
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HANNIBAL. 


Two thousand one hundred years 
ago* a boy was born at Carthage, 
whoso name and exploits have ren¬ 
dered his country immortal. His cha¬ 
racter stands forth with unparalleled 
lustre even from the bright pages of 
ancient story. It is hard to say 
whether he was greater as a patriot, 
a statesman, or a general. Invincible 
in determination, inexhaustible in 
resources, fertile in stratagem, patient 
of fatigue, cautious in council, bold in 
action, he possessed also that single¬ 
ness of purpose, tliat unity of object, 
which more tliaa all is the foundation 
of great achievements. Love of his 
country was his one and ruling prin¬ 
ciple. Hatred of its enemies his 
lasting and indelible passjon. To these 
objects he devoted throughout life his 
great capacity: for this he lived, for 
this he died. From the time that he 
swore hatred to the Romans, while 
yet a boy, on the altars of Carthage, 
he never ceased to watcb their designs, 
to contend with their forces, to resist 
their ambition. Alone of all his coun¬ 
trymen he measured the extent of the 
danger with which his fatherland was 
threatened by the progress of their 
power. Alone he stood fortli with 
the strength of a giant to combat it. 
But for the shameful desertion of his 
victoi-ioua army, by the jealousy of 
the rival faction at Carthage, he would 
have crushed the power of the legions, 
and given to Cartilage, not Rome, 
the empire of the world. As it was, 
he brought them to the brink of ruin, 
and achieved triumphs over their 
armies greater than ail other nations 
put together. After he was over¬ 
thrown, it was comparative'ly an easy 
task to conquer the world. For this 
he received in l^fe exile, disgi'ace, and 
death : for this he has since obtained 
immortality. At his name the heart 
of the patriot ha3 thrilled through 
every subsequent age. To illustrate 
his virtues, genius and learning have 
striven in every succeeding country; 


and tho greatest praise which the 
world can yet bestow on warriors 4 s 
to compare them to Hannibal. 

No name, even in tho majestic 
annals of* Roman victories, stands 
forth with lustre equal to that of the 
Carthaginian hero. They were made 
by their countrymen, but his counfry- 
men were made by h im. Scipio, Pom - 
pey, Crosar himself, did not evince 
equal capacity : they had lesser diffi¬ 
culties to contend with; they owed 
more to the support of others, and did 
not do so much by the strength of 
their individual arm, by the energy 
of their individual will. Tho institn- 
' tions, the laws, the ideas, the manners, 
the very language of the Romans, 
were made for conquest; they sprang 
up from the earth a race of armed 
men. Virtue with them was derived 
from “ manly valour:” an army was 
designated by a word which signified 
“ exercised : ”t their generals were 
borne aloft to conquest on the shields 
of the legions. Such was the spirit of 
the soldiers, that they were fairly 
compelled to victory by the pre¬ 
sence which urged them on ; such 
the determination of the people, 
that the armies were pressed for¬ 
ward to the conquest of the Avorld 
as by a supernatural power. The 
purposes of Providence, mysterious at 
the time, apparent afterwards, never 
were more cleai'ly evinced than in the 
peculiar impress communicated to the 
Roman institutions. But the Cartha¬ 
ginians were a race, not of warriors, 
but of colonists. They rose to great¬ 
ness, not by their military spirit, but 
by their commercial prosperity ; tlieir 
outposts were, not the fortified camp, 
but the smiling seaport. Extending 
as far as the waters of tho Mediter¬ 
ranean roll, they spread inwards from 
the sea-coast, not outwards from the 
camp; the navy was the arm of their 
strength, not their land forces. Their 
institutions, habits, national spirit, 
and gOA^ernment, Avere all adapted to 


IlUtorjf 0 /Rome* By Thomas Abkolu, D.D. London: 1843. Vol. 3. 

* Hannibal was born in the year 247 before Chrifit, or 2092 before this time, 
t Virtue from vir—eicercitite from ewerceo* 
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the extension of commerce, to the 
growth of manufactures, to the spread 
of a colonial empire. What, then, 
must have been the capacity of the 
mail who could, by his single efforts, 
iiltcr the charactej;.of a whole people; 
chain victory at land to the standards 
of a maritime republic; and bow down 
to the earth, on their c^^n territory, 
that rival power, whose legions ere¬ 
long triumphed over the armies of 
all the military monarchies of the 
woi’ld ? 

The auxiliaries formed a consider- 
nblc part, in point of numbers, of the 
Komnn forces; but the strength of 
the legions was to be found in the 
lioman citizens. It was that indo¬ 
mitable body of men, ever flowing 
out, yet ever full, animated with 
passions, but directed by consummate 
prudence, panting for rapine and con- 
<liiest, but patient of all the toils, by 
which they were to bo attained, which 
constituted the strength of the armies 
which conquered the 'world. Jiut the 
Carthaginians had no body of citizens 
■capable of forming such a force. They 
were nothing bet a great and power¬ 
ful seaport town, with its adjacent 
villas spreading along the coast of 
Africa. The people of Dido had not, 
like those of Romulus, established off¬ 
shoots in the interior. No three-and- 
thirty colonies awaited the coinniands 
of the senate of Carthage, as tlie}’’ did 
of the consuls in the time of Fabius, 
to recruit the national armies. I’wenty 
thousand native citizens was all, at 
its last extremity at Zaina, that this 
mighty republic, wliicli had so nearly 
achieved the conquest of the Capitol, 
■could fit out to defend tlicir countiy. 
The strength of the Tunic armies con¬ 
sisted in what was merely an acces¬ 
sory to the Roman, the auxiliaries. It 
was thoNumidiau horse, the Balearic 
slingers, the Spanish infantry, the 
Gaulish broadswords, wliich proved so 
formidable in the ranks of Hannibal. 
It was literally, as Livy says, a “ col- 
luvies omnium gentium,” Avhich rolled 
down from the Alps, under his direc¬ 
tion, to overwhelm the Romans on 
their own hearths. Twenty different 
languages, Polybius tells us, were not 
^infrequently spoken at the same time 
in the Carthaginian camp. What, 
then, must hfU'o been the capacity of 
Ihe general ^lo could still the jea- 
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lousies, and overcome the animosities, 
and give unity to the operations of a 
vast army, composed of so many dif¬ 
ferent tribes and people, and mould 
them all into so perfect a form, that, 
for fifteen years that he remained in 
Italy after the first gicat defeats, the # 
consuls never once ventured to mea¬ 
sure their strength with him in a 
pitched battle ? 

If there is any thing more astonish¬ 
ing than another in the history of the 
Roman Republic, it is the unconnuor- 
nble spirit, the persevering energy, the 
invincible determination with which, 
under every calamity, and often in the 
very extremity of adverse fortune, 
they combined to struggle for the su¬ 
periority,and at length attained it—not 
so much by compicriiig as by wearing 
out their adversaries. In no period of 
their long and glorious annals was this 
traiiRcendaut quality more strikingly 
evinced than in the second Tunic War, 
when, after the battle of Camia^, Ca¬ 
pua, the second city of Italy, yielded 
to the inlliicnce of Hannibal, and near¬ 
ly a half of the Roman colonics, worn 
out by endless exactions in men and 
money, refused to send any further 
succours. The heroic spirit the Ro¬ 
man senate then evinced, the extra¬ 
ordinary sacrifices they made, may, 
without exaggeration, be pronounced 
without parallel in the annals of man¬ 
kind, if we reflect on the length of 
time during which tlicsc sacrifices were 
required. But while tin’s invincible 
spirit augments our admiration of 
the Roman character, and makes us 
feel that they indeed deserved that 
mighty dominion which they after¬ 
wards attained, it takes much from 
the merit of their individual comman¬ 
ders. It was almost impossible to 
avoid ultimate success with such 
armies to'lead, and so heroic a people 
to sustain the cflbrts, and furnish the 
muniments of war. iSut'the case was 
veiy different at Carthage. So ve¬ 
hement was the spirit of party which 
had seized upon its inhahitants, In 
consequence of the great accession of 
democratic power which had been con¬ 
ceded, fatally for the state, as Polybius 
tells us, a short time before to th<i 
lieople, that Hannibal could rely on 
no assistance from his own govern¬ 
ment. Though he brought the Ro¬ 
mans to the very brink of ruin, and 
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I>laccd final victory within the grasp, 
as it were, of bis country, yet they 
would not put out their hand to snatch 
it. They were more jealous of him 
than afraid of their enemies. Though 
ho descended to thesouthem extremity 
of Italy, and drew near to Sicily, in 
order to obtain from the African shores 
the necessary succours to recruit his 
armies, wasted by the very number 
of his victories ; and though they had 
during great part of the time the 
superiority at sea—^yct he received 
no supplies of men or money from 
homo during the fifteen years he car¬ 
ried on the war in Italy, with the 
exception of the army which his 
brother ilamilcaar raised in Spain, and 
led across the r 3 'rejiecs and the Alps 
to perish on the Mctannis. What he 
did, he did by himself, and by his own 
unaided efforts. It was the contri¬ 
butions levied on the cities he con¬ 
quered, which furnished his supplies ; 
it was the troops who flocked to his 
standard from the provinces he wrest¬ 
ed from the Romans, which filled up 
the chasms in the ranks he led from 
Saguntnni. Not more than twenty- 
six thousand men descended with 
him from the Alps; of forty-eight 
thousand who fought at Cann.T, thirty 
thousand were (laulish auxiliaries. 
There is no oxani])ie recorded in his¬ 
tory of a general doing things so 
gi’eat -with means so small, and sup¬ 
port from home so inconsiderable. 

Every great commander of whom 
■wo read in military annals, possessed 
in a considiTablc degree the art of 
securing the alfeclions and inspiring 
the confidence of his soldiers. Alex¬ 
ander the Great, Ciesar, Charles XIL, 
Napoleon, exercised tins ascendency 
in the highest dcgi’ee. The anecdotes 
preserved in the pages of riutarcli, 
aud which every schoolboy’knows by 
heart, prove this beyond a doubt of 
the heroes of the ancient world ; the 
annals of the last century and our 
own times demonstrate that their man¬ 
tle had descended to the Swedish and 
French heroes. The secret of this 
marvellous power is always to be 
found in one mental quality. It is 
magnanimity which entrances the 
Boldier’s heart. The rudest breasts 
»re accessible to emotion, from the 
display of generosity, self-denial, and 
loftiness of purpose in their com¬ 
manders. When Alexander in the 
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deserts of Arabia, on his return from 
India, poured the untasted water on 
the sand, lle^as3uagcd the thirst of 
a whole army; when Csesar addressed 
the Tenth Legion in mutiny by the 
title of “ Quirites,’^ the very wordj 
which told them they were no longer 
the comrade of their general, sub¬ 
dued ever^ heart; wlien Charles 
XII., on his oflBcers declaiuiig them¬ 
selves unable to undergo the fatigue of 
further watching, desired them to retire 
to rest, for he would go the rounds 
liimsclf, he silenced every murmur 
in his army; when Napoleon yielded 
up his carriages to the wounded in 
the Russian retreat, or drew aside his 
suite to salute, uncovered, the Aus¬ 
trian wounded conveyed from Ana- 
terlitz, and said, “ Honour to the 
■firave in misfortune!" ho stnick a 
chord which vibrated in every licart 
of his vast arraj'. No general, an¬ 
cient or modern, possessed tins key to 
the generous affections in a higher 
degree than Hannibal; and non6 ever 
stood so much, or so long, in need of 
its aid- In truth, it w'as the secret of 
his success; the magic power whicli 
so long held together his multifarious 
arra}'. We have few anecdotcjs in¬ 
dicating this ascendency; for the his¬ 
torians of the Romans, or their sub¬ 
jects the Greeks, were in no hurry to 
collect traits to illustrate the charac¬ 
ter of their enemy. Rut decisive 
evidence of its existence, and almost 
supernatural power, is to be found in 
the fact, that without the aid of rein¬ 
forcements, and scarce any remittances^ 
from Carthage, ho maintained tho war 
hi the heart of Italy with mercenary 
troops collected from every country 
of the earth, against the native sol¬ 
diers of tho bravest and most wai'like 
people on the eartln We read of no 
mutinies or disobedience of orders 
among his followers. It were hard to 
say whether the fiery Numidiaii, the 
proud, and desultory Spaniard, tho 
brave but inconstant Gaul, or the 
covetous Balearic, was most docile to 
his direction, or obedient to his will. 
Great indeed must have been the 
ascendency acquired by one man over 
such various and opposite races of 
men, usually the prey of such jea¬ 
lousies and divisions, and whom the 
most powerful coalition in general 
finds so much difficulty in retaining 
in subjection. 


Hannibal. 
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Of HannillW political Trisdom often tlierc, she might be conquered, 
and far-seeing sagacity, ancient his- He did not despair of effecting the 
tory is full. Alone of ^11,his con- dcllverajiicc of the world by a conflict 
temporaries, he clearly, and from'his on their oAvn shores, even after the, 
very inhiucy, perceived the extent ' ' .ttlc of Zama had to all appearance! 
th^ danger which threatened his' decisively settled the conflict in favour 
country from the insatiable ambition of the Capitol, and nothing remained 
and growing power of the Romans; to combat the legions but tlie un- 
alone he pointed out the duly mode in warlike soldiers of the Eastern mo- 
which it could be succcssrfully com- narch. His own campaigns demon- 
bated, lie Avas at once the Burke, the strate that ho Avas right: the Gauls 
Pitt, and the Wellington of his conn- and the Carthaginians in different 
try. Beyond all doubt, if bis advice ages brought the lloiuans to tha 
had been follOAvcd, and Ids enterprises brink of ruin; but it was by victories 
duly supported, Carthage would liave oii the Tiber that Breiinus and 


been victorious in the second runic 
War. It AA'^as bccaujw his countrymen 
were not animafed Avith his hci’oic 
spirit, nor inspired Avith his ])ropIietic 
foresight, that they failed. TheyAvere 
looking aflcr gain, or actuated by sel-* 
fish ambition, while lie was straining 
every uervo to avert danger. AVlien 
lie swore hatred to the Roman on the 
altar at nine jaMrs of age, he imbibed 
a priiici}de A\diicli the judgment of Ids 
inatun'i’ years told him Avas the only 
means of saving Ids country. To the 
pi'(i^iocutioii of tl'is object he devoted 


Ilaimibal penetrated to their gates. 
Ror is it dillicult to see to AA'liat 
cause this comparativ^o A\'cakness at 
home of so great a ndlitary power 
Avas owing. Rome Avas not merely 
a poAvcii'ul state, but the licad of a 
great ndlitary confederacy; the re¬ 
sources which, partly by force, partly 
1)}' iiicliuation, and the natural appe- 
lilc of mankind for victory and plun¬ 
der, Averc ranged on her side, Avere in 
great part derived from foreign states. 
When she carried fhc war into foreign 
states, this formidable ffmss of auxi- 


liis life. From Ids first entrance into liaries doubled the strength of her 
public duty til! his last hour, Avhen ho legious; Avhen she avus assailed at 


swalloAvcd poison to avoid being de- home, one half of them Avcrc lost, or 


liA^’cred up to the Romans, h(^ never 
ceased to combat their ambition 
Avith all the powers of his gigantic 
intellect. If history had preserved no 
other proof of his profound political 
discernment, it Avould be sufficiently 
established by the memorable Avords 
he addressed to the senate of Car- 


appeared in the ranks of her enemies. 
The same cause appeared at a subse¬ 
quent period in the campaigns of Na* 
))olcou: his arndea were innumer¬ 
able, his force irresistible, as long as 
he headed the forced confederacy of 
Avestern Eurojjo, and he invaded 
Russia Avith five hundred thousand 


thago on the jirobablc fate of Rome: 
— “ IsTdla magna civitas din quiescci^ 
})otcst. Si fores hostem non habefl 
doini iiiA^cnit; utpraevalula corpora ab' 
exteriiia causis tutaj videntur, sed suis 
ijisa viribus conficiuntur. Tant uni 
nimirum ex publicis inalis sentimus 
quantum ad res privatas atUnet, iioc 
in eis quidquam acrius qui'ixn pticuidui 
damnum stimulat.” If anyone doubts 
the truth and profound Avisdom of 
tliese remarks, let him reflect on the 
exact demonstration of these truths 
Avhich Avas afforded two thousand 
years after, in the British empire. 
“ Si monumeutuni quteris, circum- 
spice.” , 

lie constantly affirmed that it was 
in Italy alone^hat Rome was vulner¬ 
able, and that by striking hard and 


men; but AAiien the disaster of Mos¬ 
cow, and the resurrectioji of Germany, 
brought the Russians into France, 
the boasted strength of the empire 
disappeared, its allies passed over to 
the other side, and the miglily con¬ 
queror was reduced to a painful de- 
lunsiA’^e Avith fifty t|jousaud men on 
the plains of ChaWpapie. 

Tlic Uomau historians affirm that 
these great military virtues Avere ba¬ 
lanced by corresponding vices. Every 
scholar knoAvs the inimitable descrip¬ 
tion <»f Ids character drawn by LIa^. 
“ Has tantas vivi vivtutes iugotHm 
vitia acquabant:—inhumaua crudeU- 
tas ; perfidia plusquarii Tunica; nihil 
veri, nihil sancti; imllusdeorum metus, 
indluni jasjurandum, nulla religio.” 
This, however, was his chai’acter as 
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drawn by his enemies; and by ene-^ 
mics who had suffered so much from 
his ability, that they were incapable 
offorraing a correct judgment on the 
subject. But the truth of moden 
history has dispelled the illusion, ant 
gathered facts sufficient even from 
their prejudiced sources to demon¬ 
strate that the moral virtues of Han¬ 
nibal equalled his intellectual capa¬ 
city. Certain it is, by their own 
admission, tliat liis generosity on seve¬ 
ral important occasions afforded an 
example wliicli the Romans would 
have done well to imitate, but which 
they showed themselves incapable of 
following. It was the judicious cle¬ 
mency which he showed to the allies, 
which at length won over so many of 
the Italian states to his side; and 
xf this is to be ascribed to policy, what 
are we to say to the chivalrous cour¬ 
tesy which prompted Idm to send 
back the dead body of his inveterate 
enemy Marcellns, surprised and slain 
by liis Nnmidiau horsemen, to obtain 
the honours of scpixlture from liis coun¬ 
trymen? The Romans complained 
of his cruelty; but men feel cruelty 
keenly when it is exercised on them¬ 
selves ; and there are no instances re- 
CvOrded of his exceeding the established 
and universal customs, ruthless as they 
were, of ancient warfare. Certain it is, 
that nothing he ever did equalled the 
savage and cold-blooded atrocity with 
■whicli they tortured and massacred 
the citizens of Capua and Syracuse, 
when they were again subdued by 
their arms. Hannibal’s disposition ap- 
jiears to have been gay and cheerful; 
there are many instances recorded of 
his indulgence, in presence of danger, 
in a gaiety of temper more akin to 
that of Henry IV. than the usual stem 
determination of ancient wan-iors. On 
one memorable occasion, wlien his 
army was in danger, and the spirit of 
his troops unusually depressed, he in¬ 
dulged in mirth and jests to such an 
extent in his tent, that he set his whole 
officers in a roar of laughter; and these 
joyful sounds, heard by the soldiers 
without, restored confidence to the 
army, from the belief that no anxious 
thoughts clouded the brows of their 
chiefs. Hannibal, it is known, pre¬ 
served a diary, and wrote a history of 
his campaigns, which was extant at a 
very late period in the ancient world. 


f hat an inesfimabl^Trcasure would 
& journal of the private thoughts of 
cb a man have been! Modern- times 
0 more irreparable loss to mourn. 
just pride and elegant flattery 
!of the French historians has oftemled^ 
them to compare Napoleon’s passage 
of the Great St Bernard to Hanni¬ 
bal’s passage of the Pennine Alps: 
but without detracting from the well- 
earned fame of the lYencli general, 
it may«safely be affinncd-Wiat his 
achievement will bear no sort of 
comparison with that of th^Carllia- 
ginian hero. When Na^poleon began 
the ascent of the Alps from Martigny, 
on the shores of the Rhone, above the 
lake of Geneva, he found t^e passage 
of the mountains cleared by the in- 
■cessant transit of two thousaiM years. 
The road, impracticable for carriages, 
was very good for horsemen and foot 
'passengers, and was daily traversed 
by great numbers of both in every 
season of the year. Comfortable vil¬ 
lages, on the ascent and the descent, 
afforded easy accommodation to the 
xvearied soldiers both by night and by 
day; the ample stores of the monks at 
tlie summit, and the provident foresight 
of the French generals, had provided 
a meal to every man and horse that 
passed. No hostile trdops opposed 
tlieir passage: the guns wft’C drawn 
up in sledges made of liollowed firs ; 
and in four days from the time that 
tliey began the ascent from the banks 
of the Rhone, the French troops, with¬ 
out losing a man, stood on tlm Doria 
Baltea, the increasing waters of which 
flowed towards the Po, amidst the 
gardens and vineyards, and under the 
sun of Italy, But the case was very 
different, Avhen Hannibal crossed from 
the shores of the Durance to the banks 
of the Po. The mountain sides, not 
yet cleared by centuries of laborious 
industry, presented a continual forest, 
furrowed at every hollow by headlong 
Alpine toiTents; bridges there were 
none to cross these perpetually re¬ 
curring obstacles; provisions, scanty 
at all times in those elevated soli¬ 
tudes, were then nowhere to be 
found, having been hid by the af¬ 
frighted inhabitants on the approach 
of the invaders; and a powerful 
army of mountaineers occupied the 
entrance of the defile^ defended with 
desperate valour the gates of their 
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country, and, when dispersed by the 
superior discipline and arms of ilan- 
Tiibal’s soldiers, still beset tlic rid^^ea 
above their line of march, and ha¬ 
rassed his troops by continual lios-" 
tility. AVhen the woody region was 
]>asscd, and the vanguard emerged 
into the open mountain pastures, 
which lead to the verge of perpetual 
snow, fresh difficulties awaited them. 
The tiirf,^roni the gliding down of 
newly fallen snow on those steep de¬ 
clivities, was so slippery, that it was 
often scarcely possible lor the men to 
keep their feet; the beasts of burden 
lost their footing at every stop, and 
rolled down in great numbers into the 
abysses beneath; the elephants be¬ 
came restive amidst privations and a 
climate to which they were totally 
unaccustomed; and the strength of 
the soldiers, worn out with incessant 
marching and lighting, began to sink 
before the continued toil of tlie ascent. 
Horrors, formidable to all, but iu au 
especial manner Icrriblo to Africau 
soldiers, awaited them at the summit. 
It was now the end of October; win¬ 
ter ill all its severity had already set 
in on those lofty solitudes; the moun¬ 
tain sides, silent and melancholy even 
at the height of summer, when ena¬ 
melled with flowers and dotted with 
flocks, presented then an unbroken 
sheet of snow; the blue lakes which 
are interspersed over the levd valley 
at their feet, were frozen over, and 
undistinguishable from the rest of the 
dreary expanse, and a boundless mass 
of snowy peaks arose on all sides, 
presenting apparently an impassable 
barrier to their further progress. 

But it was then that the greatness 
of Hannibal shone forth in all its 
lustre. “That great general,” says 
Arnold, “who felt that he now stood 
victorious on the ramparts of Italy, 
and that the torrent wliich rolled be¬ 
fore him was canying its waters to 
the rich plains of Cisalpine Gaul, en¬ 
deavoured to kindle his soldiers with 
his own spirit of hope. He called them 
together; he pointed out the valley 
beneath, to which the descent seemed 
the work of a moment. ‘ That valley,’ 
he said, ‘ is Italy; it leads us to the 
country of our friends the Gauls, and 


yonder is our way to Romo I ’ His eyes 
were eagerly fixed on that point of the 
horizon, and as he gazed, the distance 
^between seci^d to vanish, till he 
could almost faucy that ho was cross¬ 
ing the Tiber and assailing the 
Capitol.”* Sucli were the difficulties 
of the passage and the descent on the 
other side, that Hannibal lost thirty- 
three thousand men from the time he 
left the Pyrenees till lie entered the 
plains of Northern Italy; and he 
arrived on the Po with only twelve 
thousand Africans, eight thousand 
Spanish infantry, and six thousand 
horse. Napolcon’s array which fought 
at Marengo was ouly twenty-niue 
thousand, but ho had lost no men 
in the passage of the Alps, and only 
a few ill the difficult passage across 
the precipices of Mont Albaredo, 
opposite the fort of Bard, in the val¬ 
ley of the Doria Baltea. It is ridicu¬ 
lous, after this, to compare the pas¬ 
sages of the Alps by Napoleon to 
their crossing by Hannibal. Tlie 
French emperor has many other titles, 
too well founded, to warrant a com¬ 
parison with the Carthaginian hero, 
to render it necessary to recur to one 
which is obviously chimerical. 

It is a question wiilcli has divided 
the learned since the revival of let¬ 
ters, by what pass Hannibal crossed 
■the Alps. The general opinion of 
those who have studied the sub¬ 
ject, inclines to the opniiion that he 
crossed by the Little St Bernard; 
and to tliis opinion Arnold inclines. 
Ho admits, however, witli liis usual 
candour, tliat, “ in some respects, 
also, Mont Cenis suits the description > 
of die march better than any other 
pas3.”t After having visited and 
traversed oil foot both passes, the 
author of this paper has no hesitation 
in expressing his decided conviction, 
that ho passed by Mont Cenis. His 
reasons for this opinion arc these:— 
1 . It is mentioned by Polybius, that 
Hannibal reached the summit of the 
Alps on the ninth day after he had left 
theplainsof Dauphind. This period co¬ 
incides well with wliat might have then 
been required to ascend, as the country 
was, from the neighbourhood of Gre¬ 
noble orEchelles; while the ascent to the 


* Arnold, iii. 89. 


f Ibid, iii. 486, note* 
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summitofthcLittlcStBcmard,would where th'o path hnd been torn away 
not require more than half the time, by a recent avalanche, and the fabn- 
2. The narrow defile of St Jean dc lous story of the vinegar was placed. 
Maurienne, wlxicli leads from the plain*- This place in Mont Cenis is iniiuedi- 
of Moutmelian to the foot of Mont aUdy below the summit of the pass, 
Cenis, corresponds much more closely and may now be seen furrowed by 
with the description, given both in roiiring torrent, amidst dark ledges of 
Livy* and Polybius,t of that in w'hich rock ; the corresponding chasm on the 
the first serious engagement took place southern side of the Little St J3crnard 
between Hannibal and the Mountain- is below the reach of avalanches.§ 5. 
eers, two days after they had left the On the summit of Mont Cenis is still 
plains of Dauphiiic, than the com- to be seen a rock ” called the 

paralivcly open valley which leads to “ llochc Blanche,” which answers to 
the foot of tlie Little St Bernard. 3. the ‘‘ mentioned by Poly- 

From the summit of the Little St bins, on the summit of the Alps which 
Bernard you can sec nothiug of Italy, Ilaiinibal cros^ftd; whereas there is 
nor any thing approaching to it; a con- nothing like it on the Little St Bcr- 
fused sea of moimtains alone meets nard, at least of such magnitude as 
the cya on every side. Whereas, from to have formed a place of night re- 
Ihe southern front of the summit of fuge to Ilaimibal. 6. What is per- 
Mont Ceuis, 7iot only the plains of haps most important of all, it is ox- 
Piedmont are distinctly visible at the pressly mentioned by Polybius, that 
opening of the lower end of the valley “ m one daifH time tlie chasm in tlie 
of Susa, which lies at your /ect, hut mountain sides was repaired, so that 
the Appenines beyond theyn can he seen, there was room for the horses and 
I’o seUle this iiniiortaut point, the au- beasts of burden to descend. They 
thor made a sketch of both on the were immediately conducted down, 
spot, on the 24lh October, the very and having gained the plains, wen; 
time of Ilannibars passage, "udiich is sent aw'ay to pasture in places w’hcrc 
still in his posst‘ssion. How precisely no snow' had fallen. * * * * 
does this coincide with the emphatic Hannibal then descended last, with all 
words of Hannibal, as recorded by the army, and thus, on the third day^ 
Polybius, showing to them the plains gained the jiains.”) This description 
around the Po, (“ ret rov IleeBov of the distances tal ics perfectly with 
'jTiO/ee,”) and, reininding them of the the passage by Mont Cenis, *fOr it is 
good disposition of tlie Gauls who only half a day’s journey to descend 
dwelt there, he further showed them ,from the summit of that pass to 
tlie situation of Jionic itself.f The Susa, at the head of the wide and 
Appcniiies, bcyoml the plain of Pied- open valley of the same name, 
moiit, seen from Mont Cenis, might -where ample pasturage is to be 
correctly be taken as the direction, at found; and a short day's journey more 
least, where Rome lay. Tliestcc]» brings the traveller to the jdaiii of 
and rocky declivity by which the old Piedmont. But it is utterly irrccou- 
road formerly descended tothevalle 3 M)f cilablc with the idea that the Car- 
Susa, and where the travellers descend- thagiiiiaiis passed b}- the Lit tle St 
ed ill sledges, till Napoleon’S inagnifi- Bernard; for from its summit to the 
cent was formed, which makes plains of Ivrca is four days’ hard 

a great circuit to "the westward, corre- marching for au army, through tins 
sponds perfectly to the famous ])laccs narrow valley of Aosta, destitute for 
mentioned both by Livy and Polybius, the most part of forage. * 7. This val- 


* Livy, xxi. 33. - f Polybius, Hi. 52. t Ihid, iii. 54. 

§ “ The vyAy pn every side was utterly itnp^sable, through an accident of a po- 
euluur Which is peculiar to the Alps, The snows of the former years having 
remains^iiumelted upon the mountains, were now' covered over by that which had 
fallen iWthfAfirescnt autumn, and when the soldiers feet went through the latter 
they aad slid down with great violence*”—PotTBiea, Ui. 54. J'his shows the 
place was wfithin the circle of pprpetual snow; whereas that on the Little St 
Bernard is much below it, and far )|eneath any av^auohes. 9 
^ Ij Polybius, iii. 54. 
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ley of Aosta is very rocky and iiaiTo^'’, 
and allbrds many positions where a 
handful of men can arrest an army ; 
in one of wliicli, that of Bard, a small 
Austrian garrison stopped Napoleon 
for twenty-four hours ; yet'Polybius 
and Livy concur in stating, tliat after 
he descended the mountains, the Car¬ 
thaginians experienced no molestation 
on their way to the Jnsubriaus, their 
allies, on the banks of the J*o, I'Jiis 
is inexplicable if they were struggling 
for tlirce days through the narrow aiul 
rocky defiles of the. valley of Aosta, 
but perfectly intelligible if they were 
traversing in half a day the broad and 
open valley of Susa, olfering no facili¬ 
ties to the attacks of the inoinitainccrs. 

But if Napoleon’s passage of the 
St Bernard can never be comi»arc(l to 
that of llaniiibul over Mont Ceuift, 
it is impossible to deny that there is 
a marked and striking siniilarit}^, in 
some respects, between the career of 
the two heroes. Both rose to eini- 
uenee, for the first time, by tlie lustre 
of their Italian campaigns ; the most 
brilliant strokes of both were delivered* 
almost on the same ground, immedi¬ 
ately after having siirniouiited the 
Alps, both headed the forces of the 
democratic party in the country whose 
warriors they led, and were aided by 
at in those which they coinpiered; 
both had a thorough aversion for that 
party in tJicir hearts ; both continued, 
by their single genius, for nineteen 
years in hostility against a host of ene¬ 
mies; both >verc ovej-tlirown at last, in 
41 single battle, on a distant shore, far 
from the scene of their former tri- 
umphvS; both were driven into exile by 
the hatred or apprehensions of their 
enemies; both, after having reached 
tiie summit of glory, died alone and 
uubeiViended in a distant land; both 
have left names immortal in the rolls 
of fame. Jt is no wonder that such 
striking similarities sliould have I’or- 
eibly struck the imaginations of men 
in every laud. It is remarkable that 
many of the greatest patriots who 
ever existed have died in exile, after 
having rendered inestimable services 
to their country, by which tiiey were 
persecuted or betrayed. Themisto- 
cles, Hannibal, Scipio Africanus, Beli- 
sarius, Napoleon, belong to this bright 
band. It not difficult to see that 
the cause ofit is to be fo^d in their 


very greatness itself. They w^ere too 
powerful to be tolerated by their 
countrymen: llicy w'cre too formidabli 
to be endured by their enemies. 

It is hard to say whether Ilanni 
bal’s military ca|iacity appeared most 
strongly iu strategy, that is, the general 
direction of a campaign, Qr in tactics, 
that is, the management of troops on 
tlie field of battle. In both he wan 
iniriviillcd in ancient times. His 
M'ouderfiil ability in strateg}'", and in 
preparing his multifarious forces for 
the grauJ enterprise for which 
they were destined, appears from 
the very out,sot of his niilitaiy ca¬ 
reer. Jlevoted to the desti'nction of 
Home fi'oui his youth upwards, and 
steady in the determination to over¬ 
throw that inveterate enemy to his 
country, he had yet the difhcult and 
ajiparcntly hopeless task of accom- 
])Iisliing tins by land warfare, wdiea 
Carthage had no native born annyiu 
tlie slightest degree commensurate to 
its execution, 'fo form sucli an ai'my 
was his^lirst object, and this he ac¬ 
complished by his successes in Spain, 
before the second riinicAVar began. Ju 
the interval between the first and tho 
second of those dire contests, lie was 
assiduously employed in conquering, 
orgaui/.ing, mid disciplining the force.'i 
by w'bicb his great object w^as to bo 
eifected ; and such w'as his caiiacity, 
that, notwithstaiuling tlie untoward 
issue of the first Punic War, the Gar¬ 
th aginiaus gradiially iv'ga ined -the 
ascendant in the j*cuiusula, while 
his manners ’were so winning, that 
erelong hi* attracted all its military 
strength to his standard. The Homan, 
hifiuence w’as limited to the narrow 
and broken territory which lies be¬ 
tween the Ebro and the Pyrenees, 
and forms tin* modern province of 
Catalonia, while all the rest of 
the i^eninsula obeyed the orders of 
Hannibal. It was iu Spain that 
he Ibrined tliat great military force 
which so soon after shook to its foun¬ 
dation the. solid fabric of Horaau 
power; lie tliere erected the platform 
on which his engines of assault were 
placed. When he began his triumph¬ 
ant march from Saguntnm to attempt 
the conquest of Home, after surmount¬ 
ing both the Pyrenees and the Alps, 
he at the head of a splendid army 
of ninety thousand fool^ and twelve 
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thousand horse, witli forty elephants; 
the most powerful array, if the qua- 
V. lity and discipline of the troops is 
taken into account, which Europe 
had yet seen. Of this great force, 
not more than a fourth part were 
Carthaginian soldiers; so mightily 
had the military force of Hannibal in¬ 
creased with the prosperous issue of 
his rcninsular campaigns. 

Had the Carthaginian general suc¬ 
ceeded in reaching the banks of the 
Tiber with the half even of this force, 
the fate of Home was scaled, and the 
glories of tho Ca]>itol were extin¬ 
guished for ever. But he had innu¬ 
merable diliicultics to contend with— 
physical, w^arlikc, and moral—before 
he readied the Italiau plains. His 
march from the Ebro to the i*o was 
a continued combat. The moun¬ 
tain tribes of Catalonia, celebrated in 
every age for their obs/iiiatc and 
persisting liostility, w'erc then .firm 
in the Homan interest. The moun¬ 
tain strength of the J^yreuecs; the 
rapid currents of the Hhone-j^the cruel 
warfare, and yet more dangerous peace 
of the Cauls ; the desperate valour of 
the iuhabitaiits of the Alps; the in¬ 
clemency of the weather on their 
snowy summits, all required to be 
overcome, and they thinned his ranks 
more than all the swords of the le¬ 
gions. Instead of ninety thousand 
foot, and twelve tliousaiid horse, with 
AvhicU ho broke up from Saguntum, 
he brought only twenty thousand in¬ 
fantry, and six tliousaud horse to the 
lieUls of Piedmont. No less than 
seventy-six thousand men had been 
lost or left to preserve the communi¬ 
cations, since they left the Yalcncian 
jihiius. So slender was the force with 
wliich this great commander com-^ 
menced, on its owm territory, the* 
conflict with a power which 6re three 
years had elapsed^ carried on the war 
with fourteen legions, numbering an 
hundred and seventy thousand com¬ 
batants, between the auxiliaries and 
Koman soldiers. It is in the magni¬ 
tude of this disproportion, and the ex¬ 
tremely small amount of the reinforce¬ 
ment which he received from home 
during the next fifteen years that tho 
war lasted, that the decisive proof of 
the marvellous capacity of the Cartha¬ 
ginian general is to be found, it is 
a similar disproportion which has 


marked tlie campaigns of Napoleon 
in Italy in 1790, and in Franco in 
1811, with immortality. 

The first necessity was to augment 
Ilia numbers, and fill up the wide 
chasm in his ranks, by fresh enrol-, 
ments in the territory in wliich he had 
entered. The warlike habits and pre- 
datoiy dispositions of the Cisalpine 
♦Cauls afforded the means of obtaining 
this necessary succour. Tiic victory 
over the Koman horse on the Ticinov 
w'hen the superiority of the Nuniidiait 
cavalry was first decisively displayed, 
liad an immediate effect in bringing 
a crowd of (xauUsh recruits to his 
standard. The Carthaginian gene¬ 
ral was careful in his first engage¬ 
ment to hazard only his cavalry, in 
which arm he was certain of his supe¬ 
riority. The battle of the Trebia. 
which followed, and which first broke 
the strength of the legions, excited 
an unbounded ferment in Lombard}^ 
and brought the Gaulish youths in 
crowds, to follow the career of plunder 
and revenge under his victorious 
standards. Rceriiits speedily were 
not awanting; tho only diflieulty was 
to select from the crowds which pre¬ 
sented themselves for enrolment. It 
was like the resurrection of Prussia in 
1813, against the tyrannic domination 
of the French eiiijieror. "Winter wa.s 
spent in organizing these rude 
auxiliaries, and reducing thorn to- 
something like military discipline; 
and so effective was their co-operation, 
and so numerous the reinforcements 
which their zeal brought to his stand¬ 
ard, that ill the following spring lie 
crossed the Apennines, and traversed 
the marshes ofVoltcrra, at the licack 
of nearly fifty thousand men, of whom 
above one half were Gaulish recruits. 
And when the Consul Flamiuius at¬ 
tempted to stop him on the maj'giii of 
tho Thrasymene Lake, where tho 
stream still called “ Sayiguinetto 
murmurs among the old oaks, tho 
children of the soil, the total defeat 
of his army with the loss of thirty thou¬ 
sand men, lost tho Romans the whole 
north of Italy, and carried consterna¬ 
tion to the gates of the. Capitol. 

After so great a victory within a 
few days’ march of the Tiber, and no 
considerable army intervening to an'est 
the advance of the conqueror, it may 
seem extraordinary that Hannibal 
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did not advance straiglit to the capi¬ 
tal, and terminate tlic n'ar by its de¬ 
struction : still uiorc inexplicable does 
it <at first sight appear, that, instead of 
doing so, he should have turned to the 
left, and passing Rome, moved into the 
south of Italy; thus losing in a great 
measure his communication with Lom¬ 
bardy, which had hitherto proved so 
invaluable a nursery for his army. But 
it was in these very movements, more 
perhaps than in any others of his life, 
that the wisdom and judgment of this 
great gcncrars conduct were conspicu¬ 
ous. The chief difficulty he had now to 
contend with in Italy was the reduc¬ 
tion of its fortified towns. The innu¬ 
merable wars which had so long pre¬ 
vailed in tlie southern parts of the 
reiiinsula, between the Etruscans, the 
Romans, and the Samnites, had 
studded the declivities of the Apen¬ 
nines with castles and fortified burghs, 
the walls of which in great part still 
remain, and constitute not the least 
of the many interesting objects which 
Italy presents to the traveller. Towards 
the reduction of those cities, the tu¬ 
multuary array of theGauls, numerous 
.and efficient as they were in the field, 
could not afford any assistance. En¬ 
gines for assault or the reduction of 
walls they had none; funds for the 
anaintenance of a protracted mctlio- 
<iical warfare wxre not to be looked 
for, in their savage and half-cultivated 
])lains. The communication wdth 
Spain by the circuitous route of the 
Pyrenees and Alps, had been found, 
by dear-bought experience, to be diffi¬ 
cult in the extreme. It could only be 
opened again, by an army nearly as 
])mvcrful as that W'hich had first pene¬ 
trated through it, uuder the guidance 
,of his energetic will. It was in the 
south of the Peninsula, amidst its 
opulent cities and long-established 
civilization, that the resources for a 
war of sieges could alone be looked 
for. It was there, too, that the most 
direct, the shortest, and in fact the 
only secure channel of communicatiou 
with Carthago could be opened: to 
a Punic as to a British army, the true 
base of operations is the sea, the 
worst possible base for that of any 
ether military powder. Beyond all 
question, it was to the judicious choice 
of the south of Italy as his stronghold, 
and the combined skill and policy 


by which he contrived to detach a 
large part of its rich republics, with 
their liarboiu's and places of strength, 
from the Roman alliance, that the 
subsequent protraction of the war for 
fifteen years is to be ascribed. 

Such, liow'cvcr, w^as tlie terror of the 
Roman aims, and tlie influence acquir¬ 
ed by the combined steadiness and 
severity of tlieirrule, that this iiTuption 
into the sontli of Italy was not at 
first attended with the desired effect. 
In vain he liad, in all iireccding en- 
giigenionts sent back all the prison¬ 
ers from the allies without any ran¬ 
som, and treated them in the most 
generous manner; in vain, in all pre¬ 
ceding marches, he had cautiously 
abstained from pillaging or laying 
w asto their lands. Still the Roman 
influence w as predominant. Not one 
state in alliance had revolted : not 
Olio Komaii colony had failed in its 
duty to the parent slate. The Gauls 
alone, who now formed half his army, 
had repaired in crowds to his stand¬ 
ard since lie had descended from the 
Alps. A long season of inactivity 
followed, during which the Romans 
were too prudent to hazard a conflict 
wdth Hannibal in the field, and ho 
was too weak in siege artillei’y to 
attempt the reduction of any of their 
fortified cities. But the time was not 
lost by that indefatigable commander, 
and the following passage from Ar¬ 
nold will both shOAv how it was em¬ 
ployed, and serve as a fair specimen 
of the stylo of that powerful and ]«a- 
nieuted writer:— 

Never was Hannibars genius moro 
displayed than during this long period 
of inactivity. More than half of lus 
army consisted of Gauls, of all barha- 
riatis Ihe most impatient and uncertain in 
their humour, whose fidelity, it was said, 
could only be secured by an ever open 
hand ; no man was their ft*iend any long¬ 
er than he could gorge them with pay 
or plunder. Those of his soldiers who 
were not Gauls, were cither Spaniards or 
Africans; the Spaniards were the newly 
conquered subjects of Carthage, stran¬ 
gers to her race and language, and ac¬ 
customed to divide their lives between 
actual battle and the most listless bodily 
indolence; so that when one of their 
tribes first saw the habits of a Roman, 
camp, and observed the centurions- 
walking up and down before the prseto^ 
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riumfor exercise, the Spaniards thought 
them mad, and ran up to guidu them to 
their tents, thinking that he who was 
not fighting could do nothing hut lie at 
hia ease and enjoy hiraicir. Even the 
Africans were foreigners to Carthago; 
they were subjects harshly governed, 
and had been engaged within the last 
twenty years in a war of extermination 
with their masters. Yet the long inac¬ 
tivity of winter quarters, trying to the 
discipline of the best national armies, 
was borne patiently by llaunibars sol¬ 
diers j thore was neither desertion nor 
mutiny amongst them ; even the fickle¬ 
ness of the Gauls seemed spell-bound; 
they remained steadily in their camp in 
Apulia, neither goiug home to their own 
country, nor over to the enemy. On the 
contrary, it seems that fresh bands of 
Gauls must have joined the Carthaginian 
army after the battle of Thrasymenus, 
and the retreat of the Roman army from 
Ariminum. For the Gauls*' and the Span¬ 
iards andthe Africans were overpowered 
‘ by the ascendency of Hannibars charac¬ 
ter; under his guidance they felt thoin- 
eelves invincible; with such a general 
the yoke of Carthage might s(U‘m to the 
Africans and Spaniards the natural do¬ 
minion of superior beings; in such a 
ehampion the Gauls beheld the appoint¬ 
ed instrument of their country's gods 
to lead them once more to assault the 
Capitol,”—Vol. Ui. 131-132, 

It was the battleofCann:uwhk‘h first 
shook the fidelity of the Roman allies, 
and by opening to the Carthagiiiians 
the gates ofCapiia, gave them the co}u- 
inand of a city in the south of Italy, 
second only to Romo herself in wealth 
and consideration. Of this great and 
memorable battle, wiicii ujiwards of 
eighty thousand Romans fell, and their 
power was, to all appearance, irre¬ 
coverably broken, Arnold gives the 
following interesting account:— 

The skirmishing of the light-armed 
troops preluded as usual to the battle; 
the Bulcarian slingers slung their stones 
like hail into the ranks of the Roman 
line, and severely wounded the consul 
Ai^milius himself. Then the Spanish 
and Gaulish horse charged the Romans 
front to front, and maintained a stand¬ 
ing fight with them, many leaping oft* 
their horses and fighting on foot, till 
the Homans, outumbered and badly 
araiad, without cuirasses, with light 
and brittle spears, and with shields 
made only of ox-hide, were totally rout- 
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ed and driven off the field. Haadrubal, 
who commaiidod the Gauls and Span¬ 
iards, followed up his work effectually j 
he chased the Romans alon^’’ the river, 
till he had almost destroyed them, and 
then, riding off to the right, he cam<? 
up to aid the Numidians, who, after 
their manner, had been skirmishing in¬ 
decisively with the cavalry of the Ital¬ 
ian allies. These, on seeing the Gauls 
and Spaniards advancing, broke away 
and (led; the Numidians, most effective 
in pursuing a fiying enemy, chased 
them with unwearlable speed, and 
slaughtered tlicm unsparingly ; while 
llasdrubal, to complete his signal ser¬ 
vices on this day, charged fiercely upon 
the rear of the Roman infantry. 

“ lie found its huge masses already 
weltering in helpless confusion, crowded 
upon one another, totally disorganized, 
and fighting each man as he best could, 
but struggling on against all hope, by 
more indomitable courage. For the 
Roman columns on the right and left, 
finding the Gaulish and Sjjanish foot 
advancing in a convex line or wedge, 
pressed forwards to assail what seemed 
the flanks of the enemy's column; so 
that, being already drawn up with too 
narrow a front by their original forma¬ 
tion, they now became compressed still 
more by their own movoinonts, the 
right and left converging towards the 
centre, till the whole army became one 
dense column, which forced its way on¬ 
wards by the weight of its charge, and 
drove back the Gauls and Spaniards 
into the rear of their own line. Mean¬ 
while, its viclorious advance had carried 
it, like the English column at Fontenoy, 
into the midst of Hannibars army; it 
ha<l passed between the African infantry 
on its right and left, and now, whilst its 
head was struggling against tlie Gauls 
and Spaniards, its long flanks were 
fier<jely assailed by the Africans, who, 
facing about to the right and left, 
charged it home, and threw it into utter- 
disorder. In this state, when they wore 
forced together into one unwieldy crowd, 
and already falling by tho sands, whilst 
the Gauls and Spaniards, now advancing 
in their turn, were barring further pro¬ 
gress in front, and whilst the Africans 
were tearing their mass to pieces on both 
flanks, Hasdrubal, with his victorious 
Gaulish and Spanish horsemen, broke 
with thundering fury upon their rear. 
Then followed a butchery such as has 
no recorded equal, except the slaughter 
of the Persians in their camp, when the 
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Greeks forced it after the battle of 
Platroa. TTnable to fight or fly, Tvith 
no quarter asked or given, the Ro¬ 
mans and Italians fell before the 
swords of their enemies, till, when tho 
sun set upon the field, there were 
loft, out of that vast multitude, no more 
than three thousand men alive and un¬ 
wounded, and these fled in straggling 
parties, under cover of the darkness, 
and found a refuge in tho neighbouring 
towns. I'he consul iEmilius, the pro- 
consul Cn. Servilius, the late master of 
the horse M. Miuucius, two qutestors, 
twenty-one military tribunes, eighty 
senators, and eighty thousand men, lay 
dead on the field of battle. The consul 
Varro, with seventy horsemen, had es¬ 
caped from the rout of the alii (id cavalry 
on the right. The loss of the vii.-tors 
w'as only six thousand men.” —Arnold, • 
iii. 140-143. 

The dreadful battle of Cauii.T bears 
a close resemblance in many impor¬ 
tant particulars to two of the most 
important which have been fought in 
modern times—those of Agincourt 
and Asp(‘rn. Tho close agglomera¬ 
tion of legion ary soldiers in the Roman 
eoiitre, the tempest of stones which 
fell on their ranks from the slings of* 
the Balearic marksmen, and the lay¬ 
ing bare of the, huge mnvieldy mass 
])y the defeat of the cavalry on their 
flanks, was pn^asely the countcry)art 
of what occurred in the army of Phi¬ 
lippe of A^alois in the first of these 
incmoi'iible fields, when the French 
men-at-arms, thirty-tw'o deep, were 
thrown into confusion by the incessant 
discharges of the English arcliers, 
their flanks laid open hy the repulse 
of the vehement charge of their horse 
by Henry V., and their dense columns 
. slaughtered where they stood, unable 
alike to fight or to fly, by the general 
advance of the Englisli billmen. Still 
closer, perhaps, is the resemblance to 
the defeat of the French centre under 
l^annes, wliich penetrated in a stdid 
column into the centre of the Aus¬ 
trian army at Aspern. Its weight, 
and the gallantry of the leading files, 
brought the huge mass even to the 
reserves of tho Archduke; but that 
gallant prince at length stopped their 
advance by six regiments of Hunga¬ 
rian grenadiers ; the German artillery 
and musketry tore their flanks by 
an incessant discharge on either adey 


and at length the formidable colunm 
was forced back like an immense wild 
beast bleeding at every pore, but still 
combating and unsubdued, to the 
banks of the Danube. The repulse 
of the formidable English column, 
fourteen thousand strong, wliich de¬ 
feated in succession every regiment 
^in the French army except tlie last 
'reserve of two regiments of guards at 
Fontenoy, and the still more momen¬ 
tous defeat of tlie last attack of the 
Im])erial Guard at AVatcrIoo, also bear 
a striking and interesting resemblance 
to the rout of the Homan centre aftiu' 
it had ]K*nctrntcd tlu* Carthaginian 
line at the battle of Camne. In truth, 
the attack in column, formidable be¬ 
yond measure if not met by valour 
and conibat(‘d with skill, is exposed 
to the most serious dangers if the 
line in its front is strong and ]*e- 
soliite enoug^i to withstarid the im- 
]mlse, till its flanks are overlapped and 
envclojted by a cross fire from the 
emmiics’ lines, converging inwards, an 
ColboriK^ and Maitland did at AVater- 
loo on the flank of the Old (4uard; 
and thence it is that the French attack 
in column, so often victorious over 
the otiicr troops in hhiro])e, lias never 
succeeded against tlie close and de¬ 
structive fire of the. English infantry, 
guided by tlic adirdralilc dispositions 
with w'hicii AVcUingl.ou first repelled 
that formidabh’ onset. 

Arnold, whose accouuf ofllannibnrs 
canqiaigiis iu Italy is by niiicli tJie 
best ^^■hicll lias been given in inod(*rn 
times to the world, and more scientific 
and discrinjinating than either of tlu^ 
immortal narrati\e.s of the ancient 
historians, has clearly brought out two 
im]>ortaiit trnlhs from their e.xaniina- 
ti»ii. Thcfirstis,that it w'asllanniburs 
supcriority.in cavalry, and, above all, 
the incomparable skill and hardihood 
of bis !Numidian house, wliicli gave, 
him W'hut erelong proved an undis¬ 
puted su])cviovity iu the field; the 
second, that it was the strength of the 
towns in the Roman alliances iu the 
south of Italy, and the want of siege 
artillery on the side of the Carthaginian 
general, w^hich proved their salvation. 
8o undisputed did the suiicriority of 
the invading anriy become, that, after 
the battle of Cann®, it was a fixed 
principle with the Roman generals, 
dia-bag the thudeen subsequent cam- 
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paigns that ensued in Italy, never on 
any occasion, or with any superiority 
of force whatever, to hazard a general 
battle. Such was their terror of the 
African horse, that the sight of a few 
Xumidiau uniforms in the fields was 
sufficient to make a whole consular 
army stand to its arms. So paralysed 
was the strength of Romo by the 
.slaughter of Canine, that Capua soon 
after revolted and becaino the head- 
(juarters of Hannibal’s army; and, out 
of the thirty Roman colonies, no less 
tlian twelve sent in answer to the re- 
(luisilioiis of the consuls, that they had 
not a mail or a penny more to send, and 
that Romo must depend on its own 
resources. Never, not even when the 
disasters of Thrasymene and Caniim 
were first heard, was sueb consterna¬ 
tion apparent in Rome, as when that 
mournful resolutioii'was communicated 
in the Forum. 

In truth, such -was the prostration 
of the strength of Rome by these ter¬ 
rible defeats, that the republic was 
gone but for the jealousy of the Car¬ 
thaginian government, which hindered 
them from sending any efiiciciit suc¬ 
cours to Hannibal, and the unconquer¬ 
able spirit of the Roman aristocracy, 
which rose? wdth every disaster which 
ensued, and led them to make ettbrts 
in behalf of their country wdiicli appear 
almost superhuman, and never have 
boon equalled by any subsequent 
people on eartli. R(‘publican as lie is 
in liis ideas, Arnold, with his usual 
candour as to facts, admits, in the 
.strongest manner, those prodigious 
elforta made by the patricians of Rome 
on this memorable occasion; and that 
the issue of the contest, and with it 
the fate of the civilized w'orld, depend¬ 
ed on their exertions. Out of 270,Q,00 
men, of whom tlic citizens of Rome 
consisted before tbo war, no less than 
seventy thousand were in arms in its 
fourth year. No sucli proportion, 
has ever since been heard of in the 
world. One in a hundred of the 
whole population is the utmost which 
experience has shown a state is capa¬ 
ble of bearing, for any length of 
time, in her regular army. “ As 
Hannibal,” says he, “ utterly eclipses 
Carthage, so, on the contrary, Fabius, 


Marcellus, Claudius Nero, even Scipio 
himself, arc as notliing when compared 
to the spirit, and wisdom, and power 
of Rome. The senate, which voted its 
thanks to its political enemy Varro, 

‘ because he had not despaired oC tlie 
commonwealth,’ and which disdained 
either to solicit, or to reprove, or to 
threaten, or in any Avay to notice the 
twelve colonics which had refused to 
send their accustomed supplies of men 
for the army, is far more to bo ho¬ 
noured than the conqueror of Zama. 
Never was the wisdom of God’s provi¬ 
dence more manifest than in the issue 
of the struggle between Rome and 
Carthage. It was clearly for the good 
of mankind that Hannibal should be 
conquered; his triumph would have 
stopped the progress of the world. 
For great men can only act permanent¬ 
ly by fonning great nations, and no 
one man, even though it were Han¬ 
nibal himself,-can, in one generation, 
effect such a work. But where tlic 
nation has been merely cnlilndled for 
a while by a great man’s spirit, tlie 
light passes away with him who com¬ 
municated it; and the nation, when he 
is gone, is like a dead body to whicli 
,, magic power had for a moment 
given an unnatural life; when the 
charm has ceased, the body is cold and 
stifl’ as before. He who grieves over 
the battle of Zaiiia, should carry on liis 
thoughts to a period thirty years later, 
when Hannibal must, in the course (jf 
nature, have been dead; and consider 
liow the isolated Phoenician city of 
C’arthage was fitted to receive and to 
consolidate the civilization of (Trccce, 
or by its laws and institutions to biml 
together barbarians of every race and 
language into an organized empire, 
and pj‘opare them for becoming, when. 
that empire was dissolved, the free’ 
members of the commonwealth of 
Christian Europe.” ^ • 

Such was Hannibal; a man capa¬ 
ble by his single capacity of arresting 
and all but overturning a nation, des¬ 
tined by Providence for such mighty 
achievments, such lasting services, to 
the human race. Ills combat with 
Romo was not that of a general with 
a general, of an army with an army ; 
it was like the subsequent contest be- 
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tween Napoleon and England, the 
contest of a man with a nation; and 
in both cases, the nation, after being 
reduced to the most grievous straits, 
proved victorious over the man. But 
Hannibal w^as not supported as the 
French emperor was during the great 
part of his splendid career; no nation 
with forty millions of souls laid its 
yontli at his feet; no obsequious se¬ 
nate voted him two millions of men 
in fifteen years; he did not march 
w'ith the military strength of the half 
of Europe at his back. Alone, unaid¬ 
ed, unbcfriciidcd, with the Roman 
legions in front, and the jealous Car¬ 
thaginian senate in rear, without suc¬ 
cour, reinforcements, or assistance 
from home, he maintained the con¬ 
test for fifteen years in Italy, against i 
the might, the energy, and tlic patri¬ 
otism of Rome. Such was the terror 
inspired by liis name and exploits, 
that it rendered even the fierce ple¬ 
beians of Romo, usually so Jealous of 
patrician inteiferencc with their rights, 
obseciuious even in the comitia to 
their commands. “Go back,” said 
Fabius, Avhen the first ccntiuics had 
returned consids of their ow'ji choice, 
whom he knew to be unfit for the 
command, “and bid them recollect 
that tlic consuls must liead the ar¬ 
mies, and that Hannibal is in Italy.” 
The people succumbed, the votes w'erc 
taken anew, an{l the consuls whom he 
desired were returned. • 

After the battle of Cannru had ren¬ 
dered hopeless any further contest in 
the field, the war in Italy degenerated 
into a mere sncoessioii of attempts 
to gain possession of fortified towuis. 
Hannibafs total -want of siege artil¬ 
lery left him no resource for this but 
• stratagem or internal assistance, and 
in gaining both his great capacity 
was eminently conspicuous. Capua, 
Beiievcntiim, Tarciitum, and a great 
many others, were successively wrest¬ 
ed or won from the Romans; and it 
at one period seemed exceedingly 
doubtful whether, in this war of posts 
and stratagems, the Carthaginian 
would not prefail over tliem, as ho 
had done in the field. This war, and 
from the influence of the same neces¬ 
sity in both cases, much resembled 


IV. m Franco; and the military con¬ 
duct of Hannibal bore alternately a 
striking resemblance to the skill and 
resources of the chivalrous king of 
Navarre, and the bold daring of the 
emperor Napoleon. The gallant ir¬ 
ruption, in particular, of the Cartha¬ 
ginian general, by wdiich ho relieved 
Capua when closely besieged by the 
Roman forces, bears, as Arnold has 
observed, the most remarkable re¬ 
semblance to the similar march of 
Napoleon from Silesia to relieve Dres¬ 
den, when beset by the Allied armies 
under the command of Schw^artzcii- 
berg in 1813. Nor did the admirable 
skill of the consul Nero—wdio took 
advantage of his interior lino of com¬ 
munication, and brought a decisive 
superiority of force toni tUe frontiers 
of Apulia to bear on the army which 
Hamilcar hati led across the Pyre¬ 
nees and the Alps, to aid Ids brother 
ill the south of Italy, and thus decide 
the Avar in Italy—bear a less striking 
analogy to Napoleoifs cross marches 
from Rivoli to the neighbourhood of 
Mantua in 179G, to the able move¬ 
ment of the Archduke Charles from 
the Bavarian plains to the banks of 
the Maine, w'hich proved the salva¬ 
tion of Germany in 1796, or to the gal¬ 
lant irruption of Napoleon, first into 
the midst of Bluchcr’s scattered co¬ 
lumns on the plains of Champagne, 
and then against tlie heads of Sch wart- 
zenberg’s ivcighty columns at the r 
bridge of Montercaii in 1814, during ^ 
immortal campaign in Franco. - 
gight years have now elapsed since ^ 
had the gratification of review¬ 
ing, on its publication, tlie first volume < 
of Arnold’s Rome; and w'e then 
foretold the celebrity w'hich that ad¬ 
mirable AVKitcrAvas qualified to attain^'k 
The publication since that period of 
tAVo additional volumes has amply 
A'erified that prediction; and aug- < 
mented the bitterness of the regret 
Avhich, in common with all his coun¬ 
trymen, aa'c felt at his untimely death. 
It is clear that he Avas qualified be¬ 
yond any modern writer who has yet 
undertaken the glorious task, to write 
a history of the Rise and Progress of 
the Roman Republic. What a work 
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ivould eight volumes such as that be¬ 
fore us oil Ilaunibal have formed, in 
conjuuctiou with Gibbon’s immortal 
Decline and Fall! His ardent love 
of truth, his warm aspiration after 
the ha{tplness of the human race, his 
profound and yet liberal religious feel¬ 
ings, as much gave him the spirit 
requisite for such an undertaking, as 
lus extensive scholarship, his graphic 
power, lus geographical eye, and bril¬ 
liant talents for description, fittedjiim 
lor carrying it into execution. 'It is 
one of the most melauclioly events of 
our times, which has reft one of the 
brightest jewels from the literary 
crown of England, that such a man 
should have been cut off at the ze¬ 
nith of his power, ana the opening 
of his fame. Arnold was a liberal 
writer; but what then? We love 
and respect an honest opponent. lie 
was candid, ingenuous^ and truth- 
Igving ; and if a historian is such, it 
matters, pot what his political opin¬ 
ions are^for he cannot avoid staling 
facts that support the consci-vative 
side. His errors, as we deem them, 


in politics, arose from the iisual causes 
which mislead men on human affairs, 
generosity of heart and inexperience 
of mankind. i He could not conceive, 
with an imagination warmed by the 
heroes of antiquity, what a race of 
selfish pigmies the generality of men 
really are. No man^f such an ele¬ 
vated cast can do so, till he is pain¬ 
fully taught it by experience. Ar¬ 
nold died of a disease of the heart, 
which physicians have named by the 
expressive words “ angina pectoris. 
They were right: it was anxjcty of 
the heart which brougjit him to an 
untimely grave. He died of disap¬ 
pointed hope, of chilled religious aspi¬ 
rations, of mortified political exjiccta- 
tions of social felicity. Who can esti- 
^mate the influence, on so sensitive 
and enthusiastic a disposition, of the 
hftiW't-'rending anguish which his cor¬ 
respondence proves lie felt at the fail¬ 
ure of Ills long-cherished hopes and 
visions of bliss in the Eeform Bill, 
and all the long catalogue of political 
and social evils, now apparent to all, 
it has brought in its train ? 


STANZAS WHITTEN AFTEU THE FUNEUAL OF ADMIRAL SIU DAVID MILNE, 

G.C.B. 

• By Delta. 

Another, yet another! year by year, 

As time progresses with resistless sweep, 

Sever’d from life, the patriots disappear, 

Who bore St George’s standards o’er the deep;— 

Heroic men, whose deck^K'ere Britain’s trust, 

When banded Europe scowl’d around in gloom; 

Nor least, though latest Thou, whose honour'd dust 
Our steps this day hfCVc follow’d to the tomb. 

Yet, gallant Milne, what more could’st thou desire, 

Kiiplete in fame, in yeai’S, and honoiii’s, save 

To wrap thy sea-cloak round thee, and expire, 

Where thou had’st lived in glory, on the wave ? 

From boyhood to thy death-day’mid the scenes 
Where love is garner’d, or the brave have striven, 

With scarce a breathing-time that intervenes, 

Thy life was to our country’s service given. 

A British sailor! ’twas thy proud delight 
Up glory’s rugged pathway to aiipire; 

Heady in council, resolute in fight, * * 

And Spartan coolness temper’d Roman fire! 
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Yes; sixty years liave pass’d, since, in tliy prime. 

Plunging from off the shatter’d Blan(h;>, o’erboard 
Amid the moonlight waves, twas thine to climb I 
La Pique’s toru side, and take the Frenchman’s s^orar 

And scarcely less remote that midnight dread, 

Or venturous less tliat daring, \\iien La Seine 
Dismay’d, dismasted, cumber'd with her dead, 

Struck to the ship she fled—and fought in vain, 

• 

/ And veterans now arc all, who, young in heart, 

Burn’d as they heard, how o’er the watery way, 

Compell’d to fight, yet eager to depart, 

The Vengeance battled tlirough tlie livelong day— 

Battled with thee, who, steadfast, on her track, 

Not to be shaken off, untiring bent; 

And how awhile the fire from each grew slack, 

The shatter’d masts to splice, and riggings rent,— 

• 

And how, at dawn, the conftict was renew’d, 

Muzzle to muzzle, almost hand to hand, 

Till useless on the wave, and (;arnage-strcw’d, 

The foe lay wreck’d uu St Domingo’s strand,— 

And how huzza'd his brave triumphant crew! 

And liow the hero burn'd wiihiii Ids eye, 

When Milne beliold upon the staff, where flew 
The Tricolor, the flag of Britain fly!! 

And yet once more thy country calls!—beneath 
The towers and demi-lune of dark Algiers 
The Impregnable is anchor’d, in the teeth 
Of bomb-proof batteries, frowning, tiers on tiers. 

Another day of triumph for tlic right,— 

Of laurels fresh for Exmniitli and for thee,— 

When Afric’s Demon, palsietl sight 
Of Euroi)e’s Angel, bade thc"slave go free! 

But when aw^ay War’s fiery storms liad burn’d, 

And Beace rc-gladden’d Earth with skies of blue, 

Thy sword into the pnining-hook was turn’d, 

And Cicsar into Cincinnatus grew. 

The poor’s protector, the unbia^s’d judge, 

’Tw^as thine with warm unwearied zeal to lend 
Time to each duty’s call, withoiiU grudge; 

The Christian, and the Tatriot, and the Friend. ' 

Farewell! ’tis dust to dust within the grave; 

But while one heart beats high to Scotland’s fame. 

Best of the good, and bravest of the brave, 

The name of Milne shall be an honour’d name. 
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STANZAS TO THE MEMORY OF THOMAS HOOD. 


SlUMONS. 

"Take back into tliy bosom, Earth, 

This joyous, May-eyed morrow, 

The gentlest child that ever Mirth 
Gave to be rear’d by Sorrow. 

’Tis hard—while rays half green, half gold, 
Through venial bowers are burning. 

And streams their diamond-mirrors hold 
To Summer’s face returning— 

To say, We’re thankful that Ilis sleep 
Shay never more be lighter, 

In whose sweot-toiigued companionship 
Stream, bower, and beam grew brighter! 


But all the more intensely true 
His soul gave out each feature 
Of elemental Love—each hue 
And grace of golden Nature, 

The deeper still beneath it all 
ljurk’d the keen jags of Anguish; 
The more the laurels clasp’d his brow, 
Their poison made it languish. 
Seem’d it that like the Niglitingale 
Of his own mouniful singing,* 

The tenderer would his song prevail 
While most the thorn was stinging. 

HI. • 

So never to the Desert-w'orn 
Did fount bring freshness^epor. 
Than that Ids placid rest th^mom 
Has brought the shrouded sleeper. 
That rest may lap his weary head 
Where charnels choke the city, 

Or where, mid woodlands, by his bed 
The wren shall wake its ditty: 

But near or far, while evening’s star 
Is dear to hearts regretting, 
Around that spot admiring Thought 
Shall hover imforgetting. 

IV. 

And if this sentient, seething world 
Is, after all ideal, 

Or in the Immaterial furl’d 
Alone resides the llcaA, 


* In his beautiful Ode to Melancholy i oxyginally published i 
Maga&ine. ^ 


Blackwood’s 
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Freed One ! there’s wail for thee this hour 
Througli thy loved Elvcs^ dominions 
Hush’d is eaeh tiny trumpet-flower, 

And droopetli Ariel’s pinions; 

Even Puck, dejected, leaves his swing,f 
To plan, witli fond endeavour, 

What pretty bnds and dews shall keep 
Tliy pillow bright for ever. 

V. 

And higher, if less happy, tribes— 

The race of eartlily Childhood, 

Shall miss thy Whims of frolic wit, 

That in the summer wild-wood, 

Or by the Christmas lioarth, w'erc iiail'd 
And hoarded as a trciusure 
Of imdccayiiig merriment 
And ever-changing pleasure. 

I’hings from thy lavish Iiumour flgng, 

Profuse as scents jft’e flying 
Tliis kindling morn, wJien blooms arc born 
As fast as blooms are dying. 

YI. 

Subluncr Art own’d thy control, 

The minatrel’s mightiest magic, 

With sadness to subdue the soul, 

Or thrill it with tlic Tragic. 

How, listouing Aram’s fearlul dream, 

AVc see bcneatli the willow, 

That dreadful Thing, t or watch him steal, 

Ciuilt-Iightcd, to his pillow. § 


* Plea of the Midsuniiwr FairieSt a poem perfectly unrivalled for tlie 

intimate sense of nature, tender fancy, and pathetic playfulness displayed in it. 

‘I’ “ Pity it was to hear the Elfins’ wail 

Rise up in concert from their mingled dread, 

Pity it was to see them all so pale 
Gaze on the grass as fur a dying bed. 

But Puck was seated on a spider’s thread 
That hung between two branches of a brier, 

And * * * § gan to swing and gambol, heels o’er head, 

Like any Southwark tumbler on a wire, 

. For him no present grief couM long inspire.’’ 

Pica of tlie Mtdmmmev Fah'kt. 

t AVShess the terror of Aram after his victim lies dead before him—(we (juote 

from memory.) • 

" Nothing but lifeless flesh and bone 
That could not do me ill! 

And yet I fear’d him all the more 
For lying there so still; 

There was a manhood in his look 
That Murder could flot kilV* 

Dream of Fugene Arani, 

§ “ For Guilt was my grim charaberlaiu 
AVho lighted me to bed, 

And drew my midnight curtains round 
^ With fingers bloody red,” 

Dream of Eugene Aram, 

3 K 
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Now with thee roaming ancient groves, 

We watch the woodman felling 
The funeral Elm, while through its boughs 
The ghostly wind comes knelling.* 

VII. 

Dead Worshipper of Dian’s face, 

In solitary places 

Shalt thou no more steal, as of yore. 

To meet her white embraces Vf 
Is there no purple in the rose 
Henceforward to thy senses ? 

For thee has dawn, and daylight’s close 
Lost their sweet influences ? 

No!—by the mental might untamed 
Thou took’st to Deatii’s dark poi’tal, 

The joy of the wide universe 
Is now to thee immortal! 

vin. 

How fierce contrasts the city’s roar 
Ayith thy new-conqner’d Quiet! 

This stuniiiiig hell of wheels that pour 
With princes to their riot,— 

I^oud clash tlic crowds—the very clouds 
With thunder-noise are shaken, 

While pale, and mute, and cold, afar 
I'hou liest, mon-forsaken. 

Hot Life reeks on, nor recks that One 
—playful, human-hearted— 

Who lent its clay less earthiness 
Is just from earth departed. 


* Sco his impressive poem on The Elm- Tree, It appeared, a couple of years 
back, in The New Monthly Magazine. 

f “ Before I lived to sigh, 

Thou wert in Avon, and a thousand rills. 

Beautiful Orb! and so, whene'er I lie 
Trodden, thou wilt be gazing from thy hills. 

Blest be thy loving light, where’er it spills. 

And blessed be thy face, O Mother Mild! ” 

Ode to the Moon, publieJied likewise in Blackwood, 1829. 
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north’s specimens of the BRITISH CRITICS. 

No. V. 

Dryden on Chaocer.— Condvded. 


Drvden’s poetical power appears 
tnost of all, perhaps, in his transla¬ 
tions ; and his translation of the most 
vulgar renown is that which unites 
his name to that of the great Homan 
epopeist; but it is not his greatest 
achievement. The tales modernized 
and paraphrased from CJhaiicer, and 
those filled up into poctie.d telling 
from Boccacio, as they are the ■works 
of Dryden\ ■whicli the most fasten 
themselves with interest iijxju a mind 
open to poetry and free from pi’ccoii- 
ccived literary ojiinion, so do they 
seem to us to be, aller all, tlios(i wiiieli 
a. versed critic must distinguish as 
stamped, beyond the others, with the 
skilled case, the flow as of original 
eoinposition, the sustained spirit, and 
force, and fervour — in short, by 
tlie mastery, and by the keen zest of 
Writing. U'hey are the works of his 
more than matured mind — of his 
waning life ; and they sintw a rare 
instance of a talent so steadfastly 
and perscveniigly self-im])roved, as 
that, in life’s seventh deceiinium, the 
growth of Art ovcrweiglied the detri¬ 
ment of Time. But, in good trutli, 
no detriment of time is here percep¬ 
tible ; youthful fire and accomplished 
skill have the air of being met in those 
remarkable pieces. (Ihaucer, in his 
last and greatest labour, the Canter- 
hnrij Tales^ first effectually creating 
his own style, and his translator, Dry- 
ihsn, at about the same ycairs, excel¬ 
ling himself to infuse, renovated life 
into i\\Q Canterbury Tales —are brought 
singularly together. 

The age of Chancer was widely and 
variously different from that of Bry- 
deii. Knowledge, taste, art, had ad¬ 
vanced with strides between the two 
dates ; and the bleak and stormy 
English political atmosphere of the 
fourteenth century liad changed, uoi- 
witlistanding the commotion of the 
later civil war, into a far milder and 
more settled element when the se\Tu- 
teenth drcwlowaJKls a close. Genius, 
likewise, in tlic two poets, was dis¬ 


tinguished by marked differences. 
Strength, simplicity, earnestness, liu- 
inan affection, characterize Chaucer. 
Drydeii has ideiity of strength, too, 
but it sliowa itself diilercntly. Tlie 
strength of Chaucer is called out by 
the re(iuisiliou of the subject, and is 
incasur(*d to the call. Drydeu bounds 
and exults in Ids neiwous vigour, like 
a strong steed broke loose. Exu- 
bei'iint power and rejoicing fre(;dom 
.mark Dryden versityiug—a smootli 
flow, a jiiompt fertility, a prodigal 
spleud<nir of words and images. Old 
Chaucer, thefl’efore, having jiassed 
tliroiigh the hands of Dryden, is no 
longer old {7haucer—no lunger Chau¬ 
cer. But the we.ll-chosen, aud well- 
disjmsed, and well-told tale, full of 
masculine sense, lively with humour, 
made present with painting—for all 
tills Ciiauccr brings to Dryden—be¬ 
comes, by nothing more than the dis- 
aiilhpiating and the different hand, a 
nmv ])oem. 

Place the two side by side, and 
Avhilst you feel that a total change 
has been efieoted, you shall not al¬ 
ways easily assign the secret of Uie 
change wrought. TJierc tlu'ii comes 
into view, it must be owned, some¬ 
thing like an unpractised awkward¬ 
ness in the gait of the gn*at elder 
bard, which you less willingly believe, 
or to which you shut your ej'cs, wJjen 
you have him by himself to yourself. 
The step of Dryden rapid, and has 
perfect decision. He knows, with 
every spring he takes, where lie shall 
alight. Now Chnueef, you would 
ofleu say, is retarded by looking 
M here he shall next set dow n his loot. 
'J'lie old poetry details tlio wlioio scries 
of thinking. The modem suj)i>osc8 
more. That is the cousoquence of 
practice. Writer aud rcadeu’ are in 
better intelligence. A hint goes fur¬ 
ther— that which is known to be 
meant ireeds not be explicitly said. 
Style, as the art advances, gains in 
dispatch. There is Better keeping, 
too, in some respects. The dignity 
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of the style—the purpose of the Beau¬ 
tiful—is more considerately maintain¬ 
ed. And perhaps one would bo jus¬ 
tified in saying, that if the earnest¬ 
ness of the heart, which was in the 
old time the virtue of virtues, is less 
j^the glow of the fancy, the tone of 
'inspiration, is proportionally more. 
And if any where the thought is made 
to give way to the straits of the verse, 
the modem art more artfully hides 
the commission. 

In our preceding paper, in which 
we spoke at lai-gc of the genius of 
Chaucer, we gave some very noble 
extracts from Dryden’s version of the 
Knight’s Talc. But we did not then ven¬ 
ture to quote any long passages from 
the original, unassured ho>vthey might 
look on our page to the eyes of Young 
Britain. Having good reason to know 


[June, 

that Young Britain desires some veri¬ 
table Chaucer from the hands ofMaga, 
we shall now indulge her with some 
specimens; and as we have been given 
to understand that Dryden’s versions 
of the same passages will be accept¬ 
able for comparison, they shall be now 
produced, while the wishes of Young 
Britain shall be further gratified with 
an occasional running commentar;^ 
from our popular pen on both poets. 
We shall confine ourselves to the 
Knight’s Talc, with which all who 
love us arc by this time familiar. 

Let us lead off with one or two 
short specimens, and be not frightened. 
Fair-eyes, with the seemingly strange, 
mayhap obsolete-looking, words of 
the ancient b.ard. Con them over a 
few times, and they will turn into 
letters of light. 
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Chaucer. 

Thus passeth yere by yore, and day by day, 
Till it felle ones in a morwe of May, 

That Emelie, that fayrer was to sene 
Than is thelilie upon the stalke grene. 

And fressher than the May with flouies newe 
(For with the rose colour strof hire hewe 5 
I n’ot which was the finer of hem two) 

Er it was day, as she was Wont to do. 

She was arisen, and all redy dight, 

For May wol have no slogardic a-night. 

The scson priketh every gentil herte, 

And maketh him out of his slope to sterte. 
And sayth 'arise, and do thin observance.* 
This maketh Emclic liave remembrance 
To don honour to May, and for to rise. 
Yclothed was she fresshe for to devise. 

Hire yelwe here was broided in a tresse. 
Behind hire back, a yerde long I guess. 

And in the garden at the sonne uprist 
She walkctb up and down where as hire list. 
She gathereth fiouie^, partie white and red, 
TA make a sotcl gerlond for hire hod, 

And as an angel hevenlich she sang, &c. 


Drtpek. 

Thus year by year they pass, and day by day. 

Till once—’twas on the morn of cheerful May— 

The young Emilia, fairer to be seen 
Than the fair lily on the flowery green, 

More fresh than May herself in blossoms new. 

For with the rosy colour strove her hue, 

Waked, as her custom was, before the day. 

To do ^e observance due to sprightly May; 

For sprightly May commands our youth to keep 
The vigils of her night, and breaks their sluggard sleep; 
Each gentle breast with kindly warmth she moveCo, 
Inspires new flames, revives extinguish’d loves. 
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In this remembrance, Emily, ere day. 

Arose, and dress'd herself in rich array ; 

Fresh as the month, and as the morning fair, 

Adown her shoulders fell her length of hair; 

A ribband did the braided tresses bind. 

The rest was loose, and wanton'd in the wind; 

Aurora had but newly chased the night. 

And purpled o’er the sky with blushing light. 

When to the garden-walk she took her way, 

To sport and trip along in cool of day. 

And offer maiden vows in honour of the May. 

At every turn she made a little stand, 

And thrust among the thorns her lily hand 
To draw the rose; and every rose she drew. 

She shook the stalk, and brush’d away the dew ; 

Then party-colour’d flowers of white and red 
She wove, to make a garland to her head. 

This done, she sung and caroll’d out so clear, 

That men and angels might rejoice to hear. 

Even wondering Philomel forgot to sing, , 

And learn’d from her to w’clrfoine in the spring. 

What can you ^Yisll more innocent- And now look at Arcite—how he, too, 
!y beautiful than Chaucer’s — what docs his observance of the May\ 
more graceful than Drydcii’s Emclie? 

Chaucer. 

The besy lark, the messenger of day, 

Salewethin liire song the morwc gray; 

And firy Phuibus riseth up so bright 
TJiat all the orient laugheth of the sight. 

And with his stremes drieth in the greves 
The silver dropes banging on the levcs, , 

And Arcite that is in the court real 
With Theseus the squier principal. 

Is risen, and loketh on the mery day. 

And for to don his observance to May, 

Remembring on the point of his desire 
lie on his courser, sterting as the fire. 

Is ridden to the feldcs him to play. 

Out of the court, wore it a mile or tway. 

And to the grove of which that I you told. 

By aventure his way ho *gan to hold, 

To maken him a gerlond of the greves, 

Were it of woodbind or of hawthorn loves, 

And loud he song agen the sohnfe shene. 

O May, with all thy flourfes and thy grene, 

Right welcome be thou fairc freshe May, 

I hope that I some grene here getten may. 

Dhtdew. 

The morning lark, the messenger of day, 

Saluted, in her song, the morning gray; ^ 

And soon the sun arose with beams so bright. 

That all the horizon laugh’d to see the joyous sight. 

He, with his tepid rays, the rose renews, 

And licks the drooping leaves, and dries the dews; 

When Arcite left his bed, resolved to pay 
Observance to the month of merry May: 
l^orth, on his fiery steed, betimes he rode. 

That scarcely prints the turf on which he trode : 
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At ease he seem'd^ and prancing o’er the plains^ 

Turi^’d only to the grove his horse’s reins, 

The grove I named before, and lighting there 
A woodbine garland sought to crown his hair ; 

Then turn’d his face against the rising day. 

And raised his voice to welcome in the May:— 

For thee, sweet month, the groves green liveries wear. 

If not the first, the fairest of the year: 

For th(ie the Graces h^ad the dancing hours. 

And Nature’s ready pencil paints the flowers : 

When thy short reign is past, tlie feverish sun 
The sultry tropic fears, and moves more slowly on. 

So may thy tender blossoms fear no blight, 

Nor goats, with venom'd teeth, thy tendrils bite. 

As thou shalt guide my w'andoring feet to find 
The fragrant greens I seek my brows to bind. 

In Chaucer, Arcite’s address to the son now, for summer has come at last, 
“ntieryMay” is but of three plain and recite them to yourself aud Aina- 
lincs, and they suffice; iii^Dryden, of i-j'Ilis in the shade, 
ten ornate, and they suffice too— ' I3nt now for a loftier strain. Ta- 
alike, but oh! how different! ” The lamon and Arcitc arc about to fight 
plain three arc more in^haractci*, for for Einclic—and lo and behold theu‘ 
Arcite was thinking of Emelie all the aiixiliar kings ! 
while—but the oniatc ten arc in sea- 

Ther maist thou so coming with Palamon 
lacurgo himself, the grete king of Trace : 

Blake ^as his herd, and manly was his face. 

The corcios of his eyen in his head 
They glowedon hetwixen yelwe and red, 

And like a grifibn loked ho about. 

With kempod heres on his brow5s stout; 

His liinmes grot, his brawnc.s hard and strong<*, 

His shouldres brodo, bis armes round and lunge. 

And as the guise was in his countree, 

Full high upon a char of gold stood he, 

With foure white holies in the (rais. 

Instead of cote-armure on his harnals, 

Witli nayles ycJwe, and briglit as any gold. 

Ho had a bercs-skin, colc-blake for old. 

His longc here was kempt behind his bak, 

As any ravenes fethor it shone for blake. 

A wreth of gold arm-gret, of huge w eight. 

Upon his hed sate ful of stones bright. 

Of fine rublns and of diamants. 

About his char thcr wenten wdiite alauns 
Twenty and mo, as great as any store, 

T/) hunten at the leon or the derc. 

And folwed him, with mosol fast ybound. 

Colored with gold, .and toretfes filed round. 

A hundred lordes had he in his route, 

Armed full wel with hertes storne and stoute. 

With Arcita, in stories as men find. 

The gret Emetrius, the King of Inde, 

Upon a stedfe bay, trapped in stele, 

Covered with cloth 'of gold diapered well, 

Came riding like the god of armes, Mara. 

His cotp-armure was of a cloth of Tars, 

Couched with perils, white, and round, and grete^ 

His sadel was of brent gold new ybete; 
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A mantelet upon his shouldres hanging’, 
Bret-ful of rubies red, as fire sparkling. 

Hia crispe here like ririgcs was yroune. 

And that was yelwe, and glittered as the sonne. 
His nose was high, his eyen bright eitrin. 

His lippes round, his colour was sanguin, 

A fe^^e fraknos in his face yspreint, 

Betwixeii yelwe and blake soradel ymeint. 

And as a leon he his luking caste. 

Of five-and-twenty yere his age I caste. 

His herd was wcl begonnen for to spring; 

His vois was 51s a trompc thondcring. 

Upon his hed he wered of lauror grone 
A gerlond fresshe, and lusty for to sene. 

Upon his bond he bare for his deduit 
An egle tame, as any lily whit. 

An hundred hirdes had he with him there 
AU armed save hir hedes in all hir gere, 

Full richiily in alio mancre thinges. 

For trustelh wol, that orlos, dukes, kinges. 

Were gathered in this noble compagni?. 

For love, and for rncrcase of chovalrie. 

About this king ther ran on every part 
Full many a tame leon and loopart. • 


AV'^hat a plenitude of brilliant and 
poAverfuI (h‘scri]>ti()!i! Kvory verse*, 
evi'vy half veivse, adds a c-haracter- 
izing circunistanee, a vivifying image. 
Anti what an integr-iy and self-com- 
]>ie(('n(‘ss has the daring and large 
e.oneejdion of cither martial king! 
And how (listingniHhably the two 
stand apart from cacli other I But 
above ail, what a sudden and rich 
addition to our stock of heroic poet¬ 
ical portraitures ! Jlere is no imita¬ 
tion. Kchher T^ycurge nor Kmctrius 
is any wiieve in })octry but here. Not 
in the Ilhtfl —not in the /V.nvid. You 
cannot compose eitlier of them from 
the heroes of anti(iuity. lOacli is ori¬ 
ginal — iifcw — self-subsisting. The 
monarch of Thrace is invested with 
more of uncouth and savage terror, 
lie is bigger, broader. Might for de¬ 
stroying is in his bulk of bone and 
muscle. Bulls draw him, and he 
looks taurine. A bear-skin mantles 
him; and 3^11 would think him of 
ursine consanguinity. The huge lump 
of gold upon hia raven-black head, 
and the monster liounds, bigger than 
the dog-kind can be imagined to pro¬ 
duce, that gambol about his chariot, 
all betoken the grosser character of 
power—tlie powaT that is in size— 
material. The impression of the por¬ 
tentous is made without going avow¬ 
edly out of th% real. His looking is 
resembled to that of a griffin, because 


in that monster imagined at or be¬ 
yond the verge of nature, tlie fero¬ 
city of a dc^ ouriug, destroying crea¬ 
tine can be conceived as more wild, 
and glim, and fearful tliaii in nature's 
known offspring, in all of whom some 
kindlier sparkles from the heart of 
the great mother, some l>eno(icently- 
implantcd iiistiiiets arc thought of as 
tempering and (qualifying the pure 
animal fierceness and rage. 

The oj)posed King of liule lias also 
of the prodigious, within the limits of 
the ajiparentiy natural. He is also 
a tremendous champion; but lie has 
more fire, and less of mere thewos, 
in the furnishing of hia warlike suffi¬ 
ciency. There is more of mind and 
fancy about him. Ilis fair com¬ 
plexion at once places him in a more 
gi’acious category of death - doers. 
Compare ,to the ear drawn by four 
white bulls, the gallant, bay charger 
barded with steel, and caparisoned 
with cloth of gold. Compare to that 
yellow-nailed, swart bear-skin, the 
coat-armour made with cloth of'fars, 
the mantelet thick-sown wdth rubies ; 
for the locks like the raven’s plumage, 
the culls like Apollo’s tresses. He is 
in the dazzling prime of youth. Black 
Ljxurge, without question, has more 
than twice his 3 'cars, The beard that 
yet springs, joined close to the voice 
that is like a trumpet, is well foumi 
for raising the expression of native 
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power in that thundering voice. The and generous lion. Observe that the 
laurel wreath for the ponderous golden companions of the two kings are de- 
diadem—the white eagle on the wrist scribed, whether through chance or 
for the snowy alauns, are all studied choice, in terms correspondingly op¬ 
to cany through the same opposition, posite. The Thracian leads a him- 
Emetrins is a son of chivalry; Ly- dred lords, with hearts stem ancT 
ciirge might be kin or kith, with a stout. The Indian’s following, earls, 
ditFeronce for the better, of that re- dukes, kings, have thronged to him, 
nowned tyrant Diomedes, who put for the love and increment of chivalry. ^ 
men’s limbs for hay into his manger, The lions and leopards, too, that run ' 
anti of whom Hercules had, not so about him have been tamed. They 
long ago, ridded the world. His finish the Indian picture, 
looking, too, is paralleled away from How does Dryden acquit himself 
hutuanity, but it is by the kingly here? Grandly. 

DRTUEy. 

With Palamon, above the rest in place, 

Lycurgus came, the suily king of Thrace ; 

Black was his board, and manly was his face : 

The balls of his broad eyes roll’d in his head, 

And glared bewixt a yellow and a red; 

He look’d a lion with a gloomy stare. 

And o’er hiaeye-brows hung his matted hair; 

Big-boned, and largo of limbs, with sinews strong, 

Broad-shotilder’d, and his arms were round and long. 

Four milk-white bulls (the Thracian use of old,) 

Were yoked to draw his car of burnish’d gold. 

Upright he stood, and bore aloft his shield. 

Conspicuous from afar, and overlook’d the field. 

His surcoat was a bcar-skin on bis back ; 

His hair hung long behind, and glossy raven-black. 

His ample forehead bore a coronet 

With sparkling diamonds, and with rubies set; 

Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, snowy fair, 

And tall as stags, ran loose, and coursed around his chair, 

A match for pards in flight, in grappling for the bear. 

With golden muzzles all their mouths were bound. 

And collars of the same their necks surround. 

Thus through the field Lycurgus took his way; 

His hundred knights attend in pomp and proud array. 

To match this monarch, with strong Arcite came 
Emetrius, king of Inde, a mighty name! 

On a bay courser, goodly to behold. 

The trappings of his horse emboss’d with barbarous gold. 

Not Mars bestrode a steed with greater grace ; 

His surcoat o’er his armg was cloth of Thrace, 

Adorn,’d with pearls, all orient, round, and great; 

His saddle was of gold, with emeralds set; 

His shoulders large a mantle did attire. 

With rubies thick, and sparkling as the fire; 

His amber-coloured locks in ringlets run, 

With graceful negligence, and shone against the sun. 

His nose was aquiline, his eyes were blue. 

Ruddy bis lips, and fresh and fair his hue; 

Some sprinkled freckles on his face were seen. 

Whose dusk set off the whiteness of the skin. 

His awful presence did the crowd surprise. 

Nor durst the rash spectator meet his eyes. 

Eyes that confess’d him bom for kingly sway^ 

So fierce, they fiash’d intolerable day. 

His age in nature’s youthful prime appear’d. 

And just began to bloom his yellow beard. 
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Whene’er he spoke, his voice was heard around. 

Loud as a trumpet, with a silver sound ; 

A laurel wreath'd his temples, fresh and green. 

And myrtle sprigs, the marks of love, wore mix'd between. 
Upon his fist he bore, for his delight, 

An eagle well reclaim'd, and lily white. 

His hundred knights attend him to the war. 

All arm’d for battle, save their heads wore bare. 

Words and devices blazed on every shield. 

And pleasing was the terror of the field. 

For kings, and dukes, and barons you might see. 

Like sparkling stars, though different in degree. 

All for the increase of arms, and love of chivalry. 

Before the king tame leopards led tlie \>ay, 

And troops of lions innocently play. 

So Bacchus through the conquer’d Indies rode. 


And beasts in gambols frisk’d 

Drydcn, you will have noticed, 
smooths down, in some places, a little 
the savagely of the Thracian. He ha» 
let go the fell gryphon, borrowing in¬ 
stead the lion’s glances of Enietrius. 
For the more refined poetical inven¬ 
tion of the advanced world, the oppo¬ 
sition of the two animals for contrast¬ 
ing the two heroes, had possibly some¬ 
thing of the burlesque. To Chaucer it 
Avas simply energetic. OrDryden per¬ 
haps had not taken iip a right view of 
the gryphon’s looking, or he thought 
that his readers Avould not. He com¬ 
pensates Emetrius with plainly de¬ 
scribing his eyes, in* four very ani¬ 
mated verses. Lycurge's combed eye¬ 
brows arc a little mitigated, as is his 
ferocious bear-skin; and the ring of 
gold, as tliick as a man’s arm, has 
become merely awell-jewelled coronet. 
The spirit of the figure is, notwith¬ 
standing, caught and given. Dryden 
intends and conveys the impression 
purposed and effected by Chaucer. 

If the black and sullen portrait loses 
a little grimness under the rich and 
harmonious pencil of Dryden, the 
needful contradistinction of the two 
royal auxiliars is maintained by 
heightening the favour of the more 
pleasing one. Throughout,Dry den Avith 
pains insists upon the more attractive 
features which Ave have claimed for 
the King of Inde. Grace is tAvice 
attributed to his appearance. He has 


before the honest god. 

gained bliu eyes. Ills complexion 
is carcfujjy and delicately liandletl, 
as may be especially seen in tlie ma¬ 
nagement of the freckles. The bloom- 
vujof his yellow beard, the thundering 
of tlic trumpet changed into a silvery 
sound, the myrtle sprigs mixed 
amongst the warlike laurel—all un¬ 
equivocally disi)lay the gracious 
intentions of Dryden toAvards Eme¬ 
trius—all aid in rendering effecth’^e tlie 
opposition Avhich Chancer has deli¬ 
berately represented betwixt the t^\l» 
kings. Why the surly Thracian 
should be rather allied to the knight 
who serves Venus, and the more gal¬ 
lant Emetrius to the fierce Arcito, 
the favourite of theWar-god, is left 
for the meditation of readers in all 
time to come. 

'J’hc two opposed pictures are per¬ 
haps as highly finished as any pait of 
the version. Tlic words fall into their 
OAVii places, painting their objects. 
The A'crsc marches with freedom, fer¬ 
vour, and power. Translation lias 
then reached its highest peifcctioii 
A^heu the 8uspici<jn of an original 
vanishes. • The translator makes tlu^ 
matter his own, and writes as if from 
his OUT! unassisted ebneeption. Th(! 
allusion to Bacchus is Dryden’s own 
happy addition. 

Now read with us—perhaps for the 
first time—the famous recital of the 
death of Arcite. 


Craucbb. 

Nought may the woful spirit in myn herte 
Declare o point of all my sorwfes smerto 
To you, my lady, that I love most; 

But I bequethe the service of my gost 
To you aboven every creature, 

Sin that my lif ne may no longer dure. 
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Alas the wo ! alas the points stronge 
That 1 for you bare suffered, and so longe ! 

Alas the deth! Alas min EnuUe ! 

Alas departing of our compagnle ! 

Alas min hertcs queue ! alas my wif! 

My hertfes ladic, ender of my lif! 

What is this world ? what axon men to have ? 

Now with his love, now in his oolde grave 
Alone withouten any compagnie. 

Farewel my swete, farewel min Emilie, 

And softe take me in your armes twey. 

For love of God, and herkeneth what I sey. 

I have here with my cosin Palamon 
Had strif and rancour many a day agon 
For love of you, and for my jealousie. 

And Jupiter so wis my soule gie. 

To speken of a servant proprely, 

With alle circumstance trevvely. 

That is to sayn, troulh, honour, and knighthede, 
Wisdom, humhlesse, ostat, and high kinrede, 
Fredom, and all that longet’h to that art, 

So Jupiter have of my soulc part, 

As in this world right now ne know I non 
So worthy to be loved as Palamon, 

That serveth you, and wol don all his lif. 

And if that ever ye shal ben a wif, 

Foryotc not Palamon, the gentil man. 

And with that word his speech faille began. 

For from his feet up to his brest was come 
The cold of death, whicli had him overnome. 

And yet moreover in his armes two, 

The vital sirength is lost, and all ago. 

Only the intellect, withouten more, 

That dwelled in his herte sike and sore, 

Gan faillen, whan the herLe felte deth; 

Dusked his eycn two, and faillod his breth. 

Hut on his ladie yet cast he his eye ; 
llis last^ word was: Mercy, Emilie ! 

His spirit changed hous, and w'entc then, 

As I came never I cannot tellen wher. 

Therefore I stent, 1 am no divini&tre; 

Of soules find I not in this registre. 

Ne me lust not th* opinions to telle 

Of hem, though that they writen wher they dwello. 

Arcite is cold, ther Mars his soule gie. 

Now wol I .spoken foryi of Emilio. 

Shright Emilie, and houleth Palamon, 

And Theseus his sister tokc anon 
Srvouning, and bare hire from the corps away. 
What holpeth it to tarien forth the day. 

To tcllcn how she wep both even and morwe ? 

For in swiche cas wimmen haven swiche sorwe, 
Whan that hir housbondes ben fro hem ago, 

That for the more part they sorwen so, 

I Or dies fallen in swiche maladie. 

That attfe lasffi certainly they die. 

Infinite ben the sorwes and the teres 
Of oldfe folk, and folk of tendre years 
In all the toun for deth of this Theban: 

For him ther wepeth both^ child and man : 

So gret a weping was there non certain, * 

When Hector was ybrought, all fresh yslain 
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To Troy : alas ! the pitee that was there, 
Cratching of chekes, rending eke of here. 
Why woldest thou be ded ? the women crie. 
And haddest gold enough, and Emilie. 


The death of Arcite is one of the 
scenes for which the admirers of 
Chaucer feel themselves entitled to 
claim, that it shall be judged in com¬ 
parison with analogous passages of 
the poets that stand highest in the re¬ 
nown of natural and })athetic delinea¬ 
tion. I'lic dying w ords of the hero arc 
as proper as if either great classical 
master of epic propriety—tlie Chian 
or the Mantuan—had left them to us. 
They are thoroughly sad, thoroughly 
loving, and supremely magnanimous. 
'J’hey have a iieifect sim]ilicity of 
])urposc. They take the last leave Of 
his Einelic ; and they find for her, if 
ever she shall clioose to put off her 
ajiproaeliing estate of unwedded wi¬ 
dowhood, a fit liiisbaud. Tliey have 
answerable simplicity oJ'sentitneut and 
of language, lie is unable to utter 
any particle of tlie i)ain which he feels 
in quitting her ; hut since the service 
wliich living he jiiiys licr, draws to an 
end, lu^ ])!edges to her in the world 
whither he is going, the constant love- 
iealty of his disembodied spirit, lie 
recalls to her, with li woid only, the 
long love-torments he has endured fur 
her, exchanged, in the hour wl»cn they 
should have been crowned with po.s- 
session, for the ])ains of deatli. lie 
heaps endearing names iqmii her. He 
glances at the vanity of liuinaii vvislies 
imaged in himself, and he bids her 
farewell. That is liis ffiht heart-of¬ 
fering towards herself. Can a deatli- 
.severed heart’s elocution be imitated 


more aptly, more touchingly? IIo 
then turns to praising his rival. The 
jealousy, which had so long -been 
the madness of both, filling the two 
kindred, brotherly, once-affectionate 
bosoms with hate, has, in his, melted 
away w'ith life, thence melting away; 
and Arcite, with Ids last intelligible 
breath, describes. Palamun briefly, 
point by point, as he knew him when 
he best loved 1dm. He does not im¬ 
plore Emelic to remain for his sake 
single, lie docs not prct<'nd, if she 
shall inai'ry, to govern lie]’ choice ; 
but he siiiqdy requests her, if the sea¬ 
son siiall ever arrive of such a choice, 
that she will not “forget ralamon.” 
15ut the death-frost crce]>s on—his 
eyes darken—and the siispiration 
which finally wafts the soul from the 
bodj^ beseeches the favour of h(;r, 
only to earn whose favour he lived, 
and with eaniing whose favour ho 
dies. Her name leaves his li[)s last. 
Could Shakspcarc have helped Chan¬ 
cer v Tlie whole speech is admirably 
direct and short. We shall ywcsently 
have to d(*al with one from the same 
poem, which wants that virtue. 

The clamorous outbreak that fol¬ 
low's, first of the private, and, super¬ 
vening iqion that, of the public grief, 
if not altogether couched in ilonieric 
idiraseology or numbers, has an air, 
however, of the liomci’ic ])ainting. 
Hut, indeed, neither is the language 
deffcieiit in fanciful signilicancy, nor 
the measure in good old melody. 


Drtden. 

Ko language can express the smallest part 
Of w'hat 1 f( ol, and suffer in my heart, 

For you, whom best I love and value most; 

15ut to your service I bequeath my ghost; 
Which, from this mortal body when untied, 
linseen, unheard, shall hover at your side; 

Nor fright you waking, nor your sleep offend, 
But w’ait officious, and your steps attend. 

How I have loved—excuse my faltering tongue ! 
My spirit’s feeble and my pains are strong: 

This I may say I only grieve to die, 

Because 1 lose my charming Emily. 

To die when heaven had put you in my power! 

could not choose a more malicious hour. 
What greater curse could envious fortune give, 
Thau just to die when I began to live ? 
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Vain men, how vanishiog a bliss we crave^ 

Now warm in lovo^ now withering in the grave ! 

Never, O never more to see the sun ! 

Still dark, in a damp vault, and still alone ! 

This fate is common 3 but 1 lose my breath 
Near bliss, and yet not bless’d, before my death. 

Farewell! but take me dying in your arms, 

'Tis all I can enjoy of all your charms: 

This hand I cannot but in death resign; 

Ah, could 1 live ! but while I live ’tis mine. 

I feel my end approach, and thus embraced. 

Am pleased to die ; but hear me speak my last. 

Ah, my sweet foe ! for you, and you alone, 

I broke my faith with injured Palamon: 

But love the sense of right and wrong confounds; 

Strong love and proud ambition have no bounds. 

And much I doubt, should Heaven my life prolong, 

I should return to justify my wrong; 

For, while my former flames remain within. 

Repentance is but^Want of power to sin. 

With mortal hatred I pursued his life. 

Nor he, nor you, were guilty of the strife ; 

Nor I, but as I loved; yet all combined. 

Your beauty, and my impotence of mind; 

And his concurrent flame that blew my fire; 

For still our kindred souls had one desire. 

He had a moment's right, in point of time; 

Had I seen flrst, then his had been the crime. 

Fate made it mine, and justified his right; 

Nor holds this earth a more deserving knight, 

For virtue, valour, and for noble blood, 

Truth, honour, all that is comprised in good; 

So help me Heaven, in all the world is none 
So worthy to be loved as Palamon. 

He loves you, too, with such a holy fire. 

As will not, cannot, but with life expire ; 

Our vow’d affections both have often tried. 

Nor any love but yours could ours divide. 

Then, by my love’s inviolable band. 

By my long-suffering, and my short command, 

If e’er you plight your vows when I am gone. 

Have pity on the faithful Palamon. 

This was his last; for Death came on amain. 

And exercised below his iron reign. 

Then upward to the seat of life he goes; 

Sense fled before him, wha^ he touch’d ho froze: 

Yet couXl he not his closing eyes withdraw. 

Though less and less of Emily he saw; 

So, speechless for a little space he lay; 

Then grasp’d the hand he held, and sigh’d bis soul away. 
But whither went his soul, let such relate 
Who search the secrets of the future state: 

Divines can say but what themselves believe ; 

Strong proofs they have, but not demonstrative; 

For, were all plain, then all sides must agree, 

And faith itself be lost in certainty. 

To live uprightly, then, is sure the best; 

To save ourselves, and not to damn the rest. 

The soul of Arcite went where heathens go. 

Who better live than we, though less they know. 

In Palamon a manly ^ief appears; ^ 

Silent he wept, ashamea to show his tears. 
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Emilia shriek'd but once ; and then, oppress’d 
With sorrow, sunk upon her lovers breast: 

Till Theseus in his arms convey’d, with care. 

Far from so sad a sight the swooning fair. 

’Tw'cre loss of time her sorrow to relate; 

111 bears the sex a youthful lover’s fate. 

When just approaching to the nuptial state; 

But, like a low'-hung cloud, it rains so fast. 

That all at once it falls, and cannot last. 

The face of things is changed, and Athens now'. 

That laugh’d so late, becomes the scene of woe : 
iVIatrons and maids, both sexes, every state. 

With tears lament the knight’s untimely fate. 

Nor greater grief in falling Troy was seen 
For llector’s death, but Hector was not then. , 

Old men with dust deform’d their hoary hair; 

The women beat their breasts, their cheeks they tear : 
Why wouldst thou go, (with one consent they cry,) 
When thou hadst gold enough, and Emily ? 


Drydcn, you observe, exhibits va¬ 
rious changes. Are they for the betT- 
tcr or the worse ? In the first place, 
he introduces a new motive into the 
conduct of Arcite—remorse of con¬ 
science, When fate has declared 
against Iiim, and he finds that he can¬ 
not enjoy the possession of the prize 
which lie lias WTongfully won, his 
eyes open upon his ow n injustice, and 
he ackiiowdcdgea tlie prior right of 
Palamoii, who first had seen Einiiie. 

Does this innovation make good 
an ethical w'ant in the rough and un¬ 
schooled original ? C5r does it peiplcx 
the old heroic simplicity with a mo- 
deal and needless refinement? By 
right of arms, by gift of the king, w ith 
her own gentle consent, EmcHc was 
Arcite’s. Death unsinew'S the liand 
that held her against the world. Let 
a few winged moments fleet, and she is 
his no more. He bow's, conquered by 
all-conqiiering, alouc unconquerable 
necessity. Ilis love, which had vic¬ 
toriously expelled his cousin’s from 
the field of debate, he carries with 
him to the mtiaiiclioly Plutonic king¬ 
dom, and leaves the field of debate 
still—Palamoii victor, and Emclie 
free. Really there seems to be some¬ 
thing not only simpler in art, but 
more pathetic, and even morally 
greater, in the humble submission of 
the fierce and giant-like spirit to in¬ 
evitable decree—in the spoiitaneous 
return of the pristine fraternal appre¬ 
ciation when death withdraws the dis¬ 
turbing force of rivalry—and in his 
voluntarily Jijppointing, so far as he 
Tcntures to appoint, lais brother in 


aims and his bride to each other’s 
happiness—than in the inventive dis¬ 
play of a compunction for which, as 
the world £oes, there appears to bo 
positively no use, and hardly clear 
room. Loftily viewing the case, a 
wrong had been intended by Arcite to 
Palamou, but no wrong done. He has 
been tw ice hacked and hewed a little 
—that is all; and it cannot be said that 
he has been robbed of her wdio w^ould 
not liave been his. Indeed, the cur¬ 
rent of destiny has so run, that the 
quarrel of the tw-o noble kinsmen has 
brought, as apparently it alone could 
bring, the survivor to W'cdlock with 
his beloved. Wc suspect, then, that 
the attribution of the motive is equal¬ 
ly modern Avitli the style of the not 
ili-contrivcd ivitticisni which accom¬ 
panies the first mention of it— 

Conscience, that of all physiek works 
the lastj 

Caused him to send for Emily in haste.” 

, But that w'liich, upon the general 
comparison of thi^ two Fpecches, prin¬ 
cipally strikes us, is the great expan¬ 
sion, by the mqjtiplying of the 
thoughts to which expression is given, 
by Drydcn. With old Geoffrey, the 
weight of death seems actually to lie 
upon the tongue that speaks in few 
interrupted accents. Dryden’s Mori¬ 
bund runs on, quite at his case, in 
eloquent disquisition. Another unsa¬ 
tisfactory difference is the disappear¬ 
ing of that distinct, commanding pur¬ 
pose or plan, and the due proportion 
observed upon in the original. That 
mere cleaving desire to Emclie, felt 
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through the first halfin word afterword 
gushing up from a heart in which life, 
hut not love, ebbs, gets bewildered in 
the modern version among explications 
of the befallen unhappiness, and lost in 
a sort of argumentative lamentation. 
And do but just look how that in 
his coldo grave,” the only word, one 
may aay, in the whole allocution which 
docs not expressly appertain to Emc- 
lie, and yet half belongs to her by 
contrast—is extended, in Drydcn, as 
if upon recollection of Claudio’s com¬ 
plaint in “ Measure for Measure,” un¬ 
til, like that complaint, it becomes 
selfish. 

Eut there is small pleasure in pick¬ 
ing out the poetical misses of John 
Drydeii. It was to be foreseen that 
he would be worsted in this place of 
the competition; for the pathetic was 
not and was Chaucer’s. So, 

too, instead of the sumniiH-y and con¬ 
cise commendation of his happier 
cousin to the future regard of the 
bereaved bride, so touching in Chau¬ 
cer, there comes in, provoked by that 
unlucky repentance, an expatiating 
and arguing review of the now extinct 
quan-el, showing a liberty and vigour 
of thought that agree ill with the 
threatening cloud of dissolution, and 
somewhat overlay and encumber the 
proper business to whicli the dying 
man has now turned himself—made 
imperative by the occasion—thofonnal 
and energetic eulogy on ralamon. 
The praise, however, is bestowed at 
last, and handsomely. 

Have we, think ye, gentle lovers of 
Chaucer, rightly understood the pos¬ 
sibly somewhat obscure intention of 
the two verses at the beginning of our 
cxtract— 

But I bequethe the service of my gost 

To you?” 

We have accept'jd “ service” iu the 
sense which, agreeably to our erudi¬ 
tion, it euiineiitly holds in the old 
love-vocabulary—homage, devotion, 
LOVE; the pure and entire dedication 
by the lover of his whole being to his 
lady, lu this meaning, the heart 
Continually sen^es^ if there should be 
fto opportunity of rendering any use¬ 
ful offices. Yon will sec that Dryden 
has taken the word in what strikes 
us as an inferior sense—namely, avail¬ 
able service; but then his verses are 


exquisite. And why, gentle lovers of 
Chaucer, why think ye does the expir¬ 
ing Arcite, at that particular juncture 
ofhis address, crave of his heart’s queen 
softly to take him in her arms ? Is it 
not that he is then about pouring out 
into her car his dying design for her 
happiness? Received so, the movement 
has great originality and an iulinite 
beauty, flis lieart yearns the more 
towards her as he is on the point of 
giving utterance to his generous pro- 
])osaI, He will, by that act of love 
upon her part, and that mutual atti¬ 
tude of love, deepen the solemnity, 
truth, power, impression of his unex¬ 
pected request. Will lie perchance, 
too, a]>])roach her ear to his voice, 
that grows w(*:iker and weaker? 

. Tile two verses appear by their 
wording to intimate something like all 
this. 

*^And softb take me in your armes 
twoy. 

For Jove of God, and herkeneth what I 
seyB 

If Chauper had any such meaning, it 
vanishes wholly in Dryden’s version. 

On re-surveyiiig the matter at hist, 
we feel the more that the passing 
over of Emelle from the dead Arcite 
to the living Palamon, in ('luiucer, is 
by much more poetical hen viewed 
as tlie voluntary concession and gift 
of the now fuUv heroic Arcite, than 
as, ill Dryden, tJic recovercil right of 
the fortunate survivor. However, the 
speecli, as Dryilcn has it, is vigorous, 
numerous, sinrited, eloquent, toucJied 
with poetry, and might please you 
very well, did you not compare it 
Avith the singular truth, feeling, fit¬ 
ness of Chaucer’s—that unparalleled 
picture of a manly, sorely-wrung, 
iovingly-provident s])irit upon its bed 
of untimely death. 

The process of dying lias been 
considerately delineated by Chaucer. 
Death creeps from the feet upwards 
to the breast—it creeps up and pos¬ 
sesses the arms. But the intellect 
which dwelled in the heart ’gan fail 
only when the vciy heart felt death. 
Then dimness fell upon the eyes, and 
the breath faltered. One more look 
—one more word—and the spirit has 
forsaken its tenement, Drydcn gene¬ 
ralizes all this partitfalarity—and' 
therein greatly errs. But the last 
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four flowing verses of tltc death-scene 
are in lus more inspired mauiier, and 
must be held good for redeeming a 
multitude of j)eceadilloe3 and some 
graver transgressions. Head tliem 
over again— 

** Yet could ho not his closing eyes 
■w'ithdraw, 

^ Though loss and less t)f Emily he saw ; 
So, speechless for a little space ho lay ; 
Tlieii grasp’d the hand he liold, and 
sigh’d his soul away.'* 

AVhen years rolling l»ave in a man¬ 
ner exhausted tlic tears due to the 
remembranee of the heroic Arcite, 
a parliament, held upon matters of 
piildic interest, gi^ es occasion to 
Theseus of reepuring the attendance 
(jf Palamon from Thebes to Athens. 
Tlie benign monaivli, however, is* 
revolving alFairs of nearer and 
more private concern. 'Die nation¬ 
al council is assembled; Palamon 
is in his place, and Enielie has been 
called into ])resence. Ilis majesty 
puts on a very serious countenance, 
Axes his eyes, heaves a sigh, ami be¬ 
gins unburthcniiig Iiis bosom' of its 
coiieealcdpurjioses. He “begins from 
the begiiiiiing” in this fasliioii ;— 

“ When tiic First Mover cstabJisln*(l 
the great chain of love, in wliicii lie 
bound the four elements, the mighty 
ordering jn-oceeded of high wisdom. 
The same author, himself ijiaceossiblo 
to alteration, lias ajipointed to all na¬ 
tural things tlic law of transiency and 
succession. The kinds endure ; the 
individuals jiass away. Xature ex¬ 
amples us willi decay. Trees, risers, 
mighty towns, wax and w'am—nuicli 
more we. All must die—the great and 


the small: and tho wish to live is an 
impie ty. Better it is to fall in the prido 
of strength and in the splendour of 
renown, than to di'oop through long 
years into the grave; and the friend 
who sur\'ivcs should rejoice in his 
friend’s happy and honounabJe depar¬ 
ture. Wliereforc, then, shall we longer 
mouni forArcitc?’* This is tliecopious 
preamble. The conclusion is more 
briefly dispatched. Einelio must ac¬ 
cept the hand of her faithful servant 
Palamon. He wants no persuasion ; 
and tlic knot of matrimony IiajipiJy 
ties uj) at hist their destinies, wisiics, 
and expectations, Avhicli the Talc hi its 
lU’Ogress has spun. 

The royal harangue is long; and 
marked, doubtless, ivith a sort of ar- 
tilicial solvmiiity. Ilow'ever, It has a 
deliberalive stateliness and a certain 
monarchal tone. H e do not now', in the 
Hpeeehes fiopi the Tlirouc, begin regu¬ 
larly from the Creation—but that is a 
relinenicnt. There has been eloquence 
of which CJiaucer’s deep display of 
]>hiIosophy ajul high deduction of ar¬ 
gument is no ill-conceived represen¬ 
tation. There is a gi’andeiir in the 
earthly king’s grounding his counsels 
iii those of the heavenly King ; and in 
hi.s blending his own particulai' act 
of exerted kingly sway into the gene¬ 
ral system of things in the universe. 
The turn from the somewhat magni¬ 
loquent dissertation to the parties im- 
iiu’diatcly interested—the gentle dis- 
l)Osing‘, between injunction and per- 
Muision,of Enielie’s will, and the frank 
call upon Palamon to come foiwvard 
and Lake possession of his happiness, 
aic uaUiral, princely, and full of dra¬ 
matic grace. Thus,— 


ClIAl'CKR. 

Ln the oko that hath so long a horislnng 
Fro the time that it ginneth first (o spring. 
And hath so long a lif, a.s ye may see, 
at the laste w^asted is the tree. 
Ponsiderotli eke, how that tho harde stono 
Ibider our feet, on which we tredo and gon. 
It wastoth aa it lieth by the way; 

The broOe river some time w’axoth dry; 

The grete tonnes see wc wane and wende; 
Then may ye see that all things hath an end. 
Of man and woman see wc wel als^ 

That nedes in' on of tho termes tw df 
That is to sayn, in youth or elles age, 

He mote be dod, the king as shall a page ; 
Sofi on hU bod, some on the depe see, 

Som in the large field, as ye may see; 



[June, 


VSI NortJCs Specimens of the British Critics, 

Ther helpeth nougbtj all goth that ilkg wey ; 
Than may 1 say that all6 things mote dey. 

What maketh this but Jupiter the king ? 

The which is prince^ and cause of all^ thing. 
Converting alle unto his propre will, 

From which it is denved, soth to telle. 

And here againos no creature on live 
Of no degree availeth for to strive. 

Then is it wisdom, as it thinketh me, 

To malien virtue of necessite, 

And tako it wel, that we may not eschewe, 

And namely that to us all is dewe. 

And who so grutcheth ought, he doth folio. 

And rebel is to him that all may gie. 

And certainly a man hath most honour 
To dien in his excellence and flour, 

Whan he is siker of his goode name. 

Than hath he don his friend, ne him, no shame ; 
And gladcr ought his friend been of his doth 
Whau with honour is yelden up his breath. 

Than whan his name appalled is for ago ; 

For all foryetten is his viissalag^ 

Than is it best, as for a worthy fame, 

To dien whan a man is best of name. 

The contrary of all tliis is wilfnlnesse. 

Why grutchen we ? Why have we heavinessc. 
That good Arcitc, of chivalry the flour, 

Departed is, with diitcc and honour, 

Out of this foulc prison of this lif ? 

Why grutchen here his cosin and his wif 
Of his welfare, that loven him so wcl ? 

Can he hem thank ? Nay, God wot, never a del. 
That both his soule, and eke himself offend, 

And yet they mow hir lustres not amend. 

What may 1 conclude of this longe serie, 

But after sorwe 1 rede us to be merie. 

And thanken Jupiter of all his grace. 

And er that we departen from this place, 

I rede that we make of sorwes two 
O parfit joye lasting evermo; 

And loketh now wher most sorwe is herein, 

Ther wml I firste amenden and begin. 

Sister (quod ho) this is my full assent, 

With all the avis here of my parlemcnt, 

Tiiat gentil Palamon, your owen knight, 

That serveth you with will, and herto and might. 
And ever hath done, sin yc first him knew. 

That ye shall of your grace upon him vew. 

And taken him for husbond and for lord: 

Lene your hand, for this is oure accord* 

Let see now of your womanly piteo. 

He is a king^'s brother’s sone pardeo, 

AnAhough he were a pouife bachelerc, 

Sin ho hath served you so many a yero, 

And had for you so gret adversitio, 

It most^ ben considered, leveth me. 

For gentil mercy oweth to passen right. 

Then sayd he thus Palamon the knight • 

1 trow ther nedeth little sermoning 
To maken you assenten to this thing. 

Cometh ner, and take your lady by the bond* 
Betwixen hem was maked anon the bond. 
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That hifrhte matrimoine or manage. 

By all the conscil of the baronage. 

And thus with alle blisse and molodie 
Hath Palamon ywedded Emilie. 

And God, that all this wide world hath WTOught, 
Send him his love, that hath it dero ybought. 
For now is Palamon in alle wele, 

Living in blisse, in richisse, and in hole, 

And Emelie him lovoth so tendroly. 

And he biro serveth all so gontilly, 

That never was thcr no word hem betweno 
Of jalousie, no of non other tone. 

Thus endeth Palamon and Emilie, 

And God save all this fay re compagnie. 


The ’whole ovation is rendered by 
Ih'y<lcn with zealous diligence in 
bringing out the sense into further 
effect, and with a magnificent sweep 
of composition. If there is in the fine 
original any thing felt as a little too 
stilliy formal, this impression is wholly 
obliterated or lost in tlic streaming 
poetry of the translator. Diydcn may 
not, on l)is oAvn score, liave been much 
of a ])liilosophcr; but he handles a 
pliilosophical thought in verse with a 
<lcxtenty that is entirely his own. 
'I'he sharpness and swiftness of intel¬ 
lect iial power concuiriiig in him, join 
so miieli case with so iiiiich brevity, 
tliat the i)oeLical vein flows on uu- 
hinderecl, even when involved with 
metai>hysical notions and with sclio- 
Instic recollections. The coinparisoii 
of the following noble strain with the 
original now quoted, decisively and 
successfully sliow's the character of an 
embellishing traiisfonnation, which wc 
liavc all along atiributed to Drj^den’s 
treatment of Ciiauccr. 'I'he full thought 
of the original is often but as tlie .seed 
of thought to the version, or at lca.st 
tlie ungrown plant of the one throws 
out the luxuriance and majesty of 
Jeaves, blossoms, and branches in the 
other. The growth and decay of the 
oak in the two, and still more of the 
humnu being, are marked instances. 
Drydcn does not himself acknowledge 
the bold license which he has used in 
regenerating; he does himself less 
than justice. The worth of his work 


is not*thc giving to modern England 
her ancient poet, witliout the trouble 
of acquiring his language, or of learn¬ 
ing to sympathize M'ith his manner. It 
would almost seem as if that were an 
cntei'prise which there is no accom¬ 
plishing. lliglitly to si)cak, it was 
not Drydcii's. Jlc really undertook, 
from a gi*cat' old poem lying before 
him, to write a great modem poem, 
which he has done; and in the new 
Ivnight's Tale, we sec Dryden, the 
great poet—we do not see Chaucer, 
the greater poet. But we see in it 
presumptive proof that the old pociu 
■\vorkcclfrom was greatand interesting; 
and wc must be lazy and unprofitable 
students if wc do not, from the proud 
and splendid modernization, dcri^c a 
yearning and a craving towards the 
unknoAvu simple antique. Unknown 
to us, ill our first studies, as we read 
ui>ward from our own day into tin* 
past glories of our veniacular litera¬ 
ture ; but which, when, with gradualh' 
mounting courage, endeavour, and 
acquirement, wc have made our way 
up so far, we find 

** Worthy to have not remain’d so long 
, unknown.” 

So, Diydcn has done* honour and ren¬ 
dered service to hia mighty prede¬ 
cessor—truer honour and better ser¬ 
vice—not by superseding, but by guid¬ 
ing and impelling towards the know¬ 


ledge of the old Knight’s Talc. 


Drtdek. 

The monarch oak, the patriarch of the treesj^ 

Shoots rising up, and spreads by slow degrees; 

Three centuries he grows, and three he stays, 

Supreme in state, and in three more decays: 

So werys the paving pebble in the street, 

And tow'ns and toweis their fatal periods mcol: 

VOI^ LYII. NO. CCCLVI. 3 V 
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So rivers, rapid once, now naked lie, 

Forsaken of their springs, and leave their channels dry; 
So man, at first a drop, dilates with heat; 

Then form’d, the little heart begins to beat; 

Secret he feeds, unknowing in the cell ; 

At length, for hatching ripe, he breaks the shell. 

And struggles into breath, and cries for aid; 

Then helpless in his mother’s lap is laid. 

He creeps, ho walks, and, issuing into man. 

Grudges their life, from whence his own began; 
Hetchless of laws, affects to rule alone, 

Anxious to reign, and restless on the throne ; 

First vegetive, then feels, and reasons last; 
llich of three souls, and lives all three to waste. 

Some thus, but thousands more, in flower of age, 

For few arrive to ra^ the latter stage. 

Sunk in the first, in battle some are slain, 

And others whelm’d beneath the stormy main. 

What makes all this but Jupiter the king, 

At whose command wo perith, and we spring ? 

Then ’tis our b^st, since thus^ ordain’d to die. 

To make a virtue of necessity ; 

Take what he gives, since to rebel is vain 
The bad grows betUsr, which we well sustain ; 

And could we choose the time, and choose aright, 

’Tis best to die, our lionour at the height. 

When we have done our ancestors no shame. 

But served our friends, and well secured our fame. 

Then should wo wish our hajipy life to close. 

And lea^e no more for fortune to dis])ose. 

So should we make our death a glad r(*licf 
From future shame, from sickness, and from grief^ 
Enjoying, while Ac live, the presemt hour. 

And dying in our excellence and ilower. 

Then round our death-bed every friend should run, 

And joyous of our conquest early won; 

While the nialicjious world, with Gnvi<uis tears. 

Should grudge our happy eml, and wish it th(‘irs. 

Since then our Arcite is with honour dead, 

Why should we mourn that ho so soon is freed, 

Or call untimely what the gods decreed? 

With grief as just, a frieml may bo deplored, 

From a foul prison to free air restored. 

Ought he to tliank his kinsman or liis wife, 

Could tears recal him into wretulied life ? 

Their sorrow hurts themselves; on him is lost; 

And worse than both, offends his happy ghost. 

What Aen remains, but after past annoy. 

To take the good vicissitude of joy; 

To thank the gracious gods for what they give. 

Possess our souls, and while we live, to live ? 

Ordain we then tw'o sorrows to combine. 

And in .one point the extremes of grief to join; 

That thence resulting joy may be renew’d, 

As jarring notes in harmony conclude. 

Then I propose, that Palamon shall be 
In marriage join’d with beauteous Emily; 

For which already I have gain’d the assent 
Of my free people in full parliament. 

Long love to her has borne the faithful knight, 

And well deserved, had fortune done him right; 

*Tis time to mfeiid her fault, since Emily, ^ 

By Ardte’s death, from former vow's is free.— 
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